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PREFACE. 


Mb.  Jobbocks,  having  for  many  years  maintained  his 
popularity,  it  is  believed  that,  with  the  aid  of  the 
illustrious  Leech,  he  is  now  destined  for  longevity. 

The  Author,  in  the  present  edition,  not  being  tied  to 
space  or  quantity,  has  had  a  better  opportunity  of 
developing  his  sporting  hero  than  before. 

The  reader  will, have  the  kindness  to  bear  in  mind, 
that  the  work  merely  professes  to  be  a  tale,  and  does 
not  aspire  to  the  dignity  of  a  novel. 

London,  October,  1854. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

THE   OLDEN   TIMES. 

nr  ahape  It  appean ;  It  ja  a  n 


i         -,' 


HEX  Michael  Hordey 
died,  f^reat  was  the 
difficulty  in  the  Vale 
of  Sheepff  ash  to  de- 
vise howthe  farmera' 
hunt  waa  to  be  car- 
ried OD,  Michael, 
a  veaerable  sports- 
inaDoftheoIdBchool, 
had  long  been  at  the 
head  of  affaire,  and 
without  paying  nit 
expenses,  had  en- 
joyed an  uninter- 
rupted sway  over  the 
pack  and  countiy. 

The  hounds  at 
first  were  of  that 
primitive  sort,  upon 
whichrooilem  sporls- 
men  look  down  with 
contempt.  Few  in 
number,  uneven  In 
size,  and  ill-matched 
in  speed,  they  were  Uencher-fed  •  all  the  year  round,  and  upon  any 
partieulap  morning  that  was  fixed  on  for  a  hunt,  each  man  might  be  seen 

•  Unkennfilad,  or  kept  at  f»nn-lionae«  »nd  cottagei. 


HANDLKT   CBOSS; 


wending  his  way  to  the  meet  followed  by  his  dog,  or  bringing  him  along 
in  a  string. 

"  There  was  Invincible  Tom,  and  Inyincible  Towler, 
Invincible  Jack,  and  Invincible  Jowler." 

Day  would  bcrdly  hli^  daWned  ere  the  long-poled  spoftsmen  assembled 
with  their  hoimds.  Then  they  would  trail  up  to  puss.  Upler  would 
give  the  first  intimation  of  her  erratic  wanderings  o'er  the  dewy  mead. 
Then  it  was, "  Well  done  Tipler !  Ah,  what  a  dog  he  is  I "  Then  Mountain 
would  throw  his  tongue,  and  flinging  a  pace  or  two  in  advance,  would 
assume  the  lead.  "  Well  done,  Mountain  I  Mountain  for  ever" — would 
be  the  cry.  Tapster  next  would  give  a  long-drawn  howl,  as  if  in  con- 
firmation of  his  comrades'  doings  in  front,  and  receive  in  turn  the  plaudits 
of  his  master.  Thus  they  would  unravel  the  gordian  knot  of  puss's 
wanderings. 

Meanwhile  other  foot-people  try  the  turnips,  cross  the  stubbles,  and 
beat  the  hedges,  in  search  of  her — 

Yon  tuft  upon  the  rising  ground  seems  likely  for  her  form.  Aye, 
Tipler  points  towards  it.  Giles  Jolter's  hand  is  raised  to  signal  Invincible 
Towler,  but  half  the  pack  rush  towards  him,  and  Jolter  kicks  puss  out 
of  her  form  to  save  her  from  their  jaws.  "  Hoop  I  Hoop  !  Hoop  I  There 
she  goes  1 "  What  a  panic  ensues  I  Puss  lays  her  long  ears  upon  her 
back,  and  starts  for  the  hill  with  the  fleetness  of  the  wind.  The  pack, 
with  more  noise  than  speed,  strain  every  nerve,  and  the  further  they  go 
the  further  they  are  left  behind.  Their  chance  seems  out  altogether. 
The  hare  crosses  over  the  summit  of  the  hill,  and  the  hounds  are  reduced 
to  their  noses  for  the  line.  "  Now,  Mountain !  Now,  Tipler !  Now, 
Bonnets-o'-Blue.    Ah,  what  dogs  they  are ! " 

^vff%  P^iffi  PHffy  go  the  sportsmen,  running  and  rolling  afler  their 
darlings,  with  httle  leisure  for  shouting.  Then,  having  gained  the  summit 
of  the  hill,  the  panting  pedestrians  would  stand  lost  in  admiration  at  the 
doings  of  their  favourites  down  below,  while  the  more  active  follow  in 
their  wake,  trusting  to  a  check  to  let  them  in.  When  a  check  ensued,  how 
bipeds  and  quadrupeds  worked  1  While  Uie  latter  were  sniffling  about, 
going  over  the  same  ground  ht^  a  dozen  times,  the  former  would  call 
their  hounds  to  them,  and  eitlMT  by  ptMlig  or  lifting  over  difficult 
ground  contrive  to  give  them  a  lead,  lite  hunt  is  up  again,  and  away 
they  all  go.  The  hounds  strain  over  t)K  grass,  dash  through  the  furze, 
making  the  spinney  resound  with  their  cry,  and  enter  upon  the  fallow 
beyond.  Mountain  alone  speaks  to  tbe  soMU,  and  hills  re-echo  his  voice. 
— ^Now  he's  silent. — She's  squatted. 

The  prickers  are  at  work  again,  trying  each  furrow,  and  taking  the  rigs 
across.     How  close  she  lies  I 


^^^Ijrts  a 


*'  Hoop  !  "    She  jumps  upin  the  middle  of  the  pack,  and  Mountain 

a  mouthful  of  fur.    That  was  a  close  shave  1 — too  close  to  be 

t.    The  hill  people  view  her,  and  now  every  move  of  puss  and  the 

is  eagerly  watched.     "  That's  right  I  that's  right  I  over  the  stubble. 
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Tipler's  josl  going  her  very  line.    Ah,  he's  taken  np  the  hedge  instead  of 
down,  and  Moontam  has  it.    Now,  Mountain,  my  man  I  *' 

She  runs  round  the  sheep,  but  Mountain  hits  her  off  beyond.  Now 
she  doubles  and  springs  back,  but  they  woric  through  the  problem,  and 
again  puss  has  nothing  to  trust  to  but  her  speed.  Her  strength  begins 
to  fail  She  makes  a  grand  effort,  and  again  iearcs  her  pursuers  in  the 
hirdi.  Slow  and  sure  they  ring  her  funeral  knell  after  her,  each  note 
striking  terror  into  her  breast  as  she  pricks  her  long  ears  and  sits 
listening; 

She  sears  her  own  haunt  but  dare  not  enter.  The  hill  people  descend 
to  join  the  tussle  at  the  end.  Poor  puss  I  her  large  bright  eyes  are  ready 
to  start  out  of  her  head.  Her  clean  brown  fur  is  clotted  and  begrimed, 
and  her  strength  is  all  but  exhausted.    Another  view  1 

"  Poor  is  ths  tnuxnph  o'er  the  iiinid  hare." 

Now  what  a  noise  of  men  and  hounds  as  they  view  her  again.  It  is  a 
last  chance.  She  passes  into  the  next  grass  field,  and  a  friendly  hedge 
conceals  her  from  their  view.  She  steals  up  the  furrow,  and  reaches 
the  wall  at  the  high  end.  It  is  high  and  loose,  and  a  few  stones  are  out 
in  the  middle.    Puss  jumps  in.* 

•  Up  come  the  hounds.  Mountain  and  Tipler,  and  Gamester,  and 
Bonnets-o'-blue,  Merryman,  and  Ferryman,  and  then  a  long  tail,  yelping, 
yapping,  puffing,  and  blowing. 

Over  they  go  into  the  lane.  Now  up,  now  down,  now  backwards,  now 
forwards,  now  round  about,  but  no  puss. 

•  «»•««« 

Up  come  the  field.  **  Now,  Mountain,  my  man,  hit  her  off!  *'  cries 
his  master,  vaulting  over  the  wall,  and  stooping  to  prick  the  hare  on  the 
road.    But  no  prints  are  there. 

"  She  must  have  flown ! "  observes  one. 

**  Or  sunk  into  the  ground,"  says  another. 

**  Or  yon  tinker  man's  knocked  her  on  the  head,**  observes  a  third, 
pointing  to  a  gipsy  camp  at  the  cross  roads,  and  away  they  all  go  to 
demand  the  body  of  puss. 

♦  •♦♦•♦♦ 

The  tinker  man  shows  fight  on  having  his  cauldron  searched,  and 
several  stout  wenches  emerging  from  the  tattered  cart  awning,  a  battle 
royal  ensues,  and  further  attention  is  completely  diverted  f^om  puss. 

Well  done,  puss ! 

To  proceed — 

The  next  step  in  the  Handley  Cross  Hunt,  was  getting  a  boy  to  collect 
the  hounds  before  hunting.f 

*  The  mancBuvrei  of  a  hunted  hare  are  tra\y  artonishiTig. — ^The  author  wit- 
nessed the  iboYe. 

t  It  is  onlv  thoee  who  have  witnessed  it  that  can  credit  the  sigaoity  evinced  by 
trencher-fed  hounds  in  knowing  the  hunting  mornings,  placing  themselves  ready 
Ibr  tba  ■aanMB%.Qr  lushing  wiUi  joyous  cry  to  most  the  messenger. 
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They  lay  wide,  and  sometimes  Mountain's  master  couldn't  come,  conse- 
quently, Mountain  was  not  there ;  sometimes  Tipler's  master  was  absent, 
and  the  pack  lost  the  services  of  Tipler's  unerring  nose. 

Next,  some  of  the  farmers  began  to  ride.  At  first  they  came  out  with 
young  horses,  just  to  let  them  tee  hounds — then  as  the  horses  got  older 
they  thought  they  might  as  well  work  them  till  they  sold  them,  and  at 
last  it  ended  in  their  riding  as  a  matter  of  course.  Foremost  among  the 
riders  was  Michael  Hardey.  He  had  always  been  a  great  promoter  of 
the  hunt,  breeding  his  hounds  as  he  did  his  horses,  for  speed  and 
substance.  Some  used  to  say  they  were  rayther  too  swift  for  a  hare. 
Others,  however,  followed  his  example,  and  in  course  of  time  the  heavy 
towling  harriers  were  converted  into  quick  and  dashing  hounds. 

Time  rolled  on,  and  Michael  at  length  became  looked  upon  as  the 
master  or  manager  of  the  pack.  Having  been  always  more  addicted  to 
fox  than  to  hare,  he  had  infused  a  spirit  into  the  country  which  ended  in 
making  the  wily  animal  their  quarry. 

The  hounds  were  still  kept  at  walks  during  the  summer,  but  Michael 
fitted  up  a  kennel  at  his  farm  to  which  they  were  brought  towards  the 
autumn.  Peter,  the  pedestrian  huntsman,  was  taken  into  Michael's  service, 
-clothed  and  mounted. 

Of  course  all  this  was  done  by  subscription.  Some  gave  Michael  cash, 
some  gave  him  com,  some  hay,  others  straw,  and  all  the  old  horses  in  the 
country  found  their  way  to  his  farm. 

They  were  then  called  fox-hounds. 

The  first  day  of  the  first  season,  after  their  metamorphosis,  the  hounds 
met  at  Handley  Cross — the  Godfather  of  our  work.  It  was  a  pretty 
village,  standing  on  a  gentle  eminence,  about  the  middle  of  the  Yale  of 
Sheepwash,  a  rich  grazing  district,  full  of  rural  beauties,  and  renowned 
for  the  honest  independence  of  its  inhabitants.  Neither  factory  nor 
foundry  disturbed  its  morals  or  its  quietude — steam  and  railroads  were 
equally  unknown.  The  clear  curl  of  white  smoke,  that  rose  from  its  cottage 
chimneys,  denoted  the  consumption  of  forest  wood,  with  which  the  out- 
skirts of  the  vale  abounded.  It  was  a  nice  dean  country.  The  hazel 
grew  with  an  eel-like  skin,  and  the  spiry  larch  shot  up  in  a  cane-coloured 
shoot.  Wild  roses  filled  the  hedges,  and  fragrant  woodbine  clambered 
every  where.  Handley  Cross  was  a  picturesque  spot :  it  commanded  an 
almost  uninterrupted  view  over  the  whole  vale.  Far,  to  the  north,  the 
lofty  Gayhurst  hills  formed  a  soft  and  sublime  outline,  while  the  rich  vale 
stretched  out,  dotted  with  village  spires,  and  brightened  with  winding 
silvery  streams,  closed  in  on  either  side  with  dark  streaks  of  woodland 
tracts.  To  the  south,  it  stretched  away  to  the  sea.  Handley  Cross  was 
a  simple,  unpretending  village;  the  white-washed,  thatched-roofed 
cottages  formed  a  straggling  square,  round  a  village  green,  in  the  centre 
of  which,  encircled  with  time-honoured  firs,  on  a  flight  of  rude  stone 
steps,  stood  the  village  cross,  the  scene  of  country  hirings.  Basket- 
making  was  the  trade  of  the  inhabitants  ;  a  healthy  and  prosperous  one, 
if  the  looks  of  its  followers,  and  the  vine-clad  and  rose-covered  fronts  of 
the  cottages  might  be  taken  as  an  index.  It  had  but  one  public-house — 
the  sign  of  the  Fox  and  Grapes,  and  that  was  little  frequented — ^had  it 
been  otherwise,  there  would  most  likely  have  been  two. 
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Thither  our  master  brought  his  hounds  the  first  day  of  the  season  in 
which  they  professedly  began  to  hunt  foxes.  It  was  a  day  of  interest  in 
the  vale,  and  people  gathered  Ax>m  afar.  The  morning  was  beautifully 
fine,  with  a  sligtit  tinge  of  frost  on  the  ground,  that  half-an-hour's  sun- 
shine would  dissolve.  A  little .  before  eight,  the  foot-people  on  the  stf  ps 
of  the  Cross  descried  Michael  crossing  the  vale  by  a  line  of  hand-grites 
firom  his  house — ^the  hounds  clustered  round  his  horse,  and  Peter  bringing 
up  the  rear.  On  they  come  at  an  easy,  steady  pace,  and  then  the  tall 
hedges  below  concealed  ^them  from  their  view ;  presently  they  rose  the 
hill,  and  entered  the  village-green.  "The  hounds  I  the  hounds!"  cried 
the  children,  and  away  they  rushed  from  the  Cross  to  meet  them. 

Some  of  the  hounds  threw  their  tongues  with  delight,  as  they  jumped 
and  fawned  on  the  hands  that  had  fed  them  ;  Climbank  met  his  master, 
and  rushed  to  him  with  joy,  while  the  honest  fellow  felt  in  his  pocket  for 
the  accustomed  crust.  "  Come-by-Chance"  recognised  his  mistress,  and 
nearly  threw  her  down  with  the  vehemence  of  his  salute.  All  was  cheerful 
and  bright — Michael's  black  horse  pawed  the  ground,  and  whinnied  with 
delight,  as  the  hounds  bayed  him,  or  leapt  against  his  sides.  His  master 
had  paid  a  little  extra  attention  to  his  toilette  that  morning ;  his  well- 
brushed  broad-brimmed  hat,  pressed  gently  on  his  close-lying  nut-brown 
curls,  his  whiskers  were  newly  trimmed,  and  he  had  evidently  had  a  keen- 
edged  razor  to  shave  with ;  health  was  on  his  brow,  and  a  good-natured 
smile  hovered  o'er  his  swarthy  face,  displaying  the  brightness  of  his  eyes 
and  the  whiteness  and  regularity  of  his  teeth.  Michael  was  then  about 
forty ;  but  for  the  fullness  of  his  limbs  one  might  have  taken  something 
off.  The  elements  had  rather  hardened  than  sharpened  the  features  of  his 
fiEu;e.  He  stood  six  feet  high,  with  an  amazing  expanse  of  chest,  and  well- 
proportioned  limbs.  His  hunting  costume  consisted  of  a  good  nut-brown 
coat,  almost  matching  his  complexion,  a  scrupulously  clean  white  neck- 
cloth, with  a  large  flap-pocketed  red  waistcoat,  patent  cord  breeches,  and 
mahogany-coloured  top-boots.  His  undress,  or  home  costume,  was  the 
same,  with  drab  gaiters  instead  of  boots;  and  his  full,  or  evening 
costume,  ditto,  without  the  gaiters.  A  twisted  hunting  horn  was  slung 
across  his  shoulder,  and  he  rode  with  a  spare  stirrup-leather  round  his 
horse's  neck.  This  coal  black  steed  was  an  animal  of  amazing  speed  and 
power — nearly  thorough-bred,  with  a  light,  well-set  on  head,  dean  flat 
legs,  immense  loins  and  hocks ;  he  stood  nearly  sixteen  hands,  though  the 
shortness  of  his  tail  made  him  look  somewhat  bigger ;  he  was  rising  seven 
years  old,  and  that  was  his  first  regular  season.  Peter  was  dressed  like 
Ids  master — coat,  waistcoat,  and  breeches  off  the  same  web,  and  rode  a 
wiry-looking  bay  mare,  with  white  hind-legs.  He  was  then  about  thirty, 
short  light,  and  active,  barely  turning  nine  stone — Michael  weighed 
fourteen. 

Horsemen  now  began  to  arrive  through  the  various  openings  among  the 
cottages  on  the  green.  First  came  James  Fairlamb,  with  his  merry  round 
fece  shining  with  the  morning  sun — he  rode  a  crop-eared  cob  with  a 
Eoman  nose ;  his  dress  consisted  of  a  single-breasted  plum-coloured  coat, 
with  large  silver  buttons,  black  boots,  and  white  lambswool  stockings 
drawn  over  his  knees.  Stephen  Dumpling,  the  doctor,  appeared  at  the 
door  of  the  only  four-windowed  house  on  the  green,  followed  by  his  maid 
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with  a  foaming  tankard.  The  contents  being  disposed  of,  he  aoonted  his 
dun  poiij,  and  joined  the  group.  He  was  dressed  in  orthodox  black,  with 
powder,  and  a  pigtail,  drab  shorts,  and  top-boots.  The  jdot  thickened^— 
thej  came  bj  twos  and  threes.  Peter  Jewitt  and  fiany  Jones;  two 
Smiths  and  a  Brown,  then  another  Jewitt,  then  another  Jones ;  Morgan 
Hains,  and  John  Thomas ;  next  a  horsfr-breaker ;  after  him,  Mr.  Giles, 
the  brewer,  followed  bj  the  Exciseman,  on  a  mule ;  then  Mr.  Smith,  the 
overseer,  and  Miss  Fidget's  young  man  with  the  letter-bag,  a  mole- 
catcher,  and  a  gamekeeper. 

All  his  comrades  lutying  come,  Midiael  looked  at  his  large  silver 
hunting-watch,  and  seeing  it  was  half-past  eight,  prepared  for  throwing 
off.  The  couples  were  taken  off  the  young  hounde,  master  and  man 
cocked  f(»ward  their  legs  and  tightened  their  girths,  and  then  turned  their 
horses'  heads  for  the  south,  amid  a  chorus  of  delight  from  the  hounds  and 
the  ill-suppressed  cheers  of  the  field. 

A  hazel  copse  or  two  were  tried  just  for  the  sake  of  the  chance,  and 
on  they  trotteid  to  a  warm  lying  cover  of  gorse,  or  brushwood,  formed 
by  the  junction  of  two  hills.  JoUy-boy,  Boniface,  and  Dexterous, 
feathered  as  they  approached  the  spot,  and  the  former  dashing  in  with  a 
whimper  and  a  long-drawn  howl,  Michael  took  off  his  broad-brimmed, 
low-crowned  hat,  and  waving  in  the  pack,  dieered  them  to  the  echo.  His 
horse  pricked  his  ears,  and  whinnied  with  delight,  and  could  scarcely  be 
brought  to  stand  with  his  head  towards  the  cover  as  Michael  stood  erect 
in  his  stirrups,  with  one  hand  on  the  cantrel  of  his  saddle,  and  the  other 
holding  his  whip  and  reins,  while  his  eagle-eye  roved  over  every  part  of 
the  delL  "  Have  at  kirn  there,  my  jewd  I "  cried  he  to  old  Bonny-bell — 
a  favourite  white  bitch  that  lived  with  him,  and  could  scarcely  ever  be 
persuaded  to  quit  his  horse's  heels, — as  she  stood  whining,  lifting  a  foot, 
and  looking  him  earnestly  in  the  face; — ^* Have  at  Mm  there,  my  old 
lose !  "  re-echoed  he,  looking  down  upon  h^,  and  waving  his  right  hand, 
to  induce  her  to  join  cry.  The  old  bitch  dashed  in,  and  the  cliorus 
increased.  The  gorse  was  close,  or  the  hounds  must  have  chopped  the 
fox,  for  he  had  made  two  efforts  to  break  up  hill  so  as  to  fly  for  the 
woodland  country,  and  had  twice  been  driven  from  his  point  by  Michael's 
voice  and  the  crack  of  his  whip.  A  momentary  silence  ensued,  as  they 
over-ran  the  scent,  and  Michael  had  just  cried,  "  Look  out,  Peter  I "  to 
his  whipper-in,  who  was  stationed  on  the  opposite  hill,  when  the  fox 
dashed  over  a  piece  of  stone  wall  between  two  large  ash  trees  in  the  high 
hedge  at  the  bottom  of  the  cover,  and  with  a  whisk  of  his  brush,  set  his 
head  straight  down  the  vale,  crossing  over  a  large  grazing  ground  of  at 
least  a  hundred  acres.  "  Silence  1 "  cried  Michael,  holding  up  his  hand  to 
the  foot  people,  who  were  congregated  on  the  hill,  as  he  turned  his  hiane 
short,  and  galloped  to  the  point  at  which  the  fox  broke  away,  where  with 
a  twang  of  his  bugle,  he  presently  had  the  old  hounds  at  his  heels,  and  hat 
in  hand  he  waved  them  over  the  wall.  Jolly-boy  feathered  for  a  second  (m 
the  grass,  and  then  with  a  long-protracted  howl,  as  if  to  draw  his  brethren 
to  the  spot,  he  went  awav  with  Us  head  in  the  air,  followed  by  Dexterous, 
Countryman,  Bonny-bell,  and  True»boy,  and  after  them  went  the  body  of 
the  pack. 

"  Oone  ttwayf*^  criedMidiael,  "goneaway!  tally-ho!  tally-ho!  tally-ho." 
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"  Get  away,  honnik  I  get  airay ! "  balloud  Pet«r,  caraoking  hia  whip  aa 
be  trotted  down  the  ateep  hill;  and  patting  hie  bay  mare  atraight  at  the 
fence  at  the  bottom,  went  oraah  througli  it,  with  a  aoiae  that  resembled 
the  ontburating  of  i  fire  in  a  atraw-yard.  Then  came  tbe  ntab ;  the  blaok 
threw  the  st^me  wall  belmid  him,  ai  a  girl  would  her  skipping-rope  (  and 
Jamea  Fairlamb's  oob  came  flonndering  after,  biingiDg  down  the  coping 
stonn,  with  a  rattle  and  datter  that  would  have  been  awful  if  hoiinda  had 
not  been  nmning.     The  third  man  waa  the  Doctor  on  the  dun,  who  made 


it  Btill  lower ;  and  after  him  came  Peter  Jetritt  and  John  Joaa  (the  latter 
leading  orer),  and  impeding  the  progresa  of  John  Thomaa,  the  other  Jewitt, 
the  other  Jonea,  Morgan  Haina,  the  overseer,  and  the  parish-clerk  of  Welford, 
who  all  kept  hftlloting  and  awearing  away — b«  obatntcted  gentlemen 


^ 
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in  a  hurry  generally  do.  The  foot-people,  seeing  how  hopeless  was 
the  case,  stood  upon  the  hills,  lost  in  mute  astonishment,  eyeing  Michael 
on  his  black,  careering  over  the  meadows  and  hedges  in  a  straight  line 
with  the  pack,  followed  by  Peter  on  his  bay,  and  Fairlamb  on  his  cob, 
until  the  plum-coloured  coat  of  the  latter  assumed  the  hue  of  the  others, 
and  hounds,  horses,  and  men  grew 

"  Sknall  by  degrees,  and  beautifully  lets." 

"  Oefdly  !  "  cried  Michael,  as  the  black  horse  bounded  over  the  fifteenth 
fence,  with  all  the  dash  and  vigour  with  which  he  had  cleared  the  wall, 
and  the  hounds  threw  up  upon  a  fallow,  the  first  check  they  had  come  to. 
''  Yon  way  1 "  cried  a  countryman  on  a  bean-stack,  who  had  headed  the 
fox,  extending  his  arm  like  a  telegraph ;  "  to  the  left,  past  the  hurdles." 
"  Let  them  alone  !  "  cried  Michael,  "  let  them  alone  !  Jolly-boy  has  it  down 
the  furrow ;  hoic  to  Jolly-boy  1  hoic !  "  and  a  wave  of  his  hat  brought  the 
pack  forward,  and  away  they  go  full  cry,  making  the  welkin  ring  with  the 
music  of  their  deep-toned  notes. 

"  A  cry  more  tuneable 

Was  never  holloa'd  to,  nor  cheer'd  by  horn  ! " 

Forward  they  press;  and  Conqueror  usurps  the  place  of  JoUy-boy. 
Poor  dog,  nature  must  not  be  denied,  and  age  has  slackened  the  vigour  of 
his  limbs  I  But  they  come  to  slow  hunting,  and  the  old  hound's  unerring 
nose  keeps  the  pack  upon  the  line.  The  ground  is  stained  with  sheep, 
which  scampering  in  a  half  circle  as  the  fox  went  past,  complete  the  ring, 
now  that  they  hear  the  hounds.  Michael  pulls  up,  Peter  is  at  his  side, 
Fairlamb  is  in  the  next  field — crack  goes  a  rail,  and  the  Boman-nosed  cob 
is  over,  and  the  doctor's  dun  comes  up  just  as  Michael  puts  his  finger  in 
his  ear,  and  screeches  the  pack  forward  to  old  Bonny-bell,  who  speaks  to 
the  villain  under  the  gate.  It  is  a  rotten  old  thing  upon  one  hinge,  formed 
of  at  least  twenty  spars  and  rails,  all  rattling  and  jingling  out  of  concert, 
and  is  fastened  with  hazel-bands  and  pieces  of  knotted  rope.  Michael's 
ponderous  iron-headed  whip  breaks  through  them  at  a  blow,  and,  thrusting 
the  remains  back  with  his  right  leg,  he  passes  through  and  enters  the  open 
conmion  beyond  the  vale.  They  are  now  upon  the  downs !  all  is  bright- 
ness and  space;  Handley  Cross  appears  like  a  speck  in  the  distance, 
rendered  visible  only  by  the  dark  firs  on  the  Green,  and  the  vale  looks 
like  a  web  of  green  cloth  stretched  out  behind. 

They  approach  rising  ground,  and  the  pack  no  longer  press  forward  in 
eager  jealousy,  but  each  hound  seems  settled  in  his  place ;  in  truth,  the 
pace  has  told  upon  uneven  condition,  and  four  hounds  alone  carry  the 
scent.  The  ground  becomes  steeper  and  steeper,  and  even  the  fox  has 
traversed  the  "  mountain's  brow  "  at  an  angle.  Now  Climbank's  outline 
stands  against  the  blue  sky,  and  the  pack  wind  after  him  in  long-drawn 
file.  Michael  jumps  off  his  horse  as  he  approaches  the  steep  ascent,  and 
runs  up,  leading;  Peter  follows  his  example,  but  Fairlamb  sticks  to 
the  cob,  and  the  Doctor  begins  kicking  and  digging  the  dun  with  his 
spurs. 

The  heights  of  Ashley  Downs  are  gained,  and  the  scene  changes.    The 


OB,  lOU  JOKROCKS'S  HUlTr.  9 

horizon  is  bounded  by  the  sea,  upon  whose  briny  bosom  float  some  pigmy 
Tessels,  and  the  white  breakers  of  the  shore  are  just  visible  to  the  eye.  ft 
may  be  five  miles  off,  and  the  space  between  is  undulating  and  open,  save 
towards  a  tract  of  woodland  that  appears  to  join  the  coast.  The  Doctor 
reaches  the  summit  of  Ashley  Downs,  and  puUs  up  fairly  exhausted.  He 
takes  off  his  hat  and  mops  the  perspiration  firom  his  brow,  as  he  sits 
viewing  hounds,  horses,  and  men,  swinging  away  down  the  hill  like  a 
bundle  of  dock  pendulums  into  the  vale  below.  Not  a  house  to  be  seen ! 
no,  not  even  a  cottage,  and  as  the  hounds  turn  to  the  right,  and  run  the 
depths  of  a  rocky  dell,  whose  projecting  cliffs  support  venerable  yews  and 
red-berried  hollies,  their  music  rends  the  air, 

"  As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once." 

"  It's  twenty  years  since  I  was  here,*'  said  Michael  to  himself,  wiping 
the  perspiration  from  his  forehead,  '*  and  the  fox  beat  me,  I  recollect.  If 
we  can  but  press  him  out,  we  must  kill.  That's  the  very  crag ! "  added 
he,  "just  below  the  crooked  oak.  He  has  tried  it,  but,  thank  goodness, 
JoUy-boy  carries  the  scent  beyond  !  Fooi  an,  hounds !  yooi  on!'*  holloas 
Michael  from  above,  with  a  crack  of  his  whip  to  some  tail-hounds  that  kept 
snuffing  at  his  sides  ;  "  Forrard,  away,  forrard!** 

The  dell  opens  into  a  broader  expanse  of  better  soil,  and  the  whole 
pack  pour  forth  into  the  vale  beyond  with  a  chorus  and  a  melody  "  of 
musical  discord  and  sweet  thunder,"  that  makes  even  Fairlamb's  cob, 
though  somewhat  distressed,  snort  and  prick  up  his  ears  with  pleasure. 
Forward  they  go,  with  every  hound  upon  the  scent  and  speaking  to  it, 

"  What  lengths  they  pass  !  where  will  the  wandering  chase 
Lead  them  bewildei^d  1 " 

"  He's  close  afoor  you ! "  cries  a  shepherd  from  a  straw-thatched  hut, 
whose  dog  having  chased  the  fox  had  caused  a  check,  and  Michael  cast 
forward  at  a  trot.  A  flock  of  sheep  wheeling  round  a  field  directed  him 
to  the  line,  and  old  Bonny-bell  hits  him  off  at  the  hedge-row.  All  the 
hounds  then  stoop  to  the  scent  and  dash  forward  into  the  large  wood 
beyond  with  mischief  and  venom  in  their  cry.  The  wood  is  open  at  the 
bottom  and  they  get  through  it  like  wild-fire.  Michael  is  with  them, 
Peter  outside,  with  Fairlamb  behind.  The  wood  becomes  studded 
with  evergreens  and  gradually  opens  upon  a  lake  with  a  bridge  of  costly 
structure  at  the  end ;  Michael  views  the  fox  dead  beat,  with  his  tongue 
out,  and  brush  dragging  along  the  ground  just  turning  the  comer  to 
cross  the  bridge ;  and  dashing  forward,  hat  in  hand,  in  another  minute 
ran  into  him  on  the  mossy  lawn  by  the  terrace  of  Ongar  Castle,  just  as  the 
Earl  of  Bramber  and  family  were  sitting  down  to  breakfast. 

Who  shall  describe  Michael's  ecstacy,  as  he  picked  up  the  fox  and  held 
him  high  above  the  baying  pack.  There  he  stcK)d  on  the  well-kept  lawn, 
with  his  fox  grinning  in  grim  death  in  one  hand  and  his  low-crowned  hat 
in  the  other,  whooping  and  halloaing  old  Bonny-bell  and  the  pack  up  to 
him,  while  the  colt  in  a  smoking  white  lather,  kept  moving  about, 
stamping  and  pawing  up  the  mossy  bank  as  he  went.  Then  Michael 
pulled  his  bugle  round  and  sounded  a  blast  that  brought  Peter  and 
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•Fairlamb  along  at  tbe  beat  paee  thej  ooaU  nmater,  juat  aa  the  Eail 
of  Brambar  tbvw  up  the  breakfaat-ioom  window,  and  tbe  towera  of 
the  caatle  flaabed  upon  liidiael'a  Yiew.  All,  however,  waa  right,  for  hia 
lordahip  having  been  a  sportsman  himself,  entered  into  his  fedinga,  and, 
stepping  out  upon  the  lawn,  baniahed  the  idea  of  intmaion  by  oongratn- 
kting  Michael  on  his  aport.  The  ladiea,  too,  followed  hia  example,  and 
even  forgave  the  trampling  of  the  horse  on  Uieir  mossy  carpet.  The 
h(M«es  and  boonds  were  then  withdrawn  finom  the  tcmoe  to  a  comer  of 
the  park  dose  by,  where  the  fox's  brush,  mask,  and  pads,  being  cut  of^ 
Peter  climbing  up  a  neighbouring  oak,  extended  himself  along  a  strong 
arm  across  which  he  bdanoed  the  fox,  whooping  and  holloung  to  the 
hounds,  while  Michael  and  Fairlamb  did  the  same  below,  and  the  hounds 
being  tantalised  by  expectation,  and  baying  in  full  chorus,  down  went  the 
fox  crash  into  their  mouths.  "  Tear  km  and  eat  kim  I "  was  the  cry,  and 
he  was  riven  to  pieces  in  an  instant 

Years  rolled  on  with  varying  sport,  but  with  Michael  at  the  head  of  the 
hunt.  Tune  slackened  his  pace  and  the  pace  of  his  field ;  but  as  they  all 
grew  fat,  and  old,  and  grey  together,  no  one  noticed  the  change  in  his 
neighbour.  The  hounds  got  a  name,  and  while  in  their  zenith  none  could 
twist  up  a  fox  sooner  or  in  better  style.  With  plenty  of  music  and 
mettle,  they  seldom  over-ran  the  scent,  were  never  pressed  upon 
or  over-riculen.  They  turned  like  harriers.  Kennel  lameness  was 
unknown. 

As  a  huntsman  Michael  was  superexcellent.  He  knew  when  to  lay 
hold  of  his  hounds,  and  when  to  let  them  alone.  His  voice  was  shrilly 
clear,  and  musical,  his  eye  quick  and  bright,  and  he  saw  things  that 
others  never  noticed.  It  is  told  of  him  that  one  day  having  pressed  his 
fox  very  hard,  and  lost  him  most  unaccountably  in  a  wood  of  some  ten 
acres,  as  he  was  telling  his  hounds  over  preparatory  to  going  home,  he 
all  at  once  rode  back  to  the  top  of  a  hill  that  commanded  a  view  of  the 
other  side  of  the  cover  and  tally-ho'd  aic(^!  The  fox  being  blown, 
was  soon  after  killed,  and  when  Michael  came  to  account  for  his 
movements,  he  said  that  knowing  the  hounds  were  all  out,  he  heard 
a  blackbird  frightened  in  cover,  and  supposed  it  might  be  by  the  fox 
moving,  after  they  were  gone.  Hundreda  of  similar  stories  were  told 
of  him. 

In  his  large  woodlands  with  which  the  outskirts  of  the  vale  abounded, 
man?  a  fox  owed  his  death  to  the  way  Michael  threw  in  his  tail-hounds  at 
head.  He  knew  hb  country  and  the  runs  of  his  foxes,  and  where  he 
gained  an  advantage  one  season  he  did  not  forget  to  repeat  it  in  the  next. 
His  dog  language  waa  peculiar,  partaking  more  of  the  nature  of  dialogue 
than  the  short  monosyllalitc  ebcerinflf  and  rating  of  the  present  day.  His 
hounds  were  strongly  attached  to  him ;  and  if  by  any  chance  he  did  not 
accompany  tham  to  cover,  ihtff  wovU  rmk  foil  cry  from  Peter  and  his  boy 
to  meet  him  on  the  road. 

Peter  waa  a  capital  wi^^KfAm^  mA  master  and  man  played  into  each 

other's  hands  with  ktimmfm  nMitttirmd  with  jealousy.    The  whipper-in's 

^g|Mm  oontiniieil  after  hb  m$M^n  henMn  to  M,  and  he  might  often  be 

^^^■UNnring  through  a  bolMfMl^  t^  elsav  the  way  for  old  Michae^  or  stopping 

^  vnN>k  to  gift  hifli  •  h$^  mm. 
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Peace  to  Michael's  maneB  1  He  died  at  the  good  old  age  of  eighty 
without  a  groan  or  atraggle.  The  Ump  of  life  gntdually  fliclcered  out, 
and  hiB  spirit  passed  away  almost  impeiceptibly. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


TBI   KIVAL  DOOT0B3   AND   H.O. 


ELL,  u  we  uid  before,  when 
Michael  Uudey  died,  g;reat  waa 
the  difficulty  in  the  Yale  of  Sbeep- 
wuh  to  deviae  bow  the  farmer  s 
hunt  wsB  to  be  earned  on 

The  difficulty  was  inmeaaed  bj 
the  change  that  had  come  over 
the  country  itaelf  After  upwards 
of  thirty  years  occupancy  of  it 
Michael  witnessed  one  of  those 
magicaJ  reTolutions  that  appear 
to  belong  rather  to  fiction  than 

One  Boger  Swizzle  a  rovster 
ing  red  faced  round  about 
apothecary  who  had  aomewhat 
impa  red  his  constitution  by  his 
jolly  performances  while  w^lang 
the  hosp  tals  in  London  had 
settled  at  Appledove  a  small 
market  town  in  the  vale  where 
he  enjoyed  a  considerable  want 
of  practice  in  common  with  two 
or  three  other  fortunate  brethren.  Hearing  of  a  mineral  spring  at 
Haudley  Cross,  which,  according  to  usual  country  tradition,  was 
capable  of  "  curing  everything,"  he  tried  it  on  himself,  and  either 
the  water  or  the  exercise  in  walking  to  and  bo  had  a  very  beneficial 
effect  on  his  somewhat  deranged  digestive  powers.  He  analysed  its 
contents,  and  finding  the  ingredients  he  expected,  he  set  himself  to  work 
to  tarn  it  to  his  own  advantage.  Having  secured  a  lease  of  the  spring, 
he  took  the  late  Stephen  Dumpling's  house  on  the  green,  where  at  one  or 
other  of  its  four  front  windows  a  numerous  tribe  of  little  Swizzles  might 
be  seen  flattening  their  noses  against  the  panes.  Boger  possessed  every 
requisite  for  a  great  experimental  (qy.  quack)  practitioner, — assurance, 
a  wife  and  laige  family,  and  scarcely  anything  to  keep  them  on. 

Being  a  shrewd  sort  of  fellow,  he  knew  there  was  nothing  like  striking 
out  a  new  light  for  attracting  notice,  and  the  more  that  light  was  in 
accordance  with  the  wishes  of  the  world,  the  more  likely  was  it  to  turn  to 
his  own  advantage.  Half  the  complaints  of  the  u^per  classes  he  knew 
arose  from  over-eating  and  indolence,  so  he  thought  if  he  could  originat« 
a  doctrine  that  with  the  use  of  Handley  Cross  waters  people  might  eat 
and  drink  what  tb«r  pleased,  his  fortune  would  be  as  good  as  made.  To 
j^Ui  end,  therefore,  he  set  himself  manfully  to  work.    Aided  by  the  local 
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press,  he  succeeded  in  drawing  a  certain  attention  to  the  water,  the 
benefit  of  which  soon  began  to  be  felt  by  the  villagers  of  the  place';  and 
the  landlord  of  the  Fox  and  Grapes  had  his  stable  constantly  filled  with 
gigs  and  horses  of  the  visitors.  Presently  lodgings  were  sought  after, 
and  carpeting  began  to  cover  the  before  sanded  staircases  of  the  cottages. 
These  were  soon  found  insufficient ;  and  an  enterprising  bricklayer  got  up 
a  building  society  for  the  erection  of  a  row  of  four-roomed  cottages, 
called  the  Grand  Esplanade.  Others  quickly  followed,  the  last  under- 
taking always  eclipsing  its  predecessor,  until  that,  which  at  first  was 
regarded  with  astonishment,  was  sunk  into  insignificance  by  its  more 
pretending  brethren. 

The  Doctor's  practice  "  grew  with  the  growth  *'  of  Handley  Cross. 

His  rosy  face  glowed  with  health  and  good  living,  and  his  little  black 
eyes  twinkled  with  delight  as  he  prescribed  for  each  patient,  sending  them 
away  as  happy  as  princes. 

"  Ah,  I  see  how  it  is/'  he  would  say,  as  a  gouty  alderman  slowly 
disclosed  the  symptoms  of  his  case.  "  Shut  up  your  potato  trap  1  I  see 
how  it  is.  Soon  set  you  on  your  legs  again.  Was  far  worse  myself.  All 
stomach,  sir — all  stomach,  sir — all  stomach — three-fourths  of  our  com- 
plaints arise  from  stomach ; "  stroking  his  corpulent  protuberancy  with 
one  hand,  and  twisting  his  patient's  button  with  the  other.  **  Clean  you 
well  out  and  then  strengthen  the  system.  Dine  with  me  at  five  and  we 
will  talk  it  all  over." 

With  languid  hypochondriacs  he  was  subtle,  firm,  and  eminently  suc- 
cessful. A  lady  who  took  it  into  her  head  that  she  couldn't  walk,  Roger 
had  carefully  carried  out  of  her  carriage  into  a  room  at  the  top  of  his 
house,  when  raising  a  cry  of  ".Ftrg.'"  she  came  spinning  down  stairs  in 
a  way  that  astonished  herself.  He  took  another  a  mUe  or  two  out  of 
town  in  a  fly,  when,  suddenly  pulling  up,  he  told  her  to  get  out  and  walk 
home,  which  she  at  length  did,  to  the  great  joy  of  her  husband  and 
friends.  With  the  great  and  dignified,  and  those  who  were  really  ill,  he 
was  more  ceremonious.  "  You  see,  Sir  Harry,  *'  he  would  say,  "  ifs  all 
done  hy  eating  /  More  people  dig  their  graves  with  their  teeth  than  we 
imagine.  Not  that  I  would  deny  you  the  good  things  of  this  world,  but 
I  would^ecommend  a  few  at  a  time,  and  no  mixing.  No  side  dishes. 
No  liqueurs — only  two  or  three  wines.  Whatever  your  stomach  fancies 
give  it  /  Begin  now,  to-morrow,  with  the  waters.  A  pint  before  break- 
fast — ^half  an  hour  after,  tea,  fried  ham  and  eggs,  brown  bread,  and 
a  walk.  Luncheon — another  pint — a  roast  pigeon  and  fried  potatoes, 
then  a  ride.  Dinner  at  six,  not  later  mind;  gravy  soup,  glass  of 
sherry,  nice  fresh  turbot  and  lobster  sauce — wouldn't  recommend  salmon 
— another  glass  of  sherry — ^then  a  good  cut  out  of  the  middle  of  a 
well-browned  saddle  of  mutton,  wash  it  over  with  a  few  glasses  of 
iced  champagne ;  and  if  you  like  a  little  light  pastry  to  wind  up  with, 
well  and  good. — A  pint  of  old  port  and  a  devilled  biscuit  can  hurt 
no  man.  Mind^  no  salads,  or  cucumbers,  or  celery,  at  dinner,  or  fruit 
after.  Turtle  soup  is  very  wholesome,  so  is  venison.  Don't  let  the  punch 
be  too  acid  though.  Drink  the  waters,  live  on  a  regimen^  and  you'll  be 
urell  in  no  time." 

With  these  and  such  like  comfortable  assurances,  he  pocketed  his 
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,  and  liowed  hii  patienta  out  by  the  doEen.     The  theoij  waa 
it  both  to  doctor  and  patient,  and  peculiarly  suited  the  jolly  aii  of 
the  Kiver.     We  beg  paidon  for  not  having  drami  a  more  elaborate  eVstcfa 
of  Mr.  Swizzle  befwe.     la  height  he  waa  exactly  five  feet  eight,  and  forty 
years  of  age.     He  had  a  long  ht  red  face,  with  little  twinkling  black  eyea, 
Mt  high  in  his  forehead,  aurmounted  by  fuUiih 
eyebrows  and  short  bristly  iion-giey  hair, 
brushed   up  like  a  hedgehog's  back.     His 
nose  was  snub,  and  he  njoiced  in  an  ample 
double  chin,  rendered  more  conspicuoue  by 
the  tightness  of  an  ill-tied  white  neckdoth, 
and  the  absence  of  all  whisker  or  hair  &otn 
hia  face.      A   country-made    snuff-coloured 
coat,  black  waiatcoet,  and  short  greenish  diab 
trousers,  with  high-lows,  were  the  adjuncts 
o(  his  short  ungainly  figure.     A  peouliarly 
good-natured     smile    hovered     round     the 
dimples  of  his  fat  cheeks,  n-hich  set  a  patient 
at  ease  on  the  instant.      This,  with  hia  un- 
■ooiB  >winiB. )  affected,  cheery,  free  and  eaay  manner  and 

the  comfortable  nature  of  his  prescriptions, 
gained  him  innumerable  patients.  That  to  some  he  did  good,  there 
is  no  doubt.  The  mere  early  rising  and  exercise  he  insisted  upon, 
would  renovate  a  constitution  impaired  by  too  close  applicstioo  to 
business  and  bad  air ;  while  the  gourmand,  among  whom  his  principal 
practice  lay,  would  be  bencGted  by  abatinenee  and  r^ilar  hours.  The 
water  no  doubt  had  its  merits,  but,  as  usual,  was  greatly  aided  by  evly 
rising,  pure  sir,  the  absence  of  cares,  regular  habits,  and  the  other 
advantagea,  which  mineral  waters  invariably  claim  as  their  own.  One 
thing  the  Doctor  never  wanted — a  reason  why  he  did  not  cure.  If  a 
petient  went  back  on  his  hands,  he  soon  lut  off  an  excuse — "Yon 
Burely  didn't  dine  off  goose,  on  Michaelmas^ay  ?  "  or  "Hadn't  you  some 
filberts  for  dessert?"  Sic.,  all  of  which  information  he  got  from  the  servants 
or  shopkeepers  of  the  place.  When  a  patient  died  on  his  hands,  he  used 
to  say,  "  He  was  as  good  as  dead  when  he  came." 

The  Handley  Cross  maniaspreadthroughont  the  land  !  Invalids  in  every 
stage  of  disease  and  suffering  were  attracted  by  Soger's  name  and  fame. 
The  village  assumed  the  appearance  of  a  town.  A  handsome  Crescent 
reared  its  porticoed  front  at  the  north  end  of  the  green,  to  the  centre  bouse 
-  of  which  the  Doctor  removed  from  his  humble  whitewashed  cottage,  which 
was  immsdiately  rased,  to  make  way  for  a  square  of  forty  important 
houses.  Boildings  shot  up  in  all  directions.  Streets  hrenehed  out,  and 
markets,  and  lawns,  and  terraces,  stretched  to  the  right  snd  the  left,  the 
north,  the  south,  the  east,  snd  the  west.  The  suburbs  built  their  Prospect 
House*,  Bose  Hill  Villas,  Hope  Cottagea,  Grove  Places,  (Head  Terraces, 
and  Tower  View  Halls.  A  fortune  was  expended  on  a  pump  room,  opening 
into  spacious  promenade  and  ball  rooms,  hut  the  speculators  never  Sagged, 
and  new  works  were  planned  before  those  in  hand  were  completed. 

A  thriving  trade  tocm  brings  eompatbioa — snothec  patjentlees  doctor 
Jrtwmiaad  to  ti;  hia  huk  in  apposition  to  Soger  Swmk.    Obsuniiift 
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the  fitiMuttf  thitwortl^'afigvnfbr  the  line  he  bad  taken,  Dr.  Sebestitt 
Mello  considered  that  his  pale  and  lentiineatal  countenance  bettct  became 
a  gnre  and  tboaghtfid  character,  to  detennined  to  devote  himielf  to  the 
serions  portion  of  the  population.  He  too  was  abont  forty,  but  a  fm 
complexion,  flowing  aandj  locka,  end  s  alight  figure,  would  let  him  hm 
foi  ten  jeaie  younger.  He  had  aomewhst  of  a  Grecian  laoe,  with  mob 
ejBB,  and  r^alar  teeth,  vieing  the  wbiteneaa  of  hia  HneB. 

Determinod  to  be  Swizzle's  opposite  in  tjaj  pvtiaalar,  he  was 
atndiously  attentive  to  his  dress.  Not  that  he  iaolged  in  gay  coloars, 
bat  his  blat^  auit  fitted  without  a  wrinkle,  aad  bis  thin  dresa  boota  shone 
with  patent  poliah ;  turned-back 
wristbanda  diaplayed  the  anowy  wM 
his  hand,  and  set  off  a  nsstin  antitjue  ring 
or  two.  He  hod  fonr  tauA  ftifls  to  hu  shirt, 
and  an  anbum  hair  dah  oroated  hii  broad 
Toll-ODllared  waiiUHt,  and  posaed  a  most 
diminutive  OciKvb  watch  into  its  pod^et. 
He  was  ft  widower  with  two  children,  a  boy 
and  «  giri,  one  five  and  the  other  four. 
IHstery  being  hia  object,  he  avoided  the 
pdblic  gaze.  Unlike  Bojcer  Swirzle,  who 
either  trudged  From  patient  to  patient,  or 
whisked  about  in  a  gig,  Dr.  Sebastian  Mello 
drove  to  and  fro  in  a  claret-coloured  fly, 
drawn  fay  dun  ponies.  Thnugh  the  {date 
glasB  windows  a  glimpse  of  his  reclining  figure 
might  be  caught,  lolling  luxuriously  in  the  depths  of  its  awelling  cnsbions, 
or  musing  complacently  with  hie  cbin  on  a  massive  gtdd-headed  eane. 
With  the  men  be  was  shy  and  mysterions ;  but  be  could  talk  and  fiattet 
the  women  into  a  belief  that  they  were  almost  as  clever  as  himself. 

As  most  of  his  fair  patients  were  of  the  serious,  or  blue-stocking 
school,  he  quickly  discovered  the  bent  of  each  mind,  and  by  studying  the 
subject,  astonished  them  by  his  genius  and  versatility.  In  practice  he 
was  also  mysterious.  Disdaining  Boger  Swizzle's  one  mode  of  treatment, 
he  professed  to  take  each  case  upon  its  merits,  and  kept  a  large  quarto 
volume,  into  which  he  entered  each  caae,  and  its  daily  symptoms.  Thus, 
while  Roger  Swizzle  was  inviting  an  invalid  to  exhibit  bis  tongue 
at  the  comer  of  a  street — lecturing  him,  perhaps,  with  a  friendly  poke 
in  the  ribs,  for  over-night  indulgence.  Dr.  Hello  would  be  porii^ 
over  his  large  volume,  or  writing  Latin  prescriptions  for  the  chemistf, 
Boger  laughed  at  Sebastian,  and  Sebastian  professed  to  treat  Bc^er 
with  contempt — still  competition  was  good  for  both,  and  a  watering-place 
public,  ever  ready  for  excitement,  soon  divided  the  place  into  Swizzleite? 
and  Melloites. 

Portraits  appeared  st  the  windows,  bespeaking  the  dtaracter  of  each— 
Swizsle  sat  with  a  patient  at  a  round  table,  indulging  in  a  bee's-winged 
bottle  of  port,  while  Mello  reclined  in  a  cnrionsly  carved  chair,  one  b^ 
ringed  hand  supporting  his  flowing-locked  bead,  and  the  other  holding  a 
book.  Swizzle's  was  painted  by  the  artist  who  did  the  attractive  windows- 
blind  at  the  late  cigar  shop  in  the  Piccadilly  Cffeua,  wUk  8  ' 
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indebted  to  Mr.  Grant  for  the  gentlemanly  ease  that  able  artist  invariably 
infuses  into  his  admirable  portraits. 

Just  as  the  rival  doctors  were  starting  into  play,  a  third  character 
slipped  into  Handley  Cross,  without  which,  a  watering-place  is  incomplete. 
A  tall,  thin,  melancholy-looking  man  made  his  appearance  at  the  Spa,  and 
morning  after  morning,  partook  of  its  beverage,  without  eliciting  from 
widow,  wife,  or  maid,  an  inquiry  as  to  who  he  was.  He  might  be  a 
methodist  preacher,  or  a  music-master,  or  a  fiddler,  or  a  fencer,  or  a 
lawyer,  or  almost  anything  that  one  chose  to  fancy — he  might  also  be  any 
age,  from  five-and-thirty  to  fifty,  or  even  more,  for  strongly  indented 
Imes  furrowed  the  features  of  a  square  and  cadaverous  countenance,  while 
intrusive  grey  hairs  appeared  among  his  thin  black  hair,  plastered  to 
advantage  over  a  flat  low  forehead — straggling  whiskers  fringed  his  hollow 
cheeks,  growing  into  a  somewhat  stronger  crop  below  the  chin. 

His  costume  consisted  of  an  old  well-brushed  hat,  lined  throughout 
with  black,  a  mohair  stock,  with  a  round  embroidered  shirt-collar,  an  old 
white-elbowed,  white-seamed  black  dress  coat,  while  a  scrimpy,  ill-washed 
buff  waistcoat  exposed  the  upper  buttons  of  a  pair  of  much  puckered 
Oxford-grey  trowers,  and  met,  in  theu:  turn,  a  pair  of  square-cut  black 
gaiters  and  shoes. 

The  place  being  yet  in  its  infancy,  and  many  of  the  company  mere  birds 
of  passage,  the  "  unnoticed ''  held  on  the  even  tenor  of  his  way,  until  he 
eat  himself  into  the  President's  chair  of  the  Dragon  Hotel.  He  then 
became  a  man  of  importance.  The  after  comers,  having  never  known  him 
in  any  other  situation,  paid  him  the  deference  due  to  a  man  who  daily 
knocked  the  table  with  a  hammer,  and  proposed  the  health  of  "Her 
Majesty  the  Clueen,"  while  mutual  convenience  connived  at  the  absurdity 
of  being  introduced  by  a  man  who  knew  nothing  of  either  party.  Being 
of  a  ferreting  disposition,  he  soon  got  acquainted  with  people's  his- 
tories, and  no  impediment  appearing  in  the  way,  he  at  length  dubbed 
himself  Master  of  the  Ceremonies,  and  issued  his  cards, 

"  Captain  Doleful,  M.  C." 

Who,  or  what  he  was,  where  he  came  from,  or  anything  about  him,  no 
one  ever  cared  to  inquire.  He  was  now  "  Master  of  the  Ceremonies,"  and 
Masters  of  Ceremonies  are  not  people  to  trifle  with.  The  visitors  who 
witnessed  his  self-installation  having  gone,  and  feeling  his  throne  pretty 
firm  under  him,  he  abdicated  the  chair  at  the  Dragon,  and  retiring  to 
lodgings  at  Miss  Jelly's,  a  pastry-cook  and  confectioner,  at  the  comer  of 
two  streets,  opened  books  at  the  libraries  for  the  reception  and  record  of 
those  complimentary  fees  that  prudent  mammas  understand  the  use  of  too 
well  for  us  to  shock  the  delicacy  of  either  party  by  relating. 

This  much,  however,  we  should  mention  of  Captain  Doleful's  history, 
for  the  due  appreciation  of  his  amiable  character.  He  was  pretty  well 
off,  that  is  to  say,  he  had  more  than  he  spent ;  but  money  being  the 
darling  object  of  his  heart,  he  perhaps  saved  more  than  others  would  have 
done  out  of  the  same  income.  He  had  been  in  the  militia — the  corps  we 
forget — but  he  had  afterwards  turned  coal-merchant  (at  Stroud,  we 
believe),  an  unprosperous  speculation,  so  he  sold  the  good-will  of  a 
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bad  business  to  a  young  gentleman  anxious  for  a  settlement,  and  sunk  bis 
money  in  an  annuity.  There  are  dozens  of  such  men  at  every  large 
watering-place.  In  this  case,  a  master  of  the  ceremonies  was  as  much 
wanted  as  anything  else,  for  the  Pump  and  Promenade  Booms  were  on 
the  eve  of  completion,  and  there  would  be  no  one  to  regulate  the  music 
in  the  morning,  the  dances  in  the  evening,  or  the  anticipated  concerts  of 
the  season.  It  was  out  of  Eoger  Swizzle's  line,  and,  of  course,  Sebastian 
Mello  disapproved  of  such  frivolities. 

Handley  Cross  had  now  assumed  quite  a  different  character.  Instead 
of  a  quiet,  secluded  village,  rarely  visited  by  a  stranger,  and  never  by  any 
vehicle  of  greater  pretensions  than  a  gig,  it  had  become  a  town  of  some 
pretension,  mth  streets  full  of  shops,  large  hotels,  public  buildings, 
public  houses,  and  promenades.  The  little  boys  and  girls  left  their  labour 
in  the  fields,  to  become  attendants  on  leg-weary  donkeys,  or  curtseying- 
offierers  of  wild  flowers  to  the  strangers.  A  lovers'  walk,  a  labyrinth,  a 
waterfall,  grottoes,  and  a  robber's  cave,  were  all  established ;  and  as  the 
controversy  between  the  doctors  waxed  warmer,  Sebastian  Mello  inter- 
dicted his  patients  from  the  use  of  Swizzle's  Spa,  and  diluting  a  spring 
with  Epsom  salts  and  other  ingredients,  proclaimed  his  to  be  the  genuine 
one,  and  all  others  spurious.  He  then,  under  the  signature  of  "  Galen," 
entered  into  a  learned  and  rather  acrimonious  argument  with  himself,  in 
the  great  London  Medical  Mediator,  as  to  the  wonderful  virtues  of  the 
Handley  Cross  New  Spa. 

Galen,  who  led  the  charge,  while  admitting  Dr.  Mello's  great  talents, 
had  described  the  waters  as  only  so  so ;  while  Dr.  Sebastian  Mello, 
disdaining  the  paltry  subterfuge  of  an  anonymous  signature,  boldly  came 
forward  and  stated  facts  to  prove  the  contrary. 

Galen,  nothing  daunted,  quoted  other  places  as  superior;  but  his 
vehemence  diminishing  in  the  ratio  of  the  doctor's  eloquent  confidence,  he 
gradually  died  out,  leaving  the  doctor  the  undisputed  champion  of  a  water 
capable  of  curing  every  disease  under  the  sun.  Parliament  being  up,  and 
news  scarce,  the  doctor  contrived,  through  the  medium  of  a  brother,  a 
selector  of  shocking  accidents,  to  get  sundry  extracts  inserted  in  a  morning 
paper,  from  whence  the  evening  ones  gladly  transplanting  them,  and  the 
country  ones  rehashing  them  for  their  Saturday  customers,  the  name  of  the 
waters,  and  the  fame  of  the  doctor,  spread  throughout  the  land,  and  caused 
a  wonderful  sensation  in  his  favour. 

The  effects  were  soon  felt,  for  lodgings  and  houses  were  written  for 
from  all  parts,  and  as  a  crowning  piece  of  luck  a  railway  was  just  then 
opened  out  to  Silverley,  some  twenty  miles  beyond,  for  the  purpose  of 
supplying  London  with  lily-white  sand,  which  was  soon  converted  into  a 
passenger  line,  with  a  station  for  our  rising  Spa. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

THE  BIYAL  O&ATOBS. 

Thus,  then,  matters  stood  at  Michael  Hardey's  death.  A  great  town 
had  risen  in  the  centre  of  his  country,  the  resort  of  the  rich,  the  healthy, 
the  sick,  and  the  idle  of  the  land.  Rival  doctors  divided  the  medical 
throne,  and  Captain  Doleful  was  the  self-appointed  arbiter  elegantiarum. 
The  hounds,  though  originally  hardly  a  feature,  had  lately  been  appended 
to  the  list  of  attractions  both  in  the  way  of  newspaper  encomiums,  and  in 
the  more  open  notice  of  "  Houses  to  Let."  Indeed,  such  was  the  fame  of 
Michael  and  his  pack,  that  several  corpulent  cob-riding  bachelors  had 
taken  up  their  quarters  at  Handley  Cross,  for  the  purpose  of  combining 
morning  exercise  and  evening  amusements,  and  several  young  gentlemen 
had  shown  such  an  anxiety  to  get  the  horses  out  of  the  ilys,  that  Duncan 
Nevin,  the  livery-stable-keeper,  had  begun  to  think  seriously  of  keeping  a 
hack  hunter  or  two. 

This  worthy — a  big,  consequential,  dark-haired,  dark-eyed,  butler-mar- 
rying-housekeeper,  having  run  the  gauntlet  of  inn,  public-house,  and 
waiter,  since  he  left  service,  had  set  up  in  Handley  Cross,  as  spring-van 
luggage  remover,  waiter  at  short  notice,  and  owner  of  a  couple  of  flys  and 
three  horses,  an  establishment  that  seemed  more  likely  to  do  good  than 
any  of  his  previous  speculations.  Not  that  he  knew  any  thing  about 
horses,  but  having  resolved  that  ten  pounds  was  an  outside  price,  he 
could  not  easily  lose  much.  As  a  seller  he  was  less  contracted  in  his 
estimates. 

He  it  was  who  first  heard  of  the  death  of  Michael  Hardey,  and  quickened 
by  self-interest  he  was  soon  at  Miss  Jelly's  with  Captain  Doleful.  Eoger 
Swizzle  being  seen  feeling  a  patient's  pulse  in  a  donkey  gig,  was  invited 
to  the  consultation,  and  though  none  of  them  saw  how  the  thing  was  to 
be  accomplished — they  agreed  that  it  would  be  a  great  feature  to  have  the 
hounds  at  Handley  Cross,  and  that  a  public  meeting  should  be  called  to 
take  the  matter  into  consideration.  Of  course,  like  sensible  people,  the 
land-owners  would  take  their  tone  from  the  town,  it  being  an  established 
rule  at  all  watering-places,  that  the  visitors  are  the  lords  paramount  of 
the  soil. 

The  meeting,  as  all  watering-place  meetings  are,  was  most  numerously 
attended;  fortunately  some  were  there  who  could  direct  the  line  of 
proceeding.  On  the  motion  of  Captain  Doleful,  Augustus  Barnington, 
Esq.,  a  rich,  red-headed,  Cheshire  squire,  took  the  chair,  and  not  being  a 
man  of  many  words,  contented  himself  by  stammering  something  about 
honour,  and  happy  to  hear  observations.  We  do  not  know  that  we  need 
introduce  Mr.  Bamington  further  at  present,  save  as  the  obedient  husband 
of  a  very  imperious  lady,  the  self-appointed  Clueen  of  Handley  Cross. 

Captain  Doleful  then  squared  himself  into  attitude,  and  after  three  or 
four  ghastly  simpers  and  puckers  of  his  mouth,  complimented  the 
husband  of  his  great  patron,  upon  the  very  able  manner  in  which  he  had 
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opened  the  business  of  the  meeting.  "  It  would  be  superfluous  in  him  to 
waste  their  valuable  time  in  dilating  upon  the  monstrous  advantages  of  a 
pack  of  hounds,  not  only  in  a  health-giving  point  of  view,  but  as  regarded 
the  prosperity  of  their  beautiful  and  flourishing  town.  To  what  was 
the  prosperity  of  other  inferior  places  to  be  ascribed,  but  to  their 
hunting  establishments,  for  it  was  well  known  their  waters  were  immea- 
surably inferior  to  what  ikey  enjoyed,  not  only  in  sulphuretted  hydrogen, 
but  also  in  iodine  and  potash.  But  that  was  beside  the  question.  For 
his  own  part,  he  stood  there  upon  public  grounds  alone  (hear,  hear).  His 
numerous  and  arduous  duties  of  regulating  the  Spas  in  the  mornings,  the 
promenades  at  noon,  and  the  balls  and  concerts  of  an  evening,  left  him 
but  too  little  leisure  as  it  was  to  pay  those  polite  attentions  to  the 
fashionable  world  which  were  invariably  expected  from  a  well-bred  master 
of  ceremonies.  Many  of  the  aristocratic  visitors  to  be  sure,  he  observed 
by  the  subscription  book  at  the  library,  had  kindly  overlooked  his 
remissness,  unintentional  and  scarcely  to  be  avoided  as  it  was— 
and  he  trusted  others  would  extend  him  a  similar  indulgence.  With 
respect  to  the  maintenance  of  the  fox-hounds,  he  confessed  he  was 
incompetent  to  offer  any  suggestion ;  for  though  he  had  long 
worn  a  scarlet  coat,  it  was  when  in  the  army — a  Militia  captain — and 
hunting  formed  no  part  of  their  exercise.  Perhaps  some  gentleman  who 
understood  something  about  the  matter,  would  favour  the  meeting  with 
his  ideas  upon  the  number  of  dogs  and  foxes  they  should  keep  (laughter) ; 
the  probable  expense  of  their  maintenance  (renewed  laughter);  and 
then  they  might  set  about  seeing  what  they  could  raise  by  way  of  sub- 
scription." The  conclusion  of  his  speech  was  greeted  with  loud  applause, 
amid  which  the  Captain  resumed  his  seat  with  a  long-protracted,  mouth- 
stretching,  self-satisfled  grin. 

Mr.  Dennis  O'Brian,  a  big  broad-shouldered,  black-whiskered,  card- 
playing,  fortune-hunting  Irishman,  after  a  short  pause  rose  to  address  the 
meeting.  "  Upon  his  honour,*'  said  he,  throwing  open  his  coat,  "  but  the 
last  spoken  honourable  jontleman  had  made  a  mighty  nate  introduction  of 
the  matter  in  its  true  light,  for  there  was  no  denying  the  fact  that  money 
was  all  that  was  wanted  to  carry  on  the  war.  He  knew  the  Bally  shannon 
dogs  in  the  county  of  Donegal,  kept  by  Mr.  Trodennick,  which  cost  half 
nothing  at  all  and  a  little  over,  which  showed  mighty  nate  sport,  and  that 
was  all  they  wanted.  By  the  powers  !  but  they  were  the  right  sort,  and 
followed  by  rale  lovers  of  the  sport  from  a  genuine  inclination  that  way, 
and  not  for  mere  show  sake,  like  many  of  the  spalpeens  of  this  country 
(applause).  If  the  company  would  appoint  him  manager-gineral,  and  give 
him  a  couple  of  hundred  in  hand,  and  three  or  four  more  at  the  end  of  the 
season,  by  the  holy  piper  I  he  would  undertake  to  do  all  that  was  nadeful 
and  proper,  and  make  such  an  example  of  everything  that  came  in  his  way, 
as  would  astonish  his  own  and  their  wake  minds  for  iver.  He  would  have 
foxes'  pates  by  the  dozen.  He  had  no  fear ;  faith  none  at  all.  By  the 
great  gun  of  Athlone  he  would  ride  in  and  out  of  the  Ballydarton  pound, 
or  fly  at  a  six-foot  brick  and  mortar  wall,  dashed,  spiked,  and  coped  with 
broken  bottles  I  He  had  a  horse  that  he  would  match  against  any  thing 
that  iver  was  foaled,  a  perfect  lump  of  elasticity  from  his  shoulder  to  the 
tip  of  his  tail — the  devU  be  with  him  1  but  when  you  got  on  his  back  it  was 
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ten  to  one  but  he  sprung  you  over  his  head  by  the  mere  contraction  of  his 
muscles  I  Faith  1  at  his  castle  in  Connaught,  he  had  many  such,  and  he 
would  give  any  jontleman  or  man  of  fortune  in  the  company  that  would 
fetch  a  few  over  to  England  one  for  his  trouble."  Thus  Mr.  Dennis 
O' Brian  rattled  on  for  ten  minutes  or  more  without  producing  any 
favourable  effect  upon  the  meeting,  for  having  won  or  borrowed  money 
from  most  of  them,  no  one  felt  inclined  to  allow  him  to  increase  his 
obligations. 

When  he  had  exhausted  himself,  Mr.  Borneo  Simpkins,  a  pert,  but 
simple-looking,  piuk-and-white,  yellow-haired  youth,  studying  the  law  in 
Hare  Court,  in  the  Temple,  being  anxious  to  train  his  voice  for  the  bar, 
came  forward  from  the  crowd  that  had  congregated  behind  the  chair,  and 
looking  very  sheepish,  after  casting  his  eye  into  his  hat,  where  he  had  a 
copious  note  of  his  speech,  set  off  at  a  hand  gallop  with  the  first  sentence 
as  follows : — *'  Mr.  Chairman  and  gentlemen,  in  presuming  to  introduce 
myself  upon  the  notice  of  the  meeting,  I  assure  you  I  am  actuated  by  no 
motive  but  an  anxious  desire,  such  as  must  pervade  the  breast  of  every 
free-born  Englishman,  every  lover  of  his  country— every — I  mean  to 
say  every — every" — here  he  looked  imploringly  round  the  room,  as  much 
as  to  say,  "  What  a  mess  Fm  in  1 "  and  then  casting  his  eyes  into  his  hat 
again,  attempted  to  read  his  notes,  but  he  had  made  them  so  full,  and  the 
novelty  of  his  situation  had  so  bewildered  him,  that  they  were  of  no  use, 
and,  after  a  long  string  of  stutters,  he  slunk  back  into  the  crowd  amid 
the  laughter  and  applause  of  the  company.  As  he  left  the  room,  he 
dropped  his  notes,  which,  as  the  reader  will  see  from  the  following 
specimen,  were  framed  for  rather  a  serious  infliction:  **Fr&tume  to 
address — ^love  of  country — of  all  out-of-door  amusements,  nothing  like 
hunting — encouraged  by  best  authorities — practised  by  greatest  men — 
Sacred  history — Nimrod  of  Babylon — ^Venus  took  the  field — ^Adonis  killed 
in  chase — Persians  fond  of  hunting — Athenians  ditto — Solon  restrained 
ardour — Lacedemonians  and  their  breed  of  speedy  dogs — Xenophon — 
Olympic  games — Eomans  —  Aristotle — Oppian —  Adrian —  Ascanius  — 
Somerville^ — Beckford — Meynell — Colonel  Cook — Nimrod  of  Calais-— 
Thanks — Attentive  hearing." 

Mr.  Abel  Snorem  next  addressed  the  meeting.  He  was  a  grey-headed» 
sharp-visaged,  long-nosed,  but  rather  gentlemanly-looking,  well-dressed 
man,  who  was  notorious  for  addressing  every  meeting  he  could  get  to,  and 
wearying  the  patience  of  his  audiences  by  his  long-winded  orations. 
Throwing  back  his  coat,  he  gave  the  table  a  thump  with  his  knuckles,  and 
immediately  proceeded  to  speak,  lest  the  Chairman  should  suffer  anyone  else 
to  catch  his  eye. — **  Mr.  Chairman  and  gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  if  I  am 
rightly  informed — for  I  have  not  a  copy  of  the  proclamation  with  me — 
this  meeting  has  been  convened  for  the  purpose  of  taking  into  considera- 
tion a  very  important  question  connected  with  the  prosperity  of  this 
salubrious  spot, — a  spot,  I  may  say,  unrivalled  both  for  its  health-giving 
properties,  and  for  those  rural  beauties  that  nature  has  so  bountifully 
lavished  around.  In  bringing  our  minds  to  the  calm  and  deliberate  con- 
sideration of  the  subject — fraught,  as  I  may  say  it  is,  with  the  welfare, 
the  hflppiness,  the  recreation,  the  enjoyment,  of  many  of  those  around — 
I  feel  assured  that  it  would  be  wholly  superfluous  in  me  to  point  out  the 
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propriety  of  exercising  a  sound,  impartial,  unbiassed  judgment—- dis- 
missing from  our  minds  all  political  bias,  all  party  feeling,  all  invidious 
comparison,  all  speculative  theories,  and  of  looking  at  the  question  in  its 
single  capacity,  weighing  it  according  to  its  true  merits,  apart  from  all 
personal  consideration,  and  legislating  upon  it  in  such  a  manner  as  we 
shall  conceive  will  be  most  conducive  to  the  true  interest  of  this  town, 
and  to  the  honour  and  welfare  of  the  British  dominions.  (Laughter  and 
loud  coughing,  with  cries  of  "question.")  The  question  appeared  to 
him  to  be  one  of  great  simplicity,  and  whether  he  regarded  it  in  the 
agm^gate,  or  considered  it  in  detail,  he  found  none  of  those  perplexing 
difficulties,  those  aggravating  technicalities,  those  harrowing,  heart- 
burning jealousies,  that  too  frequently  enveloped  matters  of  less  serious 
import,  and  led  the  mind  insensibly  from  the  contemplation  of  the  abstract 
question  that  should  engage  it,  into  those  loftier  fields  of  human  specu- 
lation that  better  suited  the  discursive  and  ethereal  genius  of  the 
philosopher,  than  the  more  substantial  matter-of-fact  understandings  of 
sober-minded  men  of  business  (loud  coughing  and  scraping  of  feet). 
Neither  was  it  tinctured  with  any  considerations  that  could  possibly 
provoke  a  comparison  between  the  merits  of  the  agricultural  and  manu- 
facturing interests,  or  excite  a  surmise  as  to  the  stability  of  the  lords,  or 
the  security  of  the  Church,  or  yet  the  constitution  of  the  commons ;  it 
was,  in  short,  one  of  those  questions  upon  which  contending  parties, 
meeting  on  neutral  ground,  might  extend  the  right  hand  of  fellowship 
and  friendship,  when  peace  and  harmony  might  kiss  each  other,  truth  and 
justice  join  the  embrace,  and  the  lion  and  the  lamb  lie  down  together" — 
(**  Cock  a  doodle  doo!"  crowed  some  one,  which  produced  a  roar  of 
laughter,  followed  by  cheers,  whistles,  coughs,  scraping  of  feet,  and  great 
confusion.)  Mr.  Snorera,  quite  undaunted  and  with  features  perfectly 
unmoved,  merely  noticed  the  interruption  by  a  wave  of  the  right  hand, 
and  sUence  returning,  in  consequence  of  the  exhaustion  of  the  **  move- 
ment" party,  he  drew  breath  and  again  went  off  at  score. 

"  The  question,  he  would  repeat,  was  far  from  being  one  of  difficulty — 
nay,  so  simple  did  it  appear  to  his  mind,  that  he  should  be  greatly  sur- 
prised if  any  difference  of  opinion  existed  upon  it.  He  rejoiced  to  think 
so,  for  notliing  was  more  conducive  to  the  success  of  a  measure  than  the 
unanimous  support  of  all  parties  interested  in  it ;  and  he  did  hope  and 
trust,  that  the  result  of  that  meeting  would  show  to  the  world  how 
coinciding  in  sentiment  had  been  the  deliberation  of  the  distinguished 
assembly  which  he  then  had  the  honour  of  addressing  (applause  with 
loud  coughing,  and  renewed  cries  of  "question,  question,"  "shut  it  up," 
"order,  order.") — He  was  dealing  with  it  as  closely,  and  acutely,  as 
logic  and  the  English  language  would  allow  (renewed  uproar).  It  ap- 
peared to  him  to  be  simply  this — ^Divest  the  question  of  all  superfluous 
matter,  all  redundant  verbiage,  and  then,  let  the  meeting  declare  that  the 
establishment  respecting  whose  future  maintenance  they  had  that  day 
assembled,  had  been  one  of  essential  service  to  the  place — upon  that  point, 
he  had  no  doubt  they  would  be  unanimous — ("  yes,  yes,  we  know  all  that)." 
Secondly ;  they  should  declare  that  its  preservation  was  one  of  paramount 
importance  to  the  place  and  neighbourhood,  and  then  it  would  necessarily 
resolve  itself  into  this  ("  Cock  a  doodle  doo  I  "  with  immense  laughter) — 
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those  who  were  of  opinion  that  the  establishment  was  of  importance 
would  give  it  their  countenance  and  support,  while  on  the  other  hand 
those,  who  were  of  a  contrary  opinion,  would  have  nothing  whatever  to 
say  to  it.  He  regretted  the  apparent  reluctance  of  some  of  the  company 
to  grant  him  a  fair  and  extended  hearing,  because,  without  vanity,  he 
thought  that  a  gentleman  like  himself  in  the  habit  of  attending  and 
addressing  public  meetings  (laughter)  was  likely  to  clear  away  many  of 
the  cobwebs,  films,  mystifications,  and  obstructions  that  hung  in  the  way 
of  a  clear  and  unprejudiced  view  and  examination  of  the  question ;  but 
such  unfortunately  being  the  case,  he  should  content  himself  by  simply 
moving  the  resolution  which  he  held  in  his  hand  and  would  read  to  the 
company. 

"  That  it  is  the  opinion  of  this  meeting,  that  the  hounds  which  have 
hitherto  hunted  the  vale  of  Sheepwash  and  adjacent  country,  have  contri- 
buted very  materially  to  the  amusement  of  the  inhabitants  and  visitors  of 
Handley  Cross  Spa."  Mr.  Hookem,  the  librarian,  seconded  the  resolution, 
which  was  put,  and  carried  unanimously. 

Mr.  Fleeceall,  the  solicitor,  a  violent  Swizzleite,  then  stood  forward  to 
address  the  meeting. — He  was  a  tallish,  middle-aged,  very  sinister-looking, 
bald-headed  gentleman,  with  a  green  patch  over  one  eye,  and  a  roguish 
expression  in  the  other.  He  was  dressed  in  a  claret-coloured  duffle- 
jacket,  a  buff  kerseymere  waistcoat  with  gilt  buttons,  drab  trousers,  with 
shoes  and  stockings.  After  two  or  three  hems  and  haws,  he  began — 
"  Very  few  countries,"  he  said,  "  were  now  without  hounds — certainly 
none  in  the  neighbourhood  of  a  town  of  the  size,  importance,  and  popula- 
tion of  Handley  Cross ;  a  population  too,  he  should  observe,  composed 
almost  entirely  of  the  aristocracy  and  pleasure  and  health-hunting  portions 
of  society. — A  couplet  occurred  to  his  recollection,  which  he  thought  was 
not  inapplicable  to  the  question  before  them,  though  he  must  observe  that 
he  introduced  it  without  reference  to  any  quarrel  he  might  have  had  with 
a  certain  would-be  medical  man  in  the  place,  and  without  any  intention  of 
injuring  that  individual  in  the  estimation  of  those  who  were  inclined  to 
place  confidence  in  his  prescriptions ;  he  merely  quoted  the  lines  in  illus- 
tration of  his  position,  and  as  being  better  than  his  great  and  increasing 
business,  not  only  as  an  Attorney  at  law,  and  Solicitor  in  the  High  Court 
of  Chancery,  but  also  as  a  Conveyancer,  and  Secretary  of  the  Board  of 
Guardians,  and  Clerk  of  the  Mount  Zion  turnpike  road,  would  allow  him 
time  to  pen.     They  were  these : 

"  *  Better  to  rove  in  fields  for  health  unbought, 
Than  fee  the  doctor  for  a  nauseous  draught ; ' 

and  he  was  sure  no  one  there  would  deny  that  hunting,  of  all  pursuits, 
was  best  calculated  to  restore  or  produce  health  and  drive  away  dull  care, 
the  ills  and  evils  of  life,  whether  in  mind  or  body  (applause).  Exercise, 
he  would  say,  without  invidious  allusion,  was  the  best  of  all  medicines. 
They  were  standing  in  the  garden  of  England.  On  every  side  Nature's 
charms  were  displayed  around;  and  Handley  Cross  was  the  capital  of 
Beauty's  empire  (applause).  Within  her  bounds  an  unrivalled  Spa  had 
burst  into  existence,  the  health-giving  qualities  of  whose  gushing  waters 
would  draw  people  from  all  nations  of  the  earth  (cheers).     Air,  water,  and 
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exercise,  be  contended,  would  cure  anything  that  was  capable  of  relief 
(cheers).  Let  them,  then,  take  measures  for  inducing  people  to  enjoy  the 
pure  atmosphere  from  other  motives  than  mere  change  of  air,  and  the  day 
could  not  be  far  distant  when  quackery  would  fail  and  hunting  flourish. 
His  business,  as  he  said  before,  was  great — almost  overpowering;  but 
such  was  his  devotion  to  the  place — such  his  detestation  of  humbug  and 
knavery,  that  he  would  not  hesitate  to  accept  the  situation  of  secretary  to 
the  hunt  in  addition  to  his  other  numerous  and  arduous  appointments,  and 
accept  it  too  upon  terms  much  lower  than  any  other  man  could  aSord  to 
take  it  at." 

Mr.  Smith,  a  Hampshire  gentleman,  one  of  the  earliest  patrons  of 
Handley  Cross  Spa,  who,  from  the  circumstance  of  his  lodging  round  the 
comer  of  Hookem's  library,  had  acquired  the  name  of  '*  Kound-the- 
corner  Smith,"  next  presented  himself  to  the  notice  of  the  meeting.  He 
was  a  smart,  genteelly  dressed  man,  apparently  about  five-and-thirty,  or 
forty,  with  a  tremendous  impediment  in  his  speech — so  troublesome  was 
it  indeed,  that  it  was  hard  to  say  whether  it  was  most  distressing  to  his 
hearers  or  himself.  After  opening  a  very  natty  single-breasted  blue 
surtout,  so  as  to  exhibit  a  handsome  double-breasted  shawl  waistcoat 
hung  with  Venetian  chains,  he  coughed,  and  commenced — not  a  speech 
but  a  long  string  of  stutters.  "  He  felt  cou-sid-did-did-did-rable  di-di- 
di-diflBculty  in  pro-no-no-no-no-nouncing  an  o-p-p-p-p-pinion  upon  the 
matter  under  con-sid-did-did-de-ration,  because  he  was  not  co-co-co-co- 
conversant  with  the  c-c-country,  b-b-but  he  t-t-took  it  to  be  an  establish- 
lish-lished  rule,  that  all  men  who  h-h-hun-hunted  regularly  with  a  p-p- 
pack  of  ho>ho-ho-hounds,  ought  to  contribute  to  their  sup-sup-sup-port. 
He  knew  something  about  h-h-h-bun-hunting,  and  if  his  hu-hu-hu- 
hamble  services  would  be  of  any  avail,  the  co-co-co-country  might  com- 
mand them.  At  the  same  time  he  thought,  that  the  h-h-h-hunt  would  be 
more  li-li-likely  to  pros-pros-prosper  if  there  were  more  ma-managers  than 
one,  and  that  a  co-co-co-committee  would  be  the  likeliest  thing  under 
existing  cir-cir-cir-cumstances  to  give  sa-tis-tis-faction — He  therefore  be- 
be-begged  to  move  the  following  resolution. — That  it  is  expe-pe-pedient 
that  the  Vale  of  She-she-sheepwash  ho-ho-ho-hounds  should  in  fu-fu-future 
be  carried  on  by  subscription,  by  a  co-co-co-committee  of  management, 
under  the  name  of  the  Ha-ha-ha-handley  Cross  ho-ho-ho-hounds." 

Captain  Doleful  begged  to  "  propose  as  a  fit  and  proper  person  to  be 
associated  with  the  honourable  gentleman  who  had  just  addressed  them, 
in  the  future  management  of  the  pack,  his  worthy,  excellent,  public- 
spirited,  and  popular  friend,  Augustus  Bamington,  Esq.,  of  Barnington 
Hall,  Cheshire,  who,  he  felt  convinced,  would  prove  a  most  valuable  ally 
not  only  in  the  field  but  also  in  superintending  the  home  department,  and 
arrangements,  such  as  hunt  dinners,  hunt  balls,  and  other  entertainments 
to  the  ladies,  which  he  felt  assured,  it  would  be  equally  the  pride  of  the 
hunt  to  offer,  and  the  pleasure  of  the  fair  sex  to  accept."     (Applause.) 

Some  one  then  proposed,  that  Stephen  Dumpling,  son  of  the  dun -pony 
riding  doctor,  should  form  the  third. 

Old  Dumpling  was  dead,  leaving  Stephen  a  nice  farm,  and  somewhat 
independent,  but  the  latter  had  a  soul  above  the  plough,  and  having  got 
a  cometcy  in  the  yeomanry,  had  started  a  gig  and  horse,  and  drove  about 
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with  a  clown  at  his  side,  with  a  cockade  in  his  hat.  Stephen  was  a« 
goodish-looking,  half-buck,  half-hawback,  sort  of  fellow.  He  was  of 
middle  stature,  dark-complexioned,  with  dark  eyes  and  hair ;  but  there 
was  an  unfinished  style  about  him  that  marred  the  general  effect.  If  his 
hat  was  good,  his  boots  were  bad,  and  a  good  coat  would  be  spoilt  by 
a  vulgar  waistcoat,  or  misfitting  trousers.  He  grew  whiskers  under 
his  chin — smoked  cigars — and  rode  steeple-chases.  Still  he  was  an  aspiring 
youth,  and  took,  as  a  matter  of  right,  that  which  was  only  done  to  keep 
the  farmers  and  landowners  quiet — namely,  adding  him  to  the  committee. 

All  this  being  carried  nem.  con.,  the  uniform  was  next  discussed,  and 
great  was  the  diversity  of  opinion  as  to  colour.  Some  wanted  yellow, 
some  wanted  green,  others  blue,  some  both  blue  and  green ;  in  short,  all 
gay  colours  had  their  supporters,  but  the  old  scarlet  at  length  carried  it, 
with  the  addition  of  a  blue  collar. 

But  the  resolutions  will  best  describe  the  result  of  the  meeting. 

The  following  is  a  copy : — 

At  a  meeting  of  the  visitors  and  inhabitants  of  Handley  Cross  Spa, 
held  at  the  Dragon  Hotel,  in  Handley  Cross,  to  take  into  consideration 
the  circumstances  arising  out  of  the  lamented  death  of  Michael  Hardey, 
Esq.,  the  late  master  of  the  hounds : 

Augustus  Baeninoton,  Esq.,  in  the  Chair  : 

It  was  resolved. 

That  it  is  highly  expedient  to  continue  the  hunt,  and  remove  the 
hounds  to  Handley  Cross. 

That  Augustus  Bamington,  Henry  Smith,  and  Stephen  Dumpling, 
Esquires,  be  appointed  a  committee  of  management. 

That  a  club  be  formed,  called  the  Handley  Cross  Hunt  Club,  the 
subscription  to  be  three  guineas,  to  be  paid  annually  in  November,  to 
which  the  first  twenty  members  shall  be  elected  by  the  committee,  and  the 
subsequent  members  by  the  club  at  large— one  black  ball  in  ten  excluding. 

That,  in  order  to  meet  the  wishes  of  gentlemen  desirous  of  contributing 
more  than  the  annual  subscription  of  three  guineas,  the  treasurer  be  fully 
authorised  to  take  as  much  as  any  one  will  give. 

That  the  morning  or  undress  uniform  be  a  scarlet  coat,  with  a  blue 
collar,  and  such  a  button  as  the  masters  may  appoint,  breeches  and 
waistcoat  ad  libitum. 

That  the  evening  or  dress  uniform  be  a  sky-blue  coat,  lined  with  pink 
silk,  canary-coloured  shorts,  and  white  silk  stockings. 

That  any  member  appearing  at  the  cover  side,  or  at  an  evening  meeting 
of  the  members,  in  any  other  dress,  be  fined  one  pound  one,  for  the  good 
of  the  hunt. 

Signed,  A.  Baknington,  Chairman. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


THE   HUNT  BALL. 


'*  Then  round  the  room  the  circling  Dowagera  sweep. 
Then  in  loose  waits  their  tiiin-clad  daughters  leap ; 
The  first  in  lengthened  line  majestic  swim. 
The  last  diqplay  the  fii^e  unfettered  limb.** 

Joy,  universal  joy,  prevailed  at  Handley  Croes,  when  it  became  known 
that  a  committee  of  management  had  undertaken  to  hunt  the  Yale  of 
Sheepwash.  The  place  had  not  had  such  a  fillip  before — ^Farmers  looked 
at  their  fields  and  their  stacks,  and  calculated  the  consumption  of  com. 

Duncan  Nevin  took  a  six-stalled  stable,  and  putting  a  splendid  sign  of 
a  fox  peeping  over  a  rock  at  some  rabbits,  christened  it  the 

"NiMBOD  mews' 

LTVERY   AND   BAIT   STABLES. 

HUNTEBS,   HACKS,   AND    PERFECT   LADIES*    PADS. 

K.B.   A   GLASS   COACH." 

Emboldened  by  success,  he  scraped  together  five-and-twenty  pounds, 
and  asked  everybody  he  met,  if  he  could  tell  him  of  a  horse  for  the  field. 
No  one  with  money  need  long  want  a  horse,  but  Duncan  saw  so  diflferently 
when  purchasing,  to  what  he  did  when  selling,  that  he  seemed  to  have 
two  pair  of  eyes.  To  be  sure,  he  was  a  good  judge  of  a  tail,  and  that,  for 
a  watering-place  job-master,  is  something — "  Dont  tell  me  what  Tattersall 
says  about  rat-tails,"  he  used  to  observe,  "  I  like  them  full,  fine,  and  long. 
A  horse  with  a  full  tail  looks  well  in  the  field,  on  the  road,  or  in  harness, 
and  will  always  bring  his  price." 

His  first  purchase  was  an  old  Roman-nosed,  white-faced,  white- 
stockinged,  brown  horse,  that  had  carried  the  huntsman  of  a  pack  of 
harriers  for  many  a  year,  and  was  known  by  the  distinguished  name  of 
Bull-dog.  He  was  a  little,  well-shaped,  but  remarkably  ugly  horse, 
and  had  a  rheumatic  affection  in  one  of  his  hind  legs,  that  caused  him 
to  limp,  and  occasionally  go  on  three  legs.  He  was  never  fast,  and 
sixteen  or  seventeen  years  had  somewhat  slackened  the  pace  of  his  youth ; 
but  he  was  a  remarkably  hard-constitutioned  animal,  that  no  one  could 
drive  beyond  his  speed,  and  he  could  creep  through  or  leap  almost 
anything  he  was  put  to. 

The  harriers  being  done  up,  the  subscribers  had  handsomely  presented 
the  huntsman  with  his  horse,  which  he  came  to  offer  Duncan  Nevin  for  his 
stud.  "  He's  varrar  like  the  field,"  observed  Nevin,  eyeing  him,  "  but  his 
tail's  shocking  shabby,  more  like  a  worn-out  whitenin-brush  than  anything 
else — our  customers  require  them  handsome — I  fear  he  would  only  do  for 
the  field — I  want  them  generally  useful." 

The  huntsman  declared  he  would  go  twice  a-week  all  the  season,  and 
offered  to  leap  him  over  a  gate.  This  he  did  so  well,  that  Duncan  Nevin 
priced  him— fifteen  pounds  was  all  he  asked,  and  he  bought  him  for  ten. 
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A  sixteen  linnds  bad  bay  mare,  with  a  very  lar^  head,  very  light 
middle,  and  tail  down  to  the  hocks,  was  his  next  purchase  for  the  field. 
She  was  a  showy,  washy,  useless  beast,  that  could  caper  round  a  corner, 
or  gallop  half-mile  heats,  if  allowed  plenty  of  breathing  time,  but  invari- 
ably pulled  off  her  shoes  at  her  leaps,  and  was  a  whistler  to  boot — she  cnt 


behind  and  dished  before— still  she  had  an  undeniable  tail,  and  her  size, 
and  great  bocks,  as  she  stood  well-clotbed  and  littered,  gave  her  the 
appearance  of  a  hunter.  She  was  six  years  old,  had  never  done  any 
work — because  she  never  could,  and  in  all  probability  never  would.  The 
wags  christened  her  Soatag,  on  account  of  her  musical  powers. 

l^'air  Bosamoad,  a  little  cantering  up  and  down  white  hack,  stood  in  tbe 
third  stall ;  and  when  all  the  three  fly-horses  were  in,  which  waa  never 
except  at  n^ht,  the  six-stall  stable  was  full.  The  news  of  the  purchases 
flew  like  lightning ;  the  number  was  soon  magnified  into  ten— crowds 
besieged  the  mens  to  learn  the  terms,  aud  the  secretary  wrote  to  know 
what  Nevin  meant  to  give  to  the  hunt. 

Everything  now  looked  cheerful  and  bright — the  hounds  were  the  finest 
playtbiogs  in  the  world — they  furnished  occupation  morning,  noon,  and 
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night.  Every  man  that  was  ever  known  to  have  been  on  horseback  was 
invited  to  qualify  for  wearing  the  unrivalled  uniform.  Names  came  rolling 
in  rapidly — the  fanners,  to  the  number  of  fifteen,  sent  in  their  five  and 
ten  pound  notes,  while  the  visitors  were  extremely  liberal  with  their 
names,  especially  on  a  representation  from  Fleeceall,  that  payment  might 
be  made  at  their  convenience — their  names,  the  honour  of  their  names,  in 
short,  being  the  principal  thing  the  committee  looked  to.  Dennis  O'Brian 
put  his  down  for  five-and-twenty  guineas,  Homeo  Simpkins  did  the  same 
for  five,  Abel  Snorem  promised  "  to  see  what  he  could  do,"  and  all  wrote, 
either  promisingly,  encouragingly,  or  kindly. 

Duncan  Nevin  converted  a  stable  into  a  kennel  and  feeding-house,  and 
gave  up  his  wife's  drying  ground  for  an  airing  yard,  into  which  the  poor 
hounds  were  getting  constantly  turned  from  their  comfortable  benches,  by 
one  or  other  of  the  committee  showing  them  off  to  his  friends.  Then  the 
make,  shape,  and  colour  of  every  hound  was  discussed,  and  what  some 
thought  defects,  others  considered  beauties.  The  kennel  was  pretty 
strong  in  numbers,  for  all  the  worn-out,  blear-eyed  hounds  were  scraped 
together  from  all  parts  of  the  Yale,  to  make  a  show ;  while  a  white  terrier, 
with  a  black  patch  on  his  eye — who  was  re-christened  " Mr.  Fleeceall" — 
and  an  elegantly-dipped,  curled,  dressed,  and  arranged  black  French 
poodle,  were  engaged  to  attract  the  ladies,  who  seldom  have  any  taste  for 
fox-hounds.     Every  allurement  was  resorted  to,  to  draw  company. 

Poor  Peter  soon  began  to  feel  the  change  of  service.  Instead  of 
Michael  Hardey's  friendly  intercourse,  almost  of  equality,  he  was  ordered 
here,  there,  and  everywhere,  by  his  numerous  masters ;  it  was  Peter  here- 
Peter  there,  and  Peter  everywhere,  no  two  masters  agreeing  in  orders. 
Smith  would  have  the  hounds  exercised  by  day -break ;  Earning  ton  liked 
them  to  go  out  at  noon,  so  that  he  could  ride  with  them,  and  get  them  to 
know  him ;  and  Dumpling  thought  the  cool  of  the  evening  the  pleasantest 
time.  Then  Barnington  would  direct  Peter  to  go  on  the  north  road,  to 
make  the  hounds  handy  among  carriages,  while  Dumpling,  perhaps,  would 
write  to  have  them  brought  south,  to  trot  about  the  downs,  and  get  them 
steady  among  mutton ;  while  Smith  grumbled,  and  muttered  something 
about  **  blockheads" — "knowing  nothing  about  it."  Each  committee-man 
had  his  coterie,  with  whom  he  criticised  the  conduct  of  his  colleagues. 

Autumn  "  browned  the  beech,"  but  the  season  being  backwardly, 
and  the  managers  not  exactly  agreeing  in  the  choice  of  a  whipper-in,  the 
ceremony  of  cub-hunting  was  dispensed  witii,  and  Peter,  with  the  aid  of 
Bamington's  groom,  who  had  lived  as  a  stable-boy  with  a  master 
of  hounds,  was  ordered  to  exercise  tiie  pack  among  the  deer  parks 
and  preserves  in  the  neighbourhood.  November  at  length  approached ; 
the  latest  packs  began  to  advertise ;  and  Kirby-gate  stood  forth  for  the 
Melton  hounds  on  the  Monday.  All  then  was  anxiety  !  Saddlers*  shops 
were  thronged  at  all  hours.  Griffith,  the  prince  of  whip-makers,  opened 
an  establishment  containing  every  possible  variety  of  hunting-whip ; 
and  Latchford  appointed  an  agent  for  the  sale  of  his  "  persuaders." 
Ladies  busied  themselves  with  plaiting  hat-cords  for  their  favourites,  and 
the  low  green  chair  at  the  boot-maker*s  was  constantly  occupied  by  some 
gentleman  with  his  leg  cocked  in  the  air,  as  if  he  had  taken  a  fit,  getting 
measured  for  "  a  pair  of  tops," 
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How  to  commence  the  season  most  brilliantly  was  the  question,  and  a 
most  difficult  one  it  was.  Dumpling  thought  a  **  flare-up  "  of  fireworks 
oyer  night  would  be  a  flash  thing ;  Bound-the-comer  Smith  was  all  for  a 
hunt  dmner ;  and  after  due  discussion  and  the  same  happy  difference  of 
opinion  that  had  characterised  all  their  other  consultations,  Captain 
Doleful  recommended  a  ball,  in  the  delusive  hope  that  it  would  have  the 
effect  of  making  friends  and  getting  subscribers  to  the  hounds,  and  be 
done,  as  all  contemplated  acts  are,  at  a  very  trifling  expense.  There  was 
no  occasion  to  give  a  supper,  he  said ;  refreshments— tea,  coffee,  ices, 
lemonade,  and  negus,  handed  on  trays,  or  set  out  in  the  anteroom,  would 
be  amply  sufiicient,  nor  was  there  any  necessity  for  asking  any  one  from 
whom  they  did  not  expect  something  in  the  way  of  support  to  the  hounds. 
Eound-the-corner  Smith  did  not  jump  at  the  proposal,  having  been 
caught  in  a  similar  speculation  of  giving  a  ball  to  a  limited  party  at  Bath, 
and  had  been  severely  mulcted  in  the  settling ;  but  Bamington  stood  in 
too  wholesome  a  dread  of  his  wife  to  venture  any  opposition  to  such  a 
measure ;  and  Stephen  Dumpling  merged  his  fears  in  the  honour  and  the 
hopes  of  making  it  pay  indirectly  by  gaining  subscribers  to  the  hounds. 
The  majority  can*ied  it ;  and  Captain  Doleful  spread  the  news  like  wild- 
fire—of course,  taking  all  the  credit  of  the  thing  to  himself. 

What  a  bustle  it  created  in  Handley  Cross !  The  poor  milliner-girls 
stitched  their  fingers  into  holes,  and  nothing  was  seen  at  the  tailors' 
windows  but  sky-blue  coats  lined  with  pink  silk,  and  canary-coloured 
shorts.  The  thing  looked  well,  for  fourteen  candidates  appeared  all 
ready  to  owe  their  three  guineas  for  the  honour  of  wearing  the  uniform, 
or  for  the  purpose  of  getting  their  wives  and  daughters  invited  to  the 
ball.  It  was  fixed  for  the  first  Monday  in  November,  and  it  was  arranged 
that  the  hounds  should  meet  in  the  neighbourhood  on  the  following  day. 

Meanwhile  the  committee  of  management  and  Doleful  met  every 
morning  for  the  purpose  of  making  arrangements,  sending  invitations, 
and  replying  to  applications  for  tickets.  The  thing  soon  began  to  assume 
a  serious  aspect ;  the  names  which  at  first  amounted  to  fifty  had  swelled 
into  a  hundred  and  thirteen,  and  each  day  brought  a  more  numerous 
accession  of  strength  than  its  predecessor.  Round-the-comer  Smith's 
face  lengthened  as  the  list  of  guests  increased,  and  Dumpling  began  to 
have  his  doubts  about  the  Safety  of  the  speculation.  Bamington  took  it 
very  easily,  for  he  had  plenty  of  money,  and  the  excitement  kept  his 
peevish  wife  in  occupation;  and  she,  moreover,  had  plenty  of  friends, 
whom  she  kept  showering  in  upon  them  at  a  most  unmerciful  rate.  Every 
morning  a  footman  in  red  plush  breeches  and  a  short  jacket  arrived  with 
names  to  be  put  down  for  invitations.  Doleful  was  in  great  favour  with 
her,  and  by  her  request  he  took  his  place  every  morning  at  the  table  of 
the  committee-room  to  keep  her  husband  "  right,"  as  she  called  it.  Of 
course,  with  such  incongruous  materials  to  work  with,  the  thing  was  not 
arranged  without  great  difficulty  and  dissension.  Dumpling  put  down 
his  cousins,  the  three  Miss  Dobbses,  whose  father  was  a  farmer  and 
brewer ;  and  making  pretty  good  stuff,  "  Dobbs's  Ale"  was  familiar  at 
Handley  Cross,  and  his  name  occupied  divers  conspicuous  signs  about 
the  town.  To  these  ladies  Mrs.  Bamington  demurred,  having  no  notion 
of  "dancing  in  a  hop-garden;"  and  it  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty, 
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and  only  on  the  urgent  representation  of  Doleful,  that  their  rejection 
would  cause  the  secession  of  Dumpling,  that  she  consented  to  their 
coming.  To  divers  others  she  took  similar  objections,  many  being  too 
low,  and  some  few  too  high  for  her,  and  being  the  daughter  of  a  Leeds 
manufacturer,  she  could  not,  of  course,  bear  the  idea  of  anything  con« 
nected  with  trade. 

At  the  adjournment  of  each  meeting,  Doleful  repaired  to  her  and 
reported  progress,  carrying  with  him  a  list  of  invitations,  acceptances,  and 
refusals,  with  a  prospectus  of  those  they  thought  of  inviting.  These 
latter  underwent  a  rigid  scrutiny  by  Mrs.  Barniugton,  in  aid  of  which  all 
Doleful's  local  knowledge,  together  with  Mrs.  Fribble's  millinery  knowledge, 
Debrett's  Baronetage,  and  Burke's  Landed  Gentry  of  England,  were 
called  together,  and  the  list  was  reduced  by  striking  out  names  with  an 
elegant  gold  pencil  case  with  an  amethyst  seal,  as  she  languished  out  her 
length  on  a  chaise-longue.  One  hundred  and  fifty-three  acceptances,  and 
nineteen  invitations  out,  were  at  length  reported  the  strength  of  the  party ; 
and  Mrs.  Barnington,  after  a  few  thoughtful  moments  passed  in  contem- 
plating the  ceiling,  expressed  her  opinion  that  there  ought  to  be  a  regular 
supper,  and  desired  Doleful  to  tell  Barnington  that  he  must  do  the  thing 
as  it  ought  to  be,  if  it  were  only  for  her  credit.  Poor  Doleful  looked 
miserable  at  the  mention  of  such  a  thing,  for  Smith  and  Dumpling  had 
already  began  to  grumble  and  complain  at  the  magnitude  of  the  affair, 
which  they  had  expected  would  have  been  a  mere  suug  party  among  the 
members  of  the  hunt  and  their  friends,  instead  of  beating  up  for  recruits 
all  the  country  round.  Doleful,  however,  like  a  skilful  militia-man, 
accomplished  his  object  by  gaining  Dumpling  over  first,  which  he  did  by 
pointing  out  what  an  admirable  opportunity  it  was  for  a  handsome  young 
man  like  himself,  just  beginning  life,  to  get  into  good  society,  and  perhaps 
marry  an  heiress ;  and  Dumpling,  being  rather  a  pudding-headed  sort  of 
fellow,  saw  it  exactly  in  that  light,  and  agreed  to  support  Doleful 's 
motion,  on  the  assurance  that  it  made  very  little  difference  in  the  expense 
whether  the  eatables  were  set  out  lengthways  on  a  table  and  called 
"  supper,"  or  handed  about  all  the  evening  under  the  name  of  "  refresh- 
ments." Indeed,  Doleful  thought  the  supper  might  be  the  cheaper  of  the 
two,  inasmuch  as  it  would  prevent  the  pilfering  of  servants,  and  the 
repeated  attacks  of  the  hungry  water-drinking  guests. 

This  matter  settled,  then  came  the  fluttering  and  chopping-off  of 
chickens'  heads,  the  wringing  of  turkeys'  necks,  the  soaking  of  tongues, 
the  larding  of  hams,  the  plucking  of  pheasants,  the  skewering  of 
partridges,  the  squeezing  of  lemons,  the  whipping  of  creams,  the  stiffening 
of  jellies,  the  crossing  of  open  tarts,  the  colouring  of  custards,  the 
shaping  of  blanc-mange,  the  making  of  macaroons,  the  stewing  of  pears — 
all  the  cares  and  concomitants  of  ball  making  and  rout  giving ;  and  Spain, 
the  *•  Gunter "  of  the  place,  wrote  off  to  London  for  four-and-  twenty 
sponge  cake  foxes,  with  canary-coloured  rosettes  for  tags  to  their  brushes. 

The  great,  the  important  night  at  length  arrived.  The  sun  went  down 
amidst  a  brilliant  halo  of  purple  light,  illuminating  the  sky  with  a  goodly 
promise  of  the  coming  day,  but  all  minds  were  absorbed  in  the  events  of 
the  evening,  and  for  once  the  poet's  "  gay  to-morrow  of  the  mind"  was 
disregarded.     Every   fly  in  the    town   was  engaged  nine  deep,  and 
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Thompson  and  Fleuris,  the  opposition  London  and  Parisian  perruquiers, 
had  dressed  forty  ladies  each  before  five.  Towards  dusk,  young  gentle- 
men whose  hair  "  curled  naturally"  came  skulking  into  their  shops  to  get 
the  *'  points  taken  off ;  "  after  which,  quite  unconsciously,  the  irons  were 
"  run  through,"  and  the  apprentice  boys  made  door-mats  of  their  heads 
by  wiping  their  dirty  hands  upon  them  under  pretence  of  putting  a  little 
'*  moisture  in ; "  while  sundry  pretty  maids  kept  handling  little  paste- 
board boxes  over  the  counter,  with  whispered  intimations  that  "  it  was 
wanted  in  time  to  dress  for  the  ball."  Master-tailors  sat  with  their 
workmen,  urging  their  needles  to  the  plenitude  of  their  pace ;  and  at 
dinner  time  there  were  only  three  gentlemen  in  all  the  place  minus  the 
canary-coloured  inexpressibles,  and  one  whose  sky-blue  coat  could  not 
be  lined  until  the  Lily-white-sand  train  brought  down  a  fresh  supply 
of  pink  silk  from  town. 

Doleful  began  dyeing  his  hair  at  three,  and  by  five  had  it  as  dark  as 
Warren's  blacking.  Mrs.  Barnington  did  not  rise  until  after  the  latter 
hour,  having  breakfasted  in  bed ;  and  young  ladies,  having  taken  quiet 
walks  into  the  fields  with  their  mammas  in  the  morning  to  get  up 
complexions  and  receive  instructions  whom  to  repress  and  whom  to 
encourage,  sat  without  books  or  work,  for  fear  of  tarnishing  the  lustre  of 
their  eyes. 

Night  drew  on — a  death-like  stillness  reigned  around,  broken  only  by 
the  occasional  joke  of  a  stationary  fiy-man,  or  the  passing  jibe  of  a 
messenger  from  the  baker's,  tailor's,  or  milliner's.  The  lower  rooms  of 
all  the  houses  at  length  became  deserted,  and  lights  glimmered  only  in  the 
upper  stories,  as  though  the  inhabitants  of  Handley  Cross  were  retiring 

to  early  rest. 

«  «  «  «  « 

Again,  as  if  by  general  consent,  the  lights  descended,  and  in  drawing- 
rooms  where  the  blinds  had  not  been  drawn  or  curtains  closed,  those  who 
stood  in  the  streets  might  see  elegantly  dressed  young  ladies  entering  with 
fiat  candlesticks  in  their  hands,  and  taking  their  places  before  the  fire, 
with  perhaps  a  satin-slippered  foot  on  the  fender,  waiting  Ivith  palpitating 
hearts  for  their  fiys,  anxious  for  the  arrival  of  the  appointed  time,  dreading 
to  be  early,  yet  afraid  to  be  late.  Wheels  had  been  heard,  but  they  had 
only  been  "  taking  up,"  none  as  yet  having  started  for  the  ball.  At 
length  the  clatter  of  iron  steps,  the  banging  of  doors,  and  the  superfluous 
cry  of  "  Booms  1 "  resounded  through  the  town,  and  the  streets  became 
redolent  of  animal  life. 

A  line  of  carriages  and  fiys  was  soon  formed  in  Bramber-street,  and 
Hector  Hardman,  the  head  constable,  with  his  gilt-headed  staff  in  hia 
hand,  had  terrible  difficulty  in  keeping  order,  and  the  horses'  heads  and 
carriage  poles  in  their  places.  Vehicles  from  all  quarters  and  of  every 
description  came  pouring  in,  and  the  greetings  of  the  post-boys  from  a 
distance,  the  slangings  of  the  fiymen,  with  the  dictatorial  tones  of 
gentlemen's  coachmen  and  footmen,  joined  with  the  cries  of  the  rabble 
round  the  door,  as  the  sky-blue  coats  with  pink  silk  linings  popped  out, 
resembled  the  noise  and  hubbub  of  the  opera  colonnade  when  a  heavy 
shower  greets  the  departing  company. 

The  "  Ongar  Booms  "  were  just  finished,  and,  with  the  exception  of  a 
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chsrity  bazaar  for  thepurpoM  of  establisbine  a  Sunday  school  at  Sierra 
LeoDe,  had  nerer  been  used.  They  were  a  bandsome  suite  of  rooms  on 
the  ground  floor,  entered  from  the  street  by  two  or  three  stone  steps, 
under  a  temporary  canopy,  encircled  withevergrcens  and  variegated  lamps. 


From  the  entraoce-hall,  in  which  at  each  end  a  good  fire  blazed,  two  rooms 
broached  off,  one  for  gentlemen's  cloaks,  the  other  for  ladies.  Immediately 
in  front  of  the  entrance,  scarlet  folding-doors  with  round  panea  opened 
into  a  well-proportioned  anteroom,  which  again  led  into  the  ball-room. 

Banged  in  a  circle  before  the  folding  doors,  stood  fiamington.  Smith, 
Doleful,  and  Dumpling,  nil  grinning,  and  dressed  in  sky-blue  coats  with 
pink  linings,  white  waistcoats,  canary-coloured  shorts,  and  white  silk 
stockings,  except  l>olerul,  who  bad  on  a  crumpled  pair  of  nankeen  trousers, 
cut  oat  orer  the  instep,  and  puckered  round  the  waist.     Dumpling's  dress 
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was  very  goodj  and  would  have  been  perfect,  had  he  not  sported  a  pair  of 
half  dirty  yellow  leather  gloves,  and  a  shabby  black  neckcloth  with  red 
ends.  There  they  all  stood  grinning  and  bowing  as  the  entrances  were 
effected,  and  Doie^  introduced  their  numerous  friends  with  whom  they 
had  not  the  happiness  of  a  previous  acquaintance.  The  plot  soon  thick- 
ened so  much,  that  after  bowing  their  heads  like  Chinese  mandarins  to 
several  successive  parties  who  came  pushing  their  way  into  the  room 
without  receiving  any  salutation  in  return,  and  the  blue  coats  with  pink 
linings  becoming  too  numerous  to  afford  any  distinguishing  mark  to  the 
visitors,  our  managers  and  master  of  the  ceremonies  got  carried  into  the 
middle  of  the  room,  after  which  the  company  came  elbowing  in  at  their 
ease,  making  up  to  their  mutual  friends  as  though  it  were  a  public 
assembly. 

The  tiddlers  next  began  scraping  their  instruments  in  the  orchestra  of 
the  ball-room  like  horses  anxious  to  be  off,  and  divers  puffs  of  the  horn 
and  bassoon  sounded  through  the  building,  but  still  the  doors  remained 
closed,  and  Doleful  cast  many  a  longing  anxious  eye  towards  the  folding 
doors.  Need  we  say  for  whom  he  looked? — Mrs.  Barnington  had  not 
arrived.  The  music  at  length  burst  forth  in  good  earnest,  and  Doleful, 
after  numerous  inquiries  bein^  made  of  him  why  the  ball  did  not  commence, 
at  length  asked  Barnington  if  he  thought  his  good  lady  was  coming; 
when  most  opportunely,  a  buzz  and  noise  were  heard  outside — the  folding 
doors  flew  open,  and  in  Mrs.  Barnington  sailed,  with  her  niece.  Miss 
Eider,  on  her  arm. 

Mrs.  Barnington  was  a  fine,  tall,  languishing-looking  woman,  somewhat 
getting  on  in  years,  but  with  marked  remains  of  beauty,  "  sicklied  o'er 
with  the  pale  cast "  of  listlessness,  produced  by  a  mind  unoccupied,  and 
bodily  strei^gth  unexercised.  Her  features  were  full-sized,  good,  and 
regular,  her  complexion  clear,  with  dark  eyes  that  sparkled  when  lighted 
with  animation,  but  more  generally  reposed  in  a  vacant  stare  whether 
she  was  engaged  in  conversation  or  not.  She  wore  a  splendid  tiara 
of  diamonds,  with  costly  necklace  and  ear-rings  of  the  same.  Her 
dress  of  the  richest  and  palest  pink  satin,  was  girdled  with  a  diamond 
stomacher,  and  a  lengthening  train  swept  majestically  along  the  floor. 
Across  her  beautifully  moulded  neck  and  shoulders,  in  graceful  folds,  was 
thrown  a  white  Cachmere  shawl,  and  her  ungloved  arm  exhibited  a 
profusion  of  massive  jewellery.  Her  entrance  caused  a  buzz  followed  by 
silence  throughout  the  room,  and  she  sailed  gracefully  up  an  avenue  formed 
by  the  separation  of  the  company, — 

*'  A  quoen  in  jest,  only  to  fill  the  scene." 

Doleful  and  the  managers  came  forward  to  receive  her,  and  she  inclined 
lierself  slightly  towards  them  and  the  few  people  whom  she  deigned  to 
recognise. 

Having,  after  infinite  persuasion,  consented  to  open  the  ball  with 
Dumpling,  and  having  looked  round  the  company  with  a  yacairt  stare,  and 
ascertained  that  there  was  no  one  who  could  vie  with  her  in  splendour, 
she  resignedly  took  his  arm,  and  the  ball-room  door  being  at  length 
thrown  open,  she  sailed  up  to  the  top  of  the  room,  followed  by  countless 
sky-blue  coated  and  canary -legged  gentry,  escorting  their  wives,  daughters, 


OK,  KB.  JOEBOCKS  a  HUNT,  SI 

or  partnen,  with  here  and  there  n  navat  or  military  uniform  raiDgUog 
among  the  gay  thiong  of  sportsmen  and  variously  clad  visitora.  Most 
brilliant  was  the  soene  I  The  room  was  a  perfect  blaie  of  light,  and 
lucldcM  were  the  wearers  of  second-hand  shoes  or  ball-stained  glorea. 
There  was  Dennis  O'Bnan,  towering  orer  the  head  of  erery  body  elao. 
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with  his  loxuriant  whiskers  projecting  from  his  cheeks,  like  cherubs*  wings 
on  church  corners,  with  an  open  shirt  collar,  confined  by  a  simple  blue 
ribbon  and  a  superabundant  display  of  silk  stocking  and  calf  from  below 
his  well-filled  canary-coloured  shorts, — for  tmalU  would  be  a  libel  on  the 
articles  that  held  his  middle  mao.  His  dark  eyes  sparkled  with  TJracity 
and  keenness — not  the  keenness  of  pleasure,  but  the  keenness  of  plunder, 
for  Dennis  had  dined  off  chicken  broth  and  lemonade  to  be  ready  to 

"  Cat  the  light  pack  or  cftll  the  rktUing  main," 
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as  occasion  inigbt  offer  towards  the  morning.  Snorem,  too,  had  decked 
himself  out  in  the  uniform  of  the  hunt,  and  this  being  his  usual  bed-time, 
he  walked  about  the  room  like  a  man  in  a  dream,  or  a  tired  dog  looking 
where  to  lie  down.  Then  there  was  Borneo  Simpkins,  who  had  just 
arrived  by  the  last  Lily-white-sand  train,  and  had  all  his  friends  and 
acquaintances  to  greet,  and  to  admire  his  own  legs  for  the  first  time  pro- 
truding through  a  pair  of  buff  shorts.  Fieeceall  stood  conspicuous  with 
a  blue  patch  on  his  eye,  pointing  out  his  new  friends  to  his  wife,  who  was 
lost  in  admiration  at  the  smartness  of  her  spouse,  and  her  own  ingenuity 
in  applying  the  rose-coloured  lining  of  an  old  bonnet  to  the  laps  of  his 
sky-blue  coat. 

Now  the  music  strijces  up  in  full  chorus,  and  Doleful  walks  about  the 
room,  clapping  his  hands  like  a  farmer's  boy  frightening  crows,  to  get  the 
company  to  take  their  places  in  a  country  dance ;  and  Mrs.  Bamington, 
having  stationed  herself  at  the  top,  very  complacently  leads  off  with 
*'  hands  across,  down  the  middle,  and  up  again,"  with  Stephen  Dumpling, 
who  foots  it  away  to  the  utmost  of  his  ability,  followed  by  Round-the- 
corner  Smith  with  her  niece,  Baruington  with  Miss  Somebody-else, 
Bomeo  Siropkins,  with  Miss  Trollope,  Dennis  O'Brian,  who  looks  like  a 
capering  light-house,  with  little  old  Miss  Mordecai,  the  rich  money- 
lender's daughter,  and  some  thirty  or  forty  couples  after  them.  Mrs. 
Bamington's  train  being  inconvenient  for  dancing,  and  having  been  twice 
trodden  upon,  upon  reaching  the  bottom  on  the  third  time  down  the 
middle,  she  very  coolly  t^kes  Dumpling's  arm,  and  walks  off  to  the  sofa  in 
the  bay  window,  where,  having  deposited  herself,  she  dispatches  Dumpling 
to  desire  her  husband  not  to  exert  himself  too  much,  and  to  come  to  her 
the  moment  the  dance  is  done.  The  country  dance  being  at  length 
finished,  a  quadrille  quickly  followed ;  after  which  came  a  waltz,  then  a 
galop,  then  another  quadrille,  then  another  waltz,  then  a  reel ;  until  the 
jaded  musicians  began  to  repent  having  been  so  anxious  for  the  start. 

Towards  one  o'clock,  the  supper-room  door  was  heard  to  close  with  a 
gentle  flap,  and  Doleful  was  seen  stealing  out,  with  a  self-satisfied  grin  on 
his  countenance,  and  immediately  to  proceed  round  the  room,  informing 
such  of  the  company  as  he  was  acquainted  with,  from  having  seen  their 
names  in  his  subscription  book  at  the  library,  that  the  next  would  be  the 
"  supper  dance ;  "  a  dance  that  all  persons  who  have  "  serious  intentions  ** 
avail  themselves  of,  for  the  interesting  purpose  of  seeing  each  other  eat. 
Accordingly  Dennis  O'Brian  went  striding  about  the  ball-room  in  search 
of  little  Miss  Mordecai;  Captain  Doleful  usurped  Stephen  Dumpling's 
place  with  Mrs.  Baruington;  Kound-the-corner  Smith  started  after  the 
niece,  and  each  man  invested  bis  person,  in  the  way  of  a  "  pair-off,"  to 
the  best  of  his  ability.  Barnington  was  under  orders  for  Dowager  Lady 
Turnabout,  who  toadied  Mrs.  Barnington,  and  got  divers  dinners  and 
pineapples  for  her  trouble ;  and  Stephen  Dumpling,  being  now  fairly  "  let 
into  the  thins:,"  was  left  to  lug  in  the  two  Miss  Dobbses  on  one  arm,  and 
old  mother  Dobbs  on  the  other. 

The  siinple-piinded  couples  then  stand  up  to  dance,  and  as  soon  as  the 
quadrilles  are  in  full  activity.  Doleful  offers  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Barnington 
and  proceeds  into  the  supper-room,  followed  by  all  the  knowing-ones  in 
waiting.     But  what  a  splendid  supper  it  is  1     A.  cross. table  with  two 
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long  ones  down  the  centre,  all  set  out  with  turkeys,  chickens,  hams, 
tongues,  lobster  salads,  spun  sugar  pyramids,  towers,  temples,  grottoes, 
jellies,  tarts,  creams,  custards,  pineapples,  grapes,  peaches,  nectarines, 
ices,  plovers*  eggs,  prawns,  and  four-and-twenty  sponge-cake  foxes,  with 
blue,  red,  and  canary-coloured  rosettes  for  tags  to  their  brushes !  Green 
bottles  with  card  kbels,  and  champagne  bottles  without  labels,  with 
sherry,  &c.,  are  placed  at  proper  intervals  down  the  table, — the  champagne 
yielding  a  stronger  crop  upon  the  more  fruitful  soil  of  the  cross  table. 
Who  ordered  it,  nobody  knows,  but  there  it  is,  and  it  is  no  time  for 
asking. 

Shortly  after  the  first  detachment  have  got  comfortably  settled  in  their 
places,  the  music  stops,  and  the  dancers  come  crowding  in  with  their 
panting  partners,  all  anxious  for  lemonade  or  anything  better.  Then 
plates,  knives,  and  forks  are  in  request ;  the  "  far  gone  "  ones  eating 
with  the  same  fork  or  spoon,  those  only  "half  gone"  contenting  them- 
selves with  using  one  plate.  Barnington  is  in  the  chair  at  the  cross  table, 
with  a  fine  sporting  device  of  a  fox,  that  looks  very  like  a  wolf,  at  his 
back,  on  a  white  ground  with  "  Floreat  Scientia  "  on  a  scroll  below,  the 
whole  tastefully  decorated  with  ribbons  and  rosettes.  Dumpling  and 
Smith  are  Vice-Presidents.  Hark  to  the  clatter !  "  Miss  Thompson, 
some  turkey P  allow  me  to  send  you  a  little  ham  with  itP"  "Mrs. 
Jenkins,  here's  a  delicious  lobster  salad."  **  Now,  Fanny,  my  dear,  see 
you're  dropping  the  preserve  over  your  dress !  "  "  Oh  dear  1  there  goes 
my  knife  I "  "  Never  mind,  ma'am,  I'll  get  you  another."  "  Waiter ! 
bring  a  dean  glass — two  of  them !  "  "  What  will  you  take  ?  "  "  Cham- 
pagne, if  you  please."  "  Delightful  ball,  isn't  it  ?  "  "  How's  your 
sister?"  "Who'll  take  some  pineapple  punch?"  "I  will,  with  plea- 
sure." "  I've  burst  my  sandal,  and  my  shoe  will  come  off."  "  Dear, 
that  great  awkward  man  has  knocked  the  comb  out  of  my  head."  "  Go  to 
see  the  hounds  in  the  morning ! "  "  Susan,  mind,  there's  mamma 
looking."  "  Waiter !  get  me  some  jelly."  "  Bachelors*  balls  always  the 
pleasantest."  "  Barnington  is  married."  "  Oh,  he's  nobody  !  "  "  Dumpling 
does  it  and  stuttering  Smith,  there's  no  Mister  Barnington."  "  There's 
the  captain — I  wonder  if  he  sees  us."  "  Oh  the  stoopid !  he  icon*t  look 
this  way.  Should  like  to  break  his  provoking  head !  "  **  How's  your 
horse  ?  Has  it  learned  to  canter  ?  "  "  Take  some  tongue."  "  Cham- 
pagne, if  you  please." 

Thus  went  the  rattle,  prattle,  jabber,  and  tattle,  until  Mr.  Barnington, 
who  had  long  been  looking  very  uneasy,  being  unable  to  bear  the  further 
frowns  of  his  wife,  at  length  rose  from  his  seat  for  the  most  awful  of  all 
purposes,  that  of  monopolising  all  the  noise  of  the  room, — a  moment  that 
can  only  be  appreciated  by  those  who  have  filled  the  unhappy  situation  of 
chairman  in  a  company  of  ladies  and  gentlemen,  when  every  eye  is  pointed 
at  the  unfortunate  victim,  and  all  ears  are  open  to  catch  and  criticise 
what  he  says.  "  Barnington  I  Barnington !  chair !  chair !  order  I  order ! 
silence !  "  cried  a  hundred  voices,  in  the  midst  of  which  Mr.  Barnington 
tried  to  steal  away  with  his  speech,  but  had  to  "  whip  back  "  and  begin 
again. 

"  Gentlemen  and  ladies  (order !  order !),  I  mean  to  say,  Mr.  Vice-Presi- 
dents, ladies,  and  gentlemen  (hear,  hear),  I  beg  to  propose  the  health  of 
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the  Queen — I  mean  to  aay,  the  ladies  who  hare  honotued  ut  with  their 
presence  thia  evening."  Great  applause,  and  every  man  drank  to  hi> 
•weetheart. 

Mn.  Baniingtoit  looked  nnntterable  things  at  her  spouse  as  he  sat 
down.  Tor  women  are  all  orators  or  judges  of  oratory,  end  welt  poor 
Bamington  knew  the  vigour  of  her  eloqueoce.  Beckoning  Doleful  to  her 
■ide,  she  desired  him  to  tell  Bamington  not  to  look  bo  like  a  sheepish 
Bchoolhoy,  but  to  hold  himself  straight,  and  speak  out  as  if  he  were 
Kme&ody.  This  Doleful  bterpreted  into  a  handsome  compliment,  which 
80  elated  our  unfortunate,  that  he  immediately  plucked  up  courage,  and 
rising  again,  gave  the  table  ■  hearty  thump,  and  begged  the  company  would 
fill  a  bumper  to  the  health  of  the  strangers  who  had  honoured  the  Handley 
Cross  hunt  ball  with  their  company.  The  strangers  then  began  fidgetting 
and  looking  out  an  orator  among  themselves,  but  were  put  out  of  tuspenae 
by  the  rising  of  Dennis  O'Brian,  who  returned  thanks  in  one  of  his  usual 
fdicitous  and  appropriate  speeches,  and  concluded  by  proposing  the  health 
of  tlie  chairman.  Bamington  was  again  on  his  legs,  thanking  them  and 
giving  "  Success  to  fox-hunting,"  which  was  acknowledged  by  Snorem, 
who,  being  half  asleep,  mistook  it  for  tbe  time  when  he  had  to  propose 
the  healths  of  Smith  and  Dumpling,  to  whom  he  paid  such  lengthy  com- 
pliments that  the  ladies  cut  him  short  by  leaving  the  room.  All  restraint 
now  being  removed,  the  gentlemen  crowded  up  to  the  cross  table,  when 
those  who  had  been  laying  hack  for  supper  until  they  got  rid  of  the 
women,  went  at  it  with  vigorous  determination, — corks  flew,  dishes  disap- 
peared, song,  speech,  and  sentiment,  were  huddled  in  together,  and  in  n 
very  short  time  the  mtyority  of  the  company  were  surprised  to  find 
themselves  amazingly  funny. 
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ANDLET  CE0S8  had  a 
very  debauched  look  the 
monuDg  after  the  hunt  ball. 
The  Ougar  roonu  being 
lighted  with  windows  roaad 
the  top,  with  covered  gal- 
leries outside,  for  the  ao- 
commodation  of  milliners, 
ladies'  maids,  and  such  as 
wish  to  criticise  their 
masters  and  niia  tresses, 
had  no  protecting  blinds; 
and  a  strong  party  having 
settled     themselves      into 


■'  threes 


reels — the 


gentlemen  for  the  purpose 
of  dancing  themselves 
sober,  the  ladies,  like  Gold- 
smith's clown,  to  try  and 
tire  out  the  orchestra — the 
ball  seemed  well  caleulated 
to  last  for  ever,  when  the 
appearance  of  day-light  in  the  room  made  the  wax-lights  look  foolish,  and 
caused  all  the  old  chaperons  to  rush  to  their  chaj^es  and  hurry  them  off, 
before  bright  Phmbus  exposed  the  forced  complexions  of  the  night.  All 
then  was  huny-skurry  ;  carriages  were  called  up,  and  hurried  off  as  though 
the  plague  had  broken  out,  and  Johns  and  Jehus  were  astonished  at  the 
bustle  of  their  "  mississes." 

The  last  fly  at  length  drove  off;  the  variegated  lamps  round  the 
festooned  porch  began  glimmering  and  dying  in  succession,  as  Doleful  and 
the  remaining  gentlemen  stood  bowing,  grinning,  and  kissing  their  hands 
to  their  departing  partners,  while  their  blue  coats  and  canary-coloured 
shorts  exhibited  every  variety  of  shade  and  complexion  that  the  colouri 
are  capable  of.  Doleful's  hair,  too,  assumed  a  vermilion  hue.  The  town 
was  clear,  bright,  and  tranquil ;  no  tound  disturbed  the  quiet  streets,  and 
thu'e  was  a  balmy  freshness  in  the  morning  air  that  breathed  gratefully  on 
the  feverish  frames  of  the  heated  dancers.  The  cock,  "  the  trumpet  of 
the  mom,"  had  just  given  his  opening  crow,  in  farmer  Haycock's  yard 
behind  the  rooms,  and  the  tinkling  bells  of  the  oxen's  yoke  came  softened 
on  the  air  like  the  echoing  ^mbals  of  the  orchestra. 
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St.  Georgp/s  cliapel  clock  strikes !  Its  clear  silvery  notes  fall  full  upon 
tbe  listeners'  ears.  "  One  1  two !  three !  four !  five  !  six ! — six  o'clock !  " 
and  youths  say  it  is  not  worth  while  going  to  bed,  while  men  of  sense  set 
off  without  a  doubt  on  the  matter.  Some  few  return  to  the  supper-room 
to  share  the  ends  of  6haQipagne  bottles  and  lobster  salads  with  the 
waiters. 

Morning  brought  no  rest  to  the  jaded  horses  and  helpers  of  the  town. 
No  sooner  were  the  Eosinantes  released  from  the  harness  of  the  flys,  than 
they  were  led  to  the  stable-doors  and  wisped  and  cleaned  in  a  manner  that 
plainly  showed  it  was  for  coming  service,  and  not  for  that  performed. 
Bill  Gibbon,  the  club-footed  ostler  of  the  "Swan  Hotel  and  Livery 
Stables,"  had  eight  dirty  fly-horses  to  polish  into  hunters  before  eleven 
o'clock,  and  Tom  Turnbinn,  and  his  deaf  and  dumb  boy,  had  seven 
hunters  and  two  flys  ordered  for  the  same  hour.  There  was  not  a  horse 
of  any  description  but  what  was  ordered  for  the  coming  day,  and  the 
donkeys  were  bespoke  three  deep. 

If  Duncan  Nevin  had  had  a  dozen  Bull-dogs  and  Sontags,  they  would 
all  have  been  engaged,  and  on  his  own  terms  too. 

"  Oh  sir !  "  he  would  say  to  inquirers,  *'  that  Bull-dog's  a  smart  horse 
— far  too  good  for  our  work — he  should  be  in  a  gentleman's  stable — Did 
you  ever  see  a  horse  so  like  the  field,  now  P  I'm  only  axin  thirty  pound 
for  him,  and  it's  really  givin'  of  him  away — I  couldn't  let  him  go  out 
under  two  guineas  a  day,  and  then  only  with  a  very  careful  rider,  like 
yourself.  Cost  me  near  what  I  ax  for  him,  in  the  summer,  and  have  had 
to  put  him  into  condition  myself.  Oats  is  very  dear,  I  assure  you. 
Perhaps  you'd  have  the  kindness  not  to  say  that  he's  hired,  and  save  me 
the  duty  P  " 

A  little  before  eleven  the  bustle  commenced  ;  the  first  thing  seen  was 
Peter  leaving  the  kennel  with  the  hounds,  Abelard,  the  black  poodle,  and 
"  Mr.  Fleeceall,"  the  white  terrier  with  a  black  eye.  Peter  was  dressed  in 
a  new  scarlet  frock-coat  with  a  sky-blue  collar,  buff  striped  toilaiiette 
waistcoat,  black  cap,  new  leathers  and  boots.  His  whip,  spurs,  gloves, 
bridle,  and  saddle  were  also  new,  and  he  was  riding  a  new  white  horse. 
Bamington's  groom  followed,  similarly  attired ;  and  this  being  his  first 
appearance  in  the  character  of  a  whipper-in,  he  acted  fully  up  to  the  desig- 
nation by  flopping  and  cracking  the  hounds  with  his  whip,  and  crying 
**  Co'p,  co'p,  hounds  ! — Go  on,  hounds — go  on ! — Drop  it ! — Leave  it ! 
To  him,  to  him  I  "  and  making  sundry  other  orthodox  noises. 

Lamp-black  was  that  morning  in  great  request.  Broken  knees,  collar, 
and  crupper  marks  had  to  be  effaced,  and  some  required  a  touch  of  lamp- 
black on  their  heads,  where  they  had  knocked  the  hair  off  in  their  falls. 
The  saddling  and  bridling  were  unique  I  No  matter  what  sort  of  a  mouth 
the  horse  had,  the  first  bridle  that  came  to  hand  was  put  into  it. 

Stephen  Dumpling's  horse,  having  travelled  ^om  home,  was  the  first  of 
the  regulars  to  make  his  appearance  in  the  street.  He  was  a  great, 
raking,  sixteen  hands  chesnut,  with  "  white  stockings,"  and  a  bang  tail 
down  to  the  hocks.  He  was  decorated  with  a  new  bridle  with  a  blue 
silk  front,  and  a  new  saddle  with  a  hunting  horn.  Stephen's  lad,  dressed 
in  an  old  blue  dress-coat  of  his  master's,  with  a  blue  and  white  striped 
livery  waistcoat,  top-boots,  and  drab  cords,  and  having  a  cockade  in  his 


OR,   m.  JORBOCKS'S   HUNT.  S9 

hat,  kept  walking  the  horse  up  and  down  before  the  Dragon  Hotel,  while 
Stephen,  with  a  feverish  pulse  and  aching  head,  kept  sipping  his  coffee, 
endeavouring  to  make  himself  believe  he  was  eating  his  breakfast.  At  last 
he  lighted  a  cigar,  and  appeared,  whip  in  hand,  under  the  arched  gate-way. 
He  had  on  a  new  scarlet  coat  with  a  blue  collar,  the  same  old  red-ended 
neck-cloth  he  had  worn  at  the  ball,  and  an  infinity  of  studs  do#n  an 
ill-fitting,  badly-washed  shirt,  a  buff  waistcoat,  and  a  pair  of  make- 
believe  leathers — a  sort  of  white  flannel,  that  after  the  roughings  of 
many  washings  give  gentlemen  the  appearance  of  hunting  in  their 
drawers.  His  boots  had  not  been  "  put  straight  '*  after  the  crumpling 
and  creasing  they  had  got  in  his  ''  bags ; "  consequently  there  were  diverB 
patches  of  blacking  transferred  to  the  tops,  while  sundry  scrapings  of 
putty,  or  of  some  other  white  and  greasy  matter,  appearea  on  the  legs. 
Independently  of  this,  the  tops  retained  lively  evidence  of  their  recent 
scouring  in  the  shape  of  sundry  up  and  down  strokes,  like  the  first 
coat  of  white-washing,  or  what  house-painters  call  "  priming,"  on  a  new 
door. 

Dumpling's  appearance  in  the  street  was  the  signal  for  many  who  were 
still  at  their  breakfasts  to  bolt  the  last  bits  of  muffin,  drink  up  their  tea, 
and  straddle  into  the  passage  to  look  for  hats,  gloves,  and  whips.  Doors 
opened,  and  sportsmen  emerged  from  every  house.  •  Round-the-corner 
Smith's  roan  mare,  with  a  hunting  horn  at  the  saddle-bow,  had  been 
making  the  turn  of  Hookem's  library  for  ten  minutes  and  more  ;  and  the 
stud  of  Lieutenant  Wheeler,  the  flash  riding-master — seven  "perfect  broke 
horses  for  road  or  field,"  with  two  unrivalled  ponies — had  passed  the 
Dragon  for  the  eight  Miss  Mercers,  and  their  brother  Tom  to  go  out 
upon  to  "  see  the  hounds."  Then  sorry  steeds,  with  sorrier  equipments, 
in  the  charge  of  very  sorry-looking  servants,  paced  up  and  down  High 
Street,  Paradise  How,  and  the  Crescent ;  and  a  yellow  fly,  No.  34,  with 
red  wheels,  drove  off  with  Dumpling's  nondescript  servant  on  the  box, 
and  the  three  Miss  Dobbses,  and  Mother  Dobbs,  in  scarlet  silk  pelisses, 
with  sky-blue  ribbons  and  handkerchiefs,  inside.  Jaded  young  ladies, 
whose  looks  belie  their  assertions,  assure  their  mammas  that  they  are  not 
in  the  "  least  tired,'*  step  into  flys  and  drive  a^ay  through  High  Street, 
kissing  their  hands,  bowing  and  smiling,  right  and  left,  as  they  go. 

Abel  Snorem,  having  purchased  a  pair  of  new  top-boots,  appears  in 
the  sky-blue  coat,  lined  with  pink  silk,  and  the  canary-coloured  shorts  of 
the  previous  evening,  looking  very  much  like  a  high-sheriff's  horse  foot' 
man  going  out  to  meet  the  judges.  Not  meaning  to  risk  his  neck, 
although  booted,  he  makes  the  fourth-  in  a  fly  with  Mr.  and  Miss 
Mordecai,  and  fat  old  Mr.  Guzzle,  who  goes  from  watering-place  to 
watering-place,  trying  the  comparative  merits  of  the  waters  in  restoring 
appetite  after  substantial  meals:  he  looks  the  picture  of  health  and 
apoplexy.  Mrs.  Barnington's  dashing  yellow  barouche  comes  hurrying 
down  the  street,  the  bays  bearing  away  from  the  pole,  and  the  coachman's 
elbows  sticking  out  in  a  corresponding  form.  Of  course  all  the  flys, 
horses,  and  passengers  that  are  not  desirous  of  being  driven  over  by 
"  John  Thomas,"  the  London  coachman,  are  obliged  to  get  out  of  the 
way  as  fast. as  they  can,  and  he  pulls  up  with  a  jerk,  as  though  he  had 
discovered  the  house  all  of  a  sudden.    Out  rush  two  powdered  flunkeys 
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in  red  plosli  breeches,  pink  silk  stocking^,  and  blue  coatees,  wben,  find- 
ing it  is  only  their  own  carriage,  a  dialogue  ensues  between  them  and 
Mr.  Coachman,  as  the  latter  lounges  over  the  box  and  keeps  flanking 
his  horses  to  make  them  stand  out  and  show  themselves. 

A  few  minutes  elapse,  and  out  comes  the  portly  butler,  with  a  "  Now 
then!  Missis  coming  down!"  whereupon  the  Johnnies  rush  to  their 
silver-laced  hats  on  the  hall  table,  seize  their  gold-headed  canes,  pull  their 
white  Berlins  out  of  their  pockets,  and  take  a  position  on  each  side  of  the 
barouche  door.  Mrs.  Bamington  sails  migesticaUy  down  stairs,  dressed 
in  a  sky-blue  satin  pelisse,  with  a  sky-blue  bonnet,  lined  with  pink,  and  a 
splendid  white  feather,  tipped  with  pink,  waving  gracefully  over  her  left 
shoulder.  She  is  followed  by  Bamington  and  Doleful,  the  former  carry- 
ing her  shawl  and  reticule  in  one  hand,  and  his  own  hunting-whip  in  the 
other.  Bamington,  as  usual,  is  well-dressed,  having  on  a  neat-fitting, 
single-breasted  scarlet  coat,  with  a  blue  collar,  and  rich  gilt  buttons, 
sky-blue  cravat,  canary-coloured  waistcoat,  well-cleaned  leathers  and 
gloves,  and  exquisitely  polished  boots,  with  very  bright  spurs.  Doleful, 
who  is  rather  in  disgrace,  for  having  introduced  a  partner  to  one  of  the 
three  Miss  Dobbses  over  night,  and  has  just  had  a  wigging  for  his 
trouble,  sneaks  behind,  attired  in  a  costume  that  would  have  astonished 
Tom  Bounding  himself,  at  the  Epping  Hunt.  It  consists  of  an  old 
militia  coat,  denuded  of  its  facings  and  trappings,  made  into  a  single- 
breasted  hunting  coat,  but,  for  want  of  doth,  the  laps  are  lined,  as  well 
as  the  collar  covered,  with  blue  ;  his  waistcoat  is  pea-green,  imparting  a 
most  cadaverous  hue  to  his  melancholy  countenance,  and  he  has  got  on  a 
pair  of  old  white  moleskin  breeches,  sadly  damed  and  cracked  at  the 
knees,  Hessian  boots,  with  large  tassels,  and  black  heel  spurs.  He  carries 
his  hat  in  one  hand,  and  a  black  gold-headed  opera  cane  in  the  other, 
and  looks  very  like  an  itinerant  conjuror.  Wliat  strange  creatures  fine 
women  sometimes  fancy  1 

Mrs.  Bamington  steps  listlessly  into  the  carriage,  throws  herself  upon 
the  back  seat,  while  Bamington  and  Doleful  deposit  themselves  on  the 
front  one;  the  door  is  shut  with  a  bang,  the  "Johnnies"  jump  up 
behind,  "wiit**  cries  the  coachman  to  his  horses,  off  they  go,  the  fat 
butler,  having  followed  them  up  the  High  Street  with  his  eyes,  closes 
the  door,  and  away  they  bowl  at  the  rate  of  twelve  miles  an  hour,  round 
the  Crescent,  through  Jireth  Place,  Ebenezer  Row,  Apollo  Terrace,  past 
the  Archery  Ground,  and  Mr.  Jackson's  public  gardens,  and  along  the 
Appledove  road,  as  far  as  the  Mount  Sion  turnpike-gate — leaving  pedes- 
trians, horsemen,  and  vehicles  of  every  kind  immeasurably  in  the 
distance. 

At  the  gate  a  crowd  is  assembled — Jones  Deans,  the  '*  pikeman,"  haa 
wisely  closed  the  bar,  and  "  No  trust  *'  stands  conspicuously  across  the 
road.  As  the  carriage  approaches,  it  is  thrown  wide  open,  off  goes 
Jones's  hat.  Mrs.  Jones  Deans  drops  a  hasty  curtsey,  that  almost  brings 
her  knees  in  contact  with  the  ground,  and  the  little  urchins  on  the  rails 
burst  into  an  involuntary  huzza.  John  Thomas  cuts  on,  and  turns  at  a 
canter  into  the  grass-field  on  the  left  of  the  road,  where  poor  Peter  has 
been  walking  his  hounds  about  for  the  last  hour  or  more.  What  a 
crowd!     Grooms  of  every  description,  with  horses  of  every  cut  and 
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cliaracter,  moviiig  up  and  down,  and  across  and  around  tlie  field ;  some 
to  get  their  horses*  coats  down,  others  to  get  their  legs  down,  a  few  to 
get  their  horses'  courage  down,  others  to  try  and  get  them  up :  some 
because  they  see  others  do  it,  and  others  because  they  have  nothing 
else  to  do. 

There  are  thirteen  flys  full  of  the  young  ladies  from  Miss  Prim's  and 
Miss  Prosy's  opposition  seminaries,  the  former  in  sky-blue  ginghams,  the 
latter  in  pink ;  Mrs.  Fleeceall  driven  by  her  dear  Fleecey  with  a  new 
hunting  whip,  in  a  double-bodied  one-horse  ''chay"  with  four  little 
Fleecealls  stuck  in  behind ;  Mr.  Da?ey,  the  new  apothecary,  with  his  old 
wife,  in  a  yellow  dennet  drawn  by  a  white  cart  mare ;  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Hookem  of  the  library  in  Jasper  Green  the  donkey  driver's  best  ass-cart ; 
farmer  Joltem  in  his  untaxed  gig,  with  his  name,  abode,  and  occupation 
painted  conspicuously  behind ;  old  Tim  Rickets,  the  furniture-broker,  in 
a  green  garden-chair  drawn  by  a  donkey;  the  post-man  on  a  mule, 
Boltem,  the  billiard  table-keeper,  and  Snooks  his  marker,  in  an  ass  phaeton  ; 
Donald  McGrath,  "  Squire  Arnold's  '*  Scotch  gardener,  on  "  Master 
Greorge's  pony ;  "  and  Sam  Finch,  the  keeper,  and  Thomas,  the  coachman, 
on  the  carriage  horses. 

Enveloped  in  a  large  dirty  old  Macintosh,  in  a  single-horse  fly,  with  a 
dirty  apology  for  a  postilion  on  the  animal,  with  hands  stuffed  into  his 
front  pockets,  and  a  hunting  whip  peeping  above  his  knees,  the  mighty 
Dennis  O'Brien  wends  his  way  to  the  meet,  his  brain  still  swimming  with 
the  effects  of  the  last  night's  champagne.  As  he  diverges  from  the  road 
into  the  grass-field,  he  takes  his  hunting  whip  from  its  place,  loosens  the 
thong,  and  proceeding  to  flagellate  both  rider  and  horse,  dashes  into  the 
crowd  in  what  he  considers  quite  a  "  bang-up  way."  "  Now,  Peter,  my 
boy  1"  he  roars  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  as  standing  erect  in  the  vehicle  he 
proceeds  to  divest  himself  of  his  elegant  **  wraprascal,"  "  be  after  showing 
us  a  run ;  for  by  the  piper  that  plaved  before  Moses,  I  feel  as  if  I  could 
take  St.  Peter's  itself  in  my  stride. — Och  blood  and  'ounds  I  ye  young 
spalpeen,  but  you've  been  after  giving  that  horse  a  gallop, — he's  sweating 
about  the  ears  already,"  he  exclaims  to  a  little  ohariU-school  boy,  whom 
the  livery-stable  keeper  has  despatched  with  a  horse  Dennis  has  hired  for 
the  '*  sason,"  warranted  to  hunt  four  days  a  week  or  oftener,  and  hack 
all  the  rest — a  raw-boned,  broken-knee' d,  spavined  bay,  with  some  very 
going  points  about  him.  ''  Be  after  jumping  off,  ye  vagabond,  or  I'll 
bate  you  into  a  powder." 

Bomeo  Simpkins  then  comet  tip-tupring  Mp  on  a  long-tailed  dun,  with 
a  crupper  to  the  saddle,  surrounded  bv  the  four  Miss  Merrygoes,  all 
ringlets  and  teeth,  and  the  two  Miss  Milleri,  all  forehead  and  cheeks, — 
the  cavalcade  moun|ed  by  the  opposition  riding-master,  Mr.  Higgs,  who 
follows  the  group  at  a  respectful  distance  to  see  that  they  do  not  take  too 
much  out  of  the  nags,  and  to  minute  their  ride  by  his  watch.*  Bomeo 
is  in  ecstasies!  He  has  got  on  an  ill-made,  cream-bowl-looking  cap, 
with  a  flourishing  ribbon  behind,  a  very  light-coloured  coat,  inclining 
more  to  pink  than  scarlet,  made  of  ladies'  habit-cloth,  a  yellow  neckcloth, 

*  At  most  watering-places  "unfortunates**  are  let  out  by  the  hour — ^half-a-crovm 
an  hour  for  a  three-legged  one;  three  shillings  for  a  horse  that  has  fDur. 
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liu  white  waistcoat  of  the  previous  erening,  and  very  thin  white  cord 
breeches  that  show  his  (garters,  atockinj;  tops,  and  eveiy  wrinlde  in  bis 
drawers ;  added  to  which,  after  a  fashion  of  his  own,  his  boots  are 
secured  to  his  breeches  by  at  least  half  a  dozen  buttons,  and  straps  round 
the  leg.  The  ladies  think  Borneo  "  quite  a  dear"  and  Borneo,  is  of  the 
same  opinion. 

"  Now,  Sarnington,  don't  ride  like  a  foot  and  break  your  neck,"  says 
tbe  amiable  Mrs.  Barnington  to  her  sapient  spouse,  as  he  begins  to  fidget 
and  stir  in  the  carriage,  as  the  groom  passes  and  repasses  with  a  fine 
brown  horse  in  tip-top  condition,  and  a  horn  at  the  saddle ;  a  request  that 


couTeyed  in  a  tone  that  implied,  "  I  hope  you  may  with  all  my  heart." 
turning  to  Doleful,  who  was  beginning  to  look  very  uneasy  as 
iting  time  approached,  she  added,  in  s  forgiving  tone,  "  Now,  my 


OR^   MA.  JORBOCKS'S   HUNT.  43 

dear  Captain,  don*t  let  Barnington  lead  you  into  mischief;  he's  a 
desperate  rider  I  know,  but  there's  no  occasion  for  you  to  follow  him  o?er 
everything  he  chooses  to  ride  at." 

Mrs.  Barnington  might  have  sj^ared  herself  the  injunction,  for  DolefuFs 
horse  was  a  perfect  antidote  to  any  extravagance ;  a  more  perfect  picture 
of  wretchedness  was  never  seen.  It  was  a  long,  lean,  hide-bound,  ewe- 
necked,  one-eyed,  roan  Bosinante,  down  of  a  hip,  collar-marked,  and 
crupper-marked,  with  conspicuous  splints  on  eaoh  leg,  and  desperately 
broken-kneed.  The  saddle  was  an  old  military  brass-can trelled  one,  with 
hair  girths,  rings  behind,  and  a  piece  of  dirty  old  green  carpet  for  a  saddle- 
cloth. The  bridle  was  a  rusty  Pelham,  without  the  chain,  ornamented 
with  a  dirty  faded  yellow- worsted  front,  and  strong,  cracked,  weather- 
bleached  reins,  swelled  into  the  thickness  of  moderate  traces — with 
the  head-stall  ends  flapping  and  flying  about  in  all  directions,  and  the 
choak-band  secured  by  a  piece  of  twine  in  lieu  of  a  buckle.  The  stirrups 
were  of  unequal  lengths,  but  this  could  not  be  helped,  for  they  were  the 
last  pair  in  Handley  Cross ;  and  Doleful,  after  a  survey  of  the  whole, 
mounts  and  sticks  his  feet  into  the  rusty  irons,  with  a  self-satisfied  grin 
on  his  spectral  face,  without  discovering  their  inequality. 

**  Keep  a  good  hold  of  her  mouth,  sir,"  says  the  fly-man  groom,  whose 
property  she  is,  gathering  up  the  reins  and  placing  them  in  a  bunch  in 
boleful's  hands ;  "  keep  a  good  hold  of  her  head,  sir,"  he  repeats,  an 
exhortation  that  was  not  given  without  due  cause,  for  no  sooner  did  the 
mare  find  herself  released  from  her  keeper,  than  down  went  her  head,  up 
went  her  heels,  off  went  the  captain's  hat,  out  flew  the  militia  coat  laps, 
down  went  the  black  gold-headed  cane,  and  the  old  mare  ran  wheel-barrow 
fashion  about  the  field,  kicking,  jumping,  and  neighing  to  the  exquisite 
delight  of  the  thirteen  fly-fulls  of  pink  and  blue  young  ladies  from  Miss 
Prim's  and  Miss  Prosy's  opposition  seminaries,  the  inflnite  satisfaction  of 
Mrs.  Pleeceall,  whom  Doleful  had  snubbed,  and  to  the  exceeding  mirth  of 
the  whole  field. 

*^Help  him  !  save  him  I "  screams  Mrs.  Barnington,  with  clasped  hands 
and  uplifted  eyes,  as  the  old  mare  tears  past  the  barouche  with  her  heels 
in  the  air,  and  the  loose  riding  M.  C.  sitting  like  the  **  Drunken  Hussar  " 
at  the  Circus,  unconsciously  digging  her  with  his  black  heel-spurs  as  she 
goes.  "  Oh  heavens !  will  nobody  save  him  ?  "  she  exclaims  ;  and  there- 
upon the  two  powdered  footmen,  half  dying  with  laughter,  slip  down 
from  bc«und,  and  commence  a  pursuit,  and  succeed  in  catching  the  mare 
just  as  she  had  got  the  Master  of  the  Ceremonies  fairly  on  her  shoulders, 
and  when  another  kick  would  have  sent  him  over  her  head.  Meanwhile 
Mrs.  Barnington  faints.  Fans,  water,  salts,  vinegar,  all  sorts  of  things, 
are  called  in  requisition,  as  may  be  supposed,  when  the  queen  of  Handley 
Cross  is  taken  ill ;  nothing  but  a  recommendation  from  the  new  doctor 
that  her  stays  should  be  cut,  could  possibly  have  revived  her. 

Peace  is  at  length  restored.  Doleful,  sorely  damaged  by  the  brass 
cantrel  and  the  pommel,  is  taken  from  the  **  old  kicking  mare,"  as  she 
was  called  at  the  stable,  and  placed  alongside  the  expiring  Mrs.  Barnington 
in  the  carriage,  and  having  had  enough  of  hunting,  Mr.  John  Thomas  is 
ordered  to  drive  home  immediately. 
^  Whereupon  Peter  takes  out  his  watch  and  finds  it  exactly  five  n^inutes 
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to  one,  the  hour  that  he  a«ed  to  be  laying;  the  cloth  for  Michael  Hardey'a 
diim«',  after  having  lulled  hia  fox  and  got  hi*  hortei  done  up.  Borain^ 
ton  haTing  seen  hie  wife  fairly  out  of  sight,  appean  a  new  man,  and 
mounting  his  brown  hunter  takes  his  horn  out  of  the  case,  knocka  it 
against  hia  thigh,  gives  his  whip  a  flourish,  and  trola  up  to  the  pack,  with 
one  foot  dangling  against  the  atirrup  iron. 

Peter  talutes  him  with  a  touch  of  his  cap,  his  groom  whipper-in  (OTapes 
hia  againat  the  ekies;  and  Bamington,  with  a  nod,  aaka  Peter  what  they 
^lall  draw  F    "  Hazleby  Hanger,  I  was  thinking,  sir,"  replied  Peter  with 


another  touch ;  "  the  keeper  says  be  saw  a  fox.  go  in  there  thia  n 

and  it's  very  nice  lying." — "  Well  then,  let  us  be  going,"  repliet  Bani- 

ingtoD,  looking  around  the  field. — "No!"   roars  Stephen  Dumpling, 
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taking  a  cigar  from  kia  mouth  ;  "  Hoppas  Hays  is  the  place ;  the  wind's 
westerly/' — wetting  his  finger  on  his  tongue,  and  holding  it  up  to  the 
air, — *'  and  if  we  can  force  him  through  Badger  Wood  and  Shortmead,  he 
will  give  us  a  rare  burst  over  Langley  Downs,  and  away  to  the  sea." — > 
"  Well,  what  you  please,  gentlemen,"  replies  Peter ;  "  only  we  have  not 
much  time  to  lose,  for  the  days  are  short,  and  my  fellow  servant  hers 
doesn't  know  the  country ;  besides  which  we  have  five  couple  of  young 
hounds  out." — "  /  say  Hazleby  Hanger,"  replies  Bamington  with  a  frown 
on  his  brow,  for  he  was  unused  to  contradiction  from  any  one  but  his  wife. 
"  /  8ay  Hoppas  Hays,"  replies  Dumpling  loudly,  with  an  irate  look,  and 
giving  his  boot  an  authoritative  bang  with  his  whip." — "  Well,  gentlemen, 
which  ever  you  please,"  says  Peter,  looking  confused. — "Then  go  to 
Hazleby  Hanger,"  responds  Barnington.  "Hoppas  Hays!"  exdaims 
Dumpling;  "mind,  Peter,  Fm  your  master." — "  No  more  than  myself 
replies  Barnington,  "  and  I  find  the  whipper-in."-^—"  Where's  Smith  P 
shouts  Dennis  O'Brian,  working  his  way  into  the  crowd,  with  his  coat- 

Sockets  sticking  out  beyond  the  cantrel  of  his  saddle,  like  a  poor  man's 
inner  wallet.     "  Here  1  here  !  here !  "  responded  half  a  dozen  voices 
from  horses,  gigs,  and  fiys. 

"  No,  Round'the'Comer  Smith  I  mean,"  replies  O'Brian.  "  Yonder  he 
is  by  the  cow-shed  in  the  comer  of  the  field ;  "  and  Smith  is  seen  in  the 
distance  in  the  act  of  exchanging  his  hack  for  his  hunter.  He  comes 
cantering  up  the  field,  feeling  his  horse  as  he  goes,  and  on  being  holloaed 
to  by  some  score  of  voices  or  more,  pulls  short  round  and  enters  the 
crowd  at  a  trot.  "  What  shall  we  draw  first.  Smith  ?  "  inquires  Mr. 
Bamington ;  "  I  propose  Hazleby  Hanger."  "  I  say  Hoppas  Hays," 
rejoins  Dumpling.—"  Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-zleby  Ha-ha-hanger,  or  Ho-ho-ho- 
ho-hoppas  Ha-ha-ha-ha-hays  1  I  should  think  Fa-fa-fa-farley  Pa-pa-pasture 
better  than  either."  "Well  then,  let  us  draw  lots,"  replied  Dennis 
O'Brian,  "  for  it's  not  right  keeping  gentlemen  and  men  of  fortune 
waiting  in  this  way.  By  the  great  gun  of  Athlone,  but  the  Ballyshannon 
dogs,  kept  by  Mr.  Trodennick,  would  find  and  kill  a  fox  in  less  time  than 
you  take  in  chaffing  about  where  you'll  draw  for  one.  See  now,"  added 
he,  pulling  an  old  Kacing  Calender  out  of  his  capacious  pocket,  and 
tearing  a  piece  into  slips,  "  here  are  three  bits  of  paper  ;  the  longest  is 
for  Hazleby  Hanger,  the  middle  one  is  Hoppas  Hays,  and  the  short  one 
shall  be  Farley  Pasture,  and  Peter  shall  draw ;  "  whereupon  Dennis 
worked  his  way  through  the  crowd,  advanced  into  the  middle  of  the  pack, 
and  just  as  Peter  drew  a  slip,  Dennis's  spavined  steeple-chaser  gave 
Abelard,  the  French  poodle,  such  a  crack  on  the  skull  as  killed  him  on 
the  spot.  The  field  is  again  in  commotion,  two-thirds  of  the  young  ladies 
in  pink  ginghams  burst  into  tears,  while  one  of  the  sky-blue  pupils  fisiints, 
and  a  second  is  thrown  into  convulsions  and  burst  her  stays  with  the 
noise  of  a  well-charged  two-penny  cracker.  "  WHo-hoop  !  "  cries  Dennis 
O'Brian,  "  here's  blood  already !  "  jumping  off  his  horse  and  holding  the 
expiring  animal  in  mid  air ;  "  Who-hoop,  my  boys,  but  we've  begun  the 
season  gallantly !  killed  a  lion  instead  of  a  fox !  "  and  thereupon  he  threw 
the  dead  dog  upon  the  ground  amid  the  laughter  of  a  few  pedestrians, 
and  the  general  execration  of  the  carriage  company. 

We  need  not  say  that  the  ^ort  of  the  ladies  was  oyer  for  the  day. 
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Thefe  lay  poor  Abekrd,  the  only  dog  in  the  pack  they  really  admired  ; 
whose  freaks  and  gambols,  in  return  for  buns  and  queen-cakes,  had  often 
beguiled  the  weariness  of  their  brother's  kennel  lectures.  The  sparkling 
eye,  that  watched  each  movement  of  the  hand,  was  glazed  in  death,  and 
the  flowing  luxuriance  of  his  well-combed  mane  and  locks  clotted  with 
gory  blood — Alas,  poor  Abelard  I 

''Oh  name  for  ever  sad !  for  ever  dear  ! 
Still  breathed  in  sighs,  still  ushered  with  a  tear." 

The  hounds  alone  seemed  unconcerned  at  his  fate,  and  walked  about 
and  smelt  at  him  as  though  they  hardly  owned  his  acquaintance,  when 
"  Mr.  Fleeceall,"  the  white  terrier  with  the  black  patch  on  his  eye,  having 
taken  him  by  the  ear,  with  the  apparent  intention  of  drawing  him  about 
the  field.  Miss  Prim  most  theatrically  begged  the  body,  which  was  forth- 
with transferred  to  the  bottom  of  her  fly,  to  the  unutterable  chagrin  of 
Miss  Prosy,  who  was  on  the  point  of  supplicating  for  it  herself,  and  had 
just  arranged  a  most  touching  speech  for  the  occasion.  Eyes  were  now 
ordered  to  be  dried,  and  the  young  ladies  were  forthwith  got  into  marching 
order.  Pink  ginghams  wheeled  off  first;  and  when  they  got  home,  those 
that  did  not  cry  before  were  whipped,  and  made  to  cry  after ;  while  the 
sky-blue  young  ladies  had  a  page  of  Sterne's  Sentimental  Journey,  com- 
mencing "  Dear  sensibility  !  source  unexhausted  of  all  that's  precious  in 
our  'joys  or  costly  in  our  sorrows  i  "  &c.,  to  learn  by  heart,  to  make  them 
more  feeling  in  future. 

The  field,  reduced  one-half,  at  two  o'clock  set  off  for  Farley  Pasture ; 
the  procession  consists  of  five  flys,  twenty-three  horsemen,  four  gig-men, 
and  a  string  of  thirteen  donkeys,  some  carrying  double,  and  others  with 
panniers  full  of  little  folk. 

Dumpling  and  Bamington  look  unamiable  things  at  each  other,  but 
neither  having  carried  his  point,  they  ride  along  the  sandy  lane  that  leads 
to  the  cover  in  pouting  sullenness.  The  cavalcade  rides  the  hill  that 
commands  the  cover  in  every  quarter,  where  Peter  and  the  pack  wait 
until  the  long-drawn  file  have  settled  themselves  to  their  liking.  The 
cover  is  an  unenclosed  straggling  gorse  of  about  three  or  four  acres  in 
extent,  rising  the  hill  from  a  somewhat  dense  patch  of  underwood, 
bounded  on  the  east  by  a  few  weather-beaten  Scotch  firs ;  the  country 
around  being  chiefly  grass-fields  of  good  dimensions.  Dumpling  canters 
round  the  cover,  and  takes  a  position  among  the  firs,  while  Bamington 
plants  himself  immediately  opposite;  and  Smith,  determined  not  to  be 
outdone  in  importance,  establishes  himself  to  the  south.  "  Yooi  in  there! " 
cries  Peter  at  last  with  a  wave  of  his  cap,  his  venerable  grey  hair  floating 
on  the  breeze;  '*yooi  in  there,  my  beauties!  "  and  the  old  hounds,  at  the 
sound  of  his  cheer)'  voice,  dash  into  the  gorse  and  traverse  every  patch 
and  comer  with  eagerness :  "  Have  at  him  there  I  "  cries  Peter,  as 
Belmaid,  a  beautiful  pied  bitch,  feathers  round  a  patch  of  gorse  near  a  few 
stunted  birch  and  oak  trees :  **  have  at  him  there,  my  beauty  !  " — "  yooi, 
wind  him  1  "  "  yooi  push  him ! " 

"  Talli-ho  !  "  cries  Abel  Suorem,  in  a  loud,  deep,  sonorous  voice  from 
Ub  fly,  rubbing  his  eyes  with  one  hand  and  raising  his  hat  in  the  air  with 
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the  other ;  "  talli-ho  I  yonder  he  goes."  "  ICb  a  hare  !  "  exclaims  Peter ; 
"  it^s  a  hare!  pray  hold  your  tongue,  sir  1  pray  do !  " — It  is  too  late ;  the 
mischief  is  done.  Three  couple  of  young  hounds  that  did  no^  like  the 
gorse,  having  caught  view^,  dash  after  her ;  and  puss's  screams  at  the 
corner  of  the  ploughed  field  are  drowned  in  the  horns  of  the  masters,  who 
commenced  the  most  discordant  tootleings^  puffings,  and  blowings,  as  soon 
as  Abel  Snorem's  talli-bo  was  heard.  Meanwhile  the  whipper-in  has 
worked  his  way  round  to  the  delinquents,  and,  jumping  off  his  horse, 
seizes  the  hind  quarters  of  puss,  whereupon  Vigilant  seizes  him  a  posteriori 
in  return,  and  makes  him  bellow  like  a  bull.  The  masters  canter  round, 
the  field  rush  to  the  spot,  and  all  again  is  hubbub  and  confusion.  "  Lay 
it  into  them  I  *'  exclaims  Bamington  to  his  groom  whipper-in ;  '*  cut  them 
to  ribbons,  the  riotous  brutes !  "  **  Don't !  "  interposes  Dumpling,  **  / 
wont  have  the  hounds  flogged ;"  whereupon  the  ladies  laud  his  feelings 
and  mutter  something  that  sounds  very  like  '*  Barnington  and  brute." 
Just  as  stuttering  Smith  is  in  the  midst  of  a  long  string  of  stammers  upon 
the  question  of  corporeal  punishment,  a  loud,  clear,  shrill  talli-ho  is  heard 
proceeding  from  the  neighbourhood  of  the  fir  trees,  and  Peter  on  the 
white  horse  is  seen  standing  in  his  stirrups,  cap  in  band,  halloaing  his 
hounds  away  to  their  fox. — "  Hoic  together,  hoic  !  "  and  the  old  hounds 
rush  eagerly  to  the  voice  that  has  led  them  to  a  hundred  glories. — 
"  Yonder  he  goes  by  Mersham  Hatch,  and  away  for  Downleigh-crag," 
exclaims  a  lad  in  a  tree,  and  eyes  are  strained  in  the  direction  that  he 
points. 

"Forrard  away!  forrard."  "Crack!  crack!"  go  a  score  of  whips; 
•'  talli-ho !  "  scream  a  dozen  voices.  **  Away !  away  !  away  !  "  holloas 
Peter,*  settling  himself  into  his  saddle.  "  Away  !  away  !  away  !  "  echoes 
the  groom  whipper-in,  as  he  stands  rubbing  himself,  debating  whether  to 
mount  or  go  home  to  the  doctor.  Barnington  races  round  the  corer, 
Dumpling  takes  the  opposite  side,  followed  by  Smith,  and  Dennis  O'Brian 
shoves  his  spavined  steed  straight  through  the  cover,  and  goes  bounding 
over  the  high  gorse  like  a  boat  off  a  rough  shore.  Eomeo  Simpkins  and 
his  tail  trot  after  a  fat  old  gentleman  on  a  black  cob,  dressed  in  a  single- 
breasted  green  coat,  with  mahogany-coloured  top-boots,  and  a  broad- 
brimmed  hat,  who  makes  for  Ashley  Lane,  from  thence  over  Downley 
Hill,  from  whence  there  is  a  full  view  of  the  pack  running  like  wildfire 
over  the  large  grass  enclosure  near  Haven sdeen  village,  with  no  one  but 
Peter  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  them.  Away  they  speed ;  and  just  as 
Peter's  white  horse  looks  like  a  pigeon  in  the  distance,  and  the  rest 
diminish  into  black  specks,  a  curve  to  the  left  brings  them  past  Arthing- 
worth  clump,  leaving  the  old  tower  on  the  right,  and,  skirting  the  side  of 
Branston  Wood,  far  in  the  distance  they  enter  upon  the  tract  of  chalky 
land  beyond.  The  old  gentleman's  eye  catches  fresh  fire  at  the  sight;  he 
takes  off  his  low-crowned  hat,  and  mops  his  bald  head  with  a  substantial 
snuff-coloured  bandana,  and  again  bumps  off  at  a  trot.  He  pounds 
along  the  lanes,  turning  first  to  the  right,  then  to  the  left ;  now  stopping 
to  listen,  now  cutting  through  the  backs  of  farm  buildings,  now  following 
an  almost  imperceptible  cart-track  through  a  line  of  field-gates,  until  he 
gains  Surrenden  Lane,  where  he  pulls  up  short  and  listens.  "  Hark  !"  he 
exclaims,  holding  up  his  hand  to  Homeo  and  his  female  friends,  who  are 
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giggling  and  tittering  at  the  delightful  canter  they  have  had  ;  "  hark !  " 
he  repeats,  in  a  somewhat  loader  voice.  A  short  sharp  chirp  is  borne  on  the 
breeze ;  it  is  Heroine  all  but  running  mute.  A  deeper  note  follows, — 
another,  and  another,  which  gradually  swell  into  chorus  as  the  pack  carry 
the  scent  across  the  fallow,  and  get  upon  turf  nearer  hand.  The  old 
gentleman  is  in  ecstasies.  He  can  hardly  contain  himself.  He  pulls  his 
cob  across  the  lane ;  his  hat  is  in  the  air,  no  one  views  the  fox  but  himself, 
the  hounds  pour  into  the  lane;  a  momentary  check  ensues.  Villager 
speaks  to  it  in  the  next  field;  Dexterous  has  it  too, — and  Coroner, 
Harmony,  Funnylass,  and  Bavenous  join  cry ! — they  run  the  hedge-row — 
a  snap  and  crack  is  heard  just  by  the  large  ash-tree.  "  Whoo-tohoop  !  " 
holloas  the  old  gentleman,  putting  his  finger  in  his  ear,  and  Peter 
comes  bounding  over  the  fence,  and  is  among  his  pack  fighting  for 
the  fox. 

Then  up  come  the  field,  the  horses  heaving,  panting,  and  blowing,  all  in 
a  white  lather,  and  the  perspiration  streaming  ofif  the  red  faces  of  riders. 
There  has  been  a  desperately  jealous  tustle  between  Barniugton  and 
Dumpling  which  should  ride  first ;  and  nothing  but  the  badness  of  the 
start  has  prevented  their  being  before  the  hounds.  Dumpling  has 
knocked  in  the  crown  of  a  new  eight-and-sixpenny  hat ;  while  a  strong 
grower  that  he  bore  before  him  through  a  stiff  bullfinch,  returned  with  a 
twitch  across  Bamington's  nose,  that  knocked  all  the  skin  off  the  bridge. 

"  I  claim  the  brush  1 "  exclaimed  Dumpling,  still  in  the  air.  '*  No  such 
thing !  "  responds  Barnington,  as  they  land  together  in  the  deep  lane, 
from  the  top  of  the  high  bank  with  a  strongly  pleached  hedge  on  the  top. 
•^  I  say  it's  mine  I  "  "I  say  it  isn't !  "  "I  say  it  is  1 "  "  Peter,  it's 
mine  !  "  "  Peter,  it  isn't !  "  "  At  your  peril  give  it  to  him !  "  "  You 
give  it  to  me,  or  I  discharge  you  1 " 

"Well,  gentlemen,"  replies  Peter,  laying  the  fox  before  him,  "which- 
ever way  you  please."  "  Then,  give  it  me."  "  No,  give  it  me."  "  Isn't 
it  mine,  sir  ?  "  says  Dumpling,  appealing  to  the  gentleman  on  the  cob, 
"  my  horse  touched  ground  first,  and,  according  to  all  the  laws  of 
steeple-chasing  that  ever  I've  heard,  or  read  of  in  '  Bell's  Life '  or  else- 
where, that's  decisive."  "I  should  say  it  was  Squire  Hartley's," 
observed  Peter,  looking  at  the  green-coated  gentleman  on  the  cob. 

"  Squire  Hartley's !  "  exclaim  Dumpling  and  Barnington  at  the  same 
moment;  "Squire  Hartley's!  How  can  that  be?  He's  not  even  a 
member  of  the  hunt,  and  doesn't  give  a  farthing  to  it."  "  It  was  his 
cover  we  found  in,"  replies  Peter ;  "  and  in  old  master's  time  we  always 
gave  the  brush  to  whoever  was  first  up."  "  Fint  up^^  roars  Dumpling, 
"  why,  he's  never  been  out  of  a  trot  I  "  "  And  ridden  the  road  !  "  adds 
Barnington.  "What  do  we  know  about  your  old  master?"  rejoins 
Dumpling,  "  he  was  a  skirting,  nicking.  Macadamizing  old  screw."  "He 
was  a  better  sportsman  than  ever  you  will  be,"  replies  Peter,  his  eyes 
sparkling  anger  as  he  spoke.  "  Let  us  have  none  of  your  impertinence," 
replies  Barnington,  nettled  at  the  disrespect  towards  a  member  of  the 
committee ;  "  and  let  me  advise  you  to  remember  that  you  hunt  these 
hounds  for  the  amusement  of  your  masters,  and  not  for  your  own  pleasure, 
and  you  had  better  take  care  how  you  steal  away  with  your  fox  again  as 
you   did  just  now."     "That  he  ha-ha-ha-had,"   exclaims  Bound-tbe-^ 
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comer  Smith,  as  be  creeps  down  the  side  of  the  bank,  holding  by  the 
pommel  of  his  saddle,  into  the  lane,  after  having  ridden  the  line  with  great 
assiduity  without  seeing  a  bit  of  the  run ;  "  I  never  saw  such  an  impudent 
thing  done  in  all  the  whole  course  of  my  li-li-li-life  before." 

Poor  Peter  made  no  reply.  An  involuntary  tear  started  into  the  comer 
of  his  eye,  when,  having  broken  up  his  fox,  he  called  his  hounds  together 
and  turned  his  horse's  head  towards  home,  at  the  thought  of  the  change 
he  had  lived  to  see.  Arrived  at  Handley  Cross,  he  fed  his  hounds, 
dressed  his  horse,  and  then,  paying  a  visit  to  each  of  his  masters,  respect- 
fully resigned  the  situation  of  "  huntsman  to  the  committee  of  management 
of  the  Handley  Cross  fox-hounds." 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THE   CLIMAX   OP   DISASTER. 


"  A  FELLOW  feeling  makes  us  wondrous  kind,*'  says  the  adage,  and 
the  present  case  was  no  exception  to  the  rule.  Our  three  masters, 
having  slept  on  their  visit  from  Peter,  met  the  next  morning,  when  all 
jealousies  were  merged  in  abuse  of  the  huntsman.  He  was  everything 
that  was  bad,  and  they  unanimously  resolved  that  they  were  extremely 
lucky  in  getting  rid  of  him.  '*  Anybody  could  hunt  a  pack  of  hounds," 
and  the  only  difficulty  they  anticipated  was  the  possibility  of  the  groom- 
whipper-in  not  being  sufficiently  recovered  from  his  bite  from  the  hound 
to  be  able  to  take  the  field  on  the  Friday,  for  which  day  the  hounds  were 
advertised  to  meet  at  Meddingley,  three  miles  down  the  vale,  in  the  cream 
of  their  country.  Barnington  would  have  no  difficulty  in  hunting  them 
if  any  one  would  whip-in  to  him ;  Dumpling  was  equally  confident ;  and 
Smith  said  he  had  no  "  he-he-he-he-si-tation  about  the  matter."  It  was 
therefore  arranged  that  each  should  lend  a  hand,  and  hunt,  or  turn  the 
hounds,  as  occasion  required,  and  let  the  world  at'  large,  and  Peter  in 
particular,  see  what  little  occasion  they  had  for  his  services.  Meanwhile 
Beckford,  Cook,  Scrutator,  and  others,  were  perseveringly  studied. 

Friday  came,  but  like  an  old  "Oaks  day"  it  was  very  languid  and 
feeble ;  there  was  no  polishing  of  hack  hunters,  no  borrowing  of  bridles 
or  lending  of  saddles,  no  bustle  or  hurry  perceptible  in  the  streets  ;  the 
water-drinkers  flocked  to  the  wells  as  usual,  and  none  but  the  regulars 
took  the  field.  Among  the  number  was  our  old  friend  Squire  Hartley  on 
his  black  cob,  attired  in  the  same  green  coat,  the  same  brown  top-boots, 
and  the  same  low-crowned  hat  as  before.  Snorem  and  Doleful  came  in  a 
gig  in  the  inspection  style,  and  Dennis  O'Brien  smoked  three  cigars  before 
any  one  looked  at  his  watch  to  see  how  the  time  went. 

At  length  Squire  Hartley  ventured  to  inquire  if  there  was  any  possibility 
of  the  servant  having  mistaken  his  way,  whereupon  it  simultaneously 
occurred  to  the  trio  that  there  might  be  something  wrong.  Joe  had 
orders   to  bring  the  hounds  by  an  unfrequented  lane,  so  as  to  avoid 


«M    Mi.i<  t'.'i  |•M•|•»^.  «»M*I  mfltif  huotiier  quarter  of  an  hour  spent  in 
„, .,    ..  •      ".M  »ir.l,l  yt'ft^.4.tU.n  in  Uift  direction  they  ought  to  come.     On 

f^ ,  „  ,f,.„Hr  MntnMif^  hui  hf  Hundyford  Lane,  a  scarlet-coated  man 

V,.     .    M  m  \hr.  /IrtUfftr^  4l*#i/ii(»^  ifi  the  middle  of  a  ploughed  field,  and  a 

,-.,  , (,„if  (I  li#rMMrmo  #**  K*'J''|'ing  about  it,  endeavouring  to  turn  the 

J, I.,   »/t  ii,^  ffrfrtr^/,  >ml  in  «>ini*:r|uence  of  riding  at  them  instead  of 

,/,  M.M|/  /'nift'l  f  it'^'^i.  K/.  M4/l^  tU  hounds  fly  in  all  direction9.  The  cavalcade 
.^r ..  f.^'-*-"l  'ni,  fi'r^^i4  mt^ff.  (\r%mn  from  their  cases,  and  our  three  masters 

.i,,t/r")  ifif'r  Mi«^  fi'^M,  {tuftiuu^  and  blowing  most  unsatisfactory  and  dis- 

t,f,\.,u^   {,U-ii       *'»*  ^h^u  disclr/sed  how  the  pack  had  broke  away  oh 

/'  ,.'!  f,'/  t  '!'<«')  )./rMA  K«/d  by,  und  how,  after  most  inefifectual  efforts  to. 

.  ,f.,  •« !'  rri,  »>"  )>'»'I  *'''*^'  *  ^//fifitryman  his  horse  and  whip,  while  he  stood 

,,  I'  I  fi#»ii  i.'ri'riM,/  if/i/l  '''/««inj(  them  away. 

I  M      r"'  «•    •'•>/</  *////(/!  f»)i*lif;d  through  the  assistance  of  the  field,  the 
, ,,  ,  ,t     //,»!.  •' r. A/ ir»»«i'li*t«;Nded  sides,  proceeded  sluggishly  to  the  cover. 
,.   ,.      ,)././  •**'*/'/^ittif,  f(ofse  on  a  hill  side,  with  a  large  quarry  hole  at 
, ,  , '»     »..,/>..  ffOffj  long  disuse,  had  grown  up  with  broom,  furze, 

,  ,,  .  1.  #/  ^r'f  'M.<.  hounds  seemed  very  easy  about  the  matter,  and 
,,, ,  .1  ...ri'A,  i^hili:  otlif;rs  stood  gazing  about  the  cover.  At  length 
. ,/  ,.  •'  /•  s'^»^**\  UiMt  it  was  time  to  throw  off,  so  they  began,  as  they 
.,  ./I      '  .  V'  ■*■*    ^'*i*  M  whistle  and  a  slight  wave  of  the  hand,  thinking  to 

. ,    ; .    ,  /  •/  f-.tf  ,it  tet  thi;  Nigrial, — no  such  thing,  however;  not  a  single 
^  ,^  .  ,,    \..,-r/',    *    th'taf.Ui,   Hiui  three  or  four  of   the  young  ones  most 

,,,  J  .  .  \^  *-**   t\t*ffh  on  the  spot.     The  gentleman  on  the  black  cob 

f  ,„  /////  ///'/'  /  "  n\tA  n«rnington,  taking  off  his  hat  and  standing 

f.rfi   '/''/    ff"^*  f  V.*'^  to  over,  hounds,  get  to  cover!"  screamed 
«','      */tthihtur\tip;  a  most  furious  onset  among  the  sitters, 
./,  >    ,  ,//.|/«d   iinrl  others  crept  into  cover  and  quietly  laid 
.    /./,  f'/,   /'//    n    riiip.      Five   or  six  couples   of  old    hounds, 
-   .  ■/?  /,'/»  '|»iit^  K'>''Ked  themselves  with  horse-flesh,  worked 
/,.         /^o/J,  im  foxes  abounded,  it   was  not   long  before  our 
.    //, ,   *Hw  oii«i  Mti;aling   away  up  the  brook  that   girded 
,"    ,t    t„.i*,  whirh,  but  for   his  eagle  eye,  would   have  got  off 
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tt.^A  IIm*.  old  grnth^man  at  Inst,  taking  off  bis  hat  on 
/  .«  '/  Mm.  f'ovf'r,  and  p<iinting  southwards  in  the  direction  of 
//  .',.,    *  .'/o/ij/  hold  for  foxrs. 

r  •\t*nttU't\  HaniingtcMi  without  seeing  him.     "Talli-ho!" 

.   /    Mh'fi   wilhoiif  one  having  caught  view  !  and  the  old 

.  /  t|f<  rol/n  hriid  straight  down  the  hill,  slid  and  crawled 

,     ' ,     ,»',', f    t'Mnyiit\   by  lh«*  lirld.     Here  with  much  hooping, 

/  /,/f^»//j(  lit  JMirris,   n  frw  couple  of  hounds  were  enticed 

hut\  ^'oi|/  liiiil  on  U}  the  srent,  dribbled  about  like  the 

i|  lt»^i/ii/  pf'^Tdrnrn  ar(»or(ling  to  their  several  degrees. 

f  I^KNf  Ifliff-k  iinil  whilr  hound,  with  a  strong  resem- 

^i  /ffM«h(r,  priivi*  II  howl  and  a  towl;  then  Harmony 

f    ^11  v«    M    iif|Mriik,  and    old    Solomon   threw   his 

ft  JMniiMly  and  indillerent  manner,  causing  some 
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of  the  young  lioands  to  peep  over  the  fune  bntbea  to  see  what  was 
goinft  on. 

The  run,  however,  was  of  short  contiouaace ;  after  crossing  three 
grass-fields  thej  came  to  a  greasj  fslloir,  across  which  the  hounds  wen 
working  the  scent  very  deliberately,  when  up  jumped  a  great  thumping 
hare,  which  they  ran  into  in  view  at  the  w^  at  the  comer.   Our  sportsmev 


were  somewhat  disgusted  at  this,  but  made  the  best  of  the  matter, 
and  laid  the  mishap  to  the  charge  of  the  horse  in  the  morning. 

After  consuming  another  hour  or  two  in  drawing  hopeless  covers,  and 
riding  about  the  country,  they  entered  Uandley  Cross  just  in  full  tide, 
when  all  the  streets  and  shops  swarmed  with  bright  eyes  and  smart 
dresses,  and  each  man  said  tbe;  had  had  a  capital  day's  sport,  and  killed. 
After  passing  through  the  principal  streets,  the  hounds  and  horses  were 
dismissed,  and  the  red  coats  were  seen  flitting  about  till  dusk. 

The  next  day,  however,  produced  no  change  for  the  better,  nor  the 
following,  nor  the  one  after ;  and  the  oftcner  they  went,  the  wilder  and 
worse  tbe  hounds  became.  Sometimes,  by  dint  of  mobbing,  they  managed 
to  kill  a  fox,  but  hares  much  more  frequently  fell  a  prey  to  tbe  renowned 
pack.    At  length  they  arrived  at  such  a  state  of  perfection,  that  they 
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would  hunt  almost  anything.  The  fields,  as  may  be  supposed,  soon 
dwindled  down  to  nothing,  and,  what  was  worse,  many  of  the  visitors 
began  to  slip  away  from  Handley  Cross  without  paying  their  subscriptions. 
To  add  to  their  misfortunes,  bills  poured  in  a-pace  for  poultry  and  other 
damage ;  and  every  farmer's  wife  who  had  her  hen-roost  robbed,  laid  the 
blame  upon  the  foxes.  Fleeoeall  had  the  first  handling  of  the  bills,  but 
not  being  a  man  with  a  propensity  for  settling  questions,  he  entered  into 
a  voluminous  correspondence  with  the  parties  for  the  laudable  purpose  of 
proving  that  foxes  did  not  meddle  with  poultry. 

One  evening  as  our  masters  returned  home,  quite  dispirited  after  an  un- 
usually bad  day,  without  having  seen  a  fox,  though  the  hounds  had  run 
into  and  killed  a  fat  wether,  and  seized  an  old  woman  in  a  scarlet  cloak, 
they  agreed  to  meet  after  dinner,  to  consider  what  was  best  to  be  done 
under  the  circumstances.  On  entering  the  room,  which  they  did  simulta- 
neously, two  letters  were  seen  on  the  table,  one  of  small  size,  directed  to 
"  The  Gentlemen  Managers  of  the  Handley  Cross  Hunt-Ball  and  Supper," 
containing,  in  a  few  laconic  items,  the  appalling  amount  of  £290  3«.  Qd. 
for  the  expenses  of  the  memorable  ball-night.  The  other  more  resembled 
a  Grovernment-office  packet  than  a  letter,  and  was  bound  with  red  tape 
and  sealed ;  it  was  addressed  to  the  "  Honourable  the  Committee  of 
Management  of  the  Handley.  Cross  Fox  Hounds."  Barnington,  more 
stout-nerved  than  liis  colleagues,  tore  off  the  tape,  when  out  of  the 
envelope  fell  a  many-paged  bill,  secured  at  the  stitching  part  with  a 
delicate  piece  of  blue  silk.     The  contents  ran  thus : — 

The  Honourable  Committee  of  Management  of  the  Handley  Cross 

Fox-hounds 

To  Walter  Fleeceall,  Dr. 

£    «.   d, 
"Sept.  Attending  you   by  especial  appointment,  when  you   commu- 
nicated your  desire  of  taking  the  Hounds        .        .        .         .0134 

Considering  the  subject  very  attentively 110 

Attending  Capt  Doleful,  M.C.,  at  Miss  Jell/s,  the  Pastry  Cook's, 
conferring  with  him  on  the  subject,  when  it  was  arranged 
that  a  Public  Meeting  of  the  Inhabitants  should  be  called     .       0  13     4 

Brawmg  notice  of  the  same 110 

Making  two  fair  copies  thereof 0  10     6 

Posting  same  at  Library  and  Billiard  Room  .  .068 

Long  attendance  on  Capt.  Doleful,  M.C.,  arranging  preliminaries, 
when  it  was  agreed  that  Mr.  Barnington  should  be  called  to 

the  chair 0  18    4 

•Communicating  with  Mr.  Barnington  thereon,  and  advising  him 

what  to  say 110 

Attending  Meeting,  self  and  clerk 1  10     6 

Making  speech   on  the  merits  and  advantages  of  Fox-hunting 

(what  you  please) 

Making    minute    of  the  appointment    of    the    committee    of 

management 068 

Attending  Capt.  Doleful,  M.C.,  by  especial  appointment  at  Miss 
Jelly's,  when  it  appeared  advisable  to  conciliate  the  farmers ; 
writing  to  Mr.  Stephen  Dumpling,  requesting  his  attendance      0    6    8 

Carried  forward  ..£840 
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£     8.    d. 
Brought  forward  ....      840 

Attending  meeting,  when  Mr.  Dumpling's  name  was  added  to  the 
committee,  and  title  of  hunt  changed  to  "  Handley  Cross " 
Hounds 110 

Making  special  minute  thereof,  and  of  appointment  of  self  as 

secretarj 0  10     6 

Writing  353  letters  soliciting  subscriptions,  inviting  and  exhort- 
ing gentlemen  to  become  members  of  the  hunt,  describing 
the  imiforms — scarlet  coats  with  blue  collars  in  a  morning, 
and  sky-blue  coats,  lined  with  pink  silk,  canary-coloured 
shorts,  and  white  silk  stockings  in  an  evening  (letters  very 
long  and  very  pressing) 25    0    0 

Writing  129  rejoinders  to  129  answers  from  129  gentlemen  who 
did  not  readily  come  into  the  thing,  pointing  out  the  merits 
and  advantages  of  fox-hunting  in  general,  and  of  the 
Handley  Cross  fox-hunt  in  particular 10    0    0 

Seven  gentlemen  refusing  to  subscribe  on  the  grounds  that  the 
hounds  would  hunt  hare,  drawing  long  and  special  affidavit 
that  they  were  true  to  fox  and  would  not  look  at  hare  .         .220 

Attending  swearing  same,  and  paid  for  oaths  .  ..068 

Three  gentlemen  refusing  to  become  members  unless  the  hounds 
were  allowed  to  run  hare  occasionally,  writing  to  assure  them 
their  wishes  would  be  complied  with 110 

Mr.  Spinnage  having  written  to  say  he  could  not  subscribe  unless 
they  occasionally  hunted  stags,  writing  to  assure  him  that 
they  were  stag-hounds  quite  as  much  as  fox-hounds  0     6     8 

Mrs.  Margery  Mumbleby  having  sent  in  a  bill  of  1^.  8s.  6d.  for 
four  hens,  a  duck,  and  a  goose,  stolen  by  the  foxes,  consulting 
sporting  records  to  see  whether  foxes  were  in  the  habit  of 
doing  such  things,  engaged  all  day,  and  paid  Mr.  Hookem,  the 
librarian,  for  searching  through  his  Sporting  Works       .        .220 

Writing  Mrs.  Margery  Mumbleby  very  fully  thereon,  and  stating 

my  firm  conviction  that  it  was  not  the  foxes  (copy  to  keep)  .       0  13     4 

Mrs.  Margery  Mumbleby  not  being  satisfied  with  my  answer, 
drawing  case  for  the  opinion  of  the  Editor  of  the  **  Field ; 
or,  Country  Gentleman's  Newspaper,**  three  brief  sheets  1  11     6 

Paid  carriage  of  parcel  and  booking 0     3     4 

Paid  him  and  secretary 2     4     6 

Carriage  of  parcel  back,  containing  Editor's  answer,  who  said  he 

had  no  doubt  the  foxes  were  "two-legged"  ones    .        .        .030 

Fair  copy  of  answer  for  Mrs.  Margery  Miunbleby,  and  writing 

her  fully  thereon  (copy  to  keep) 0     6     8 

Hearing  that  Dennis  O'Brien,  Esq.,  was  going  to  visit  his  castle 
in  Ireland,  calling  at  his  lodgings  to  receive  the  amount  of 
his  subscription  prior  to  his  departure,  when  the  maid- 
servant said  her  master  was  not  at  home        .... 

Calling  again,  same  answer 

Ditto  ditto 

Ditto  ditto 

Ditto  ditto 

Ditto                ditto,  when  the  servant  said  Mr.  O'Brien  had 
left  this  morning 

Much  mental  anxiety,  postage,  parcels,  letters,  kc,  not  before 
charged  (what  you  please) 

ToUl     £85  16     2 


It  is  but  justice  to  Mr.  Fleeceall's  accurate  method  of  transacting  busi- 
ness, to  state  that  on  the  creditor  side  was  18/.  18«.  for  six  subscriptions 
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received,  and  a  very  prommng  list  of  gentlemen  who  bad  not  yet  found  it 
convenient  to  pay,  amounting  in  the  whole  to  some  800^. 

The  two  bilk,  however,  sealed  the  fate  6f  the  committee  of  management, 
and  drove  the  slaughtered  Wether  and  sdurlet-doaked  old  woman  of  the 
morning  out  of  their  recollections. 

Shocked  at  his  situation,  Stephen  Dumpling  took  tbe  white-legged 
chesnut  to  Duncan  Nevin,  but  though  that  worthy  admitted  that  he  was 
varry  like  the  field,  neither  his  long  tali,  nor  his  Rowing  inane,  would 
induce  him  to  offer  more  than  twehty-five  pounds  for  him. 

"  I  really  have  more  horses  than  I  can  do  with,"  repeated  Mr.  Nevin ; 
"  had  you  come  last  week,  or  the  week  afOre,  I  had  three  gentlemen 
wanting  horses  for  the  season,  akid  I  could  have  giyen  you  more,  for  I 
should  have  got  him  kept  till  April,  and  there  may  oe  a  vast  of  frost  or 
snow  before  then,  but  it  would  not  do  for  me  to  have  him  standing  eating 
his  head  off;  you  know  I've  nothing  to  do  with  the  weather,"  added  he, 
"  when  they  are  once  let."  Had  Dubc&n  khoWn  how  things  stood,  he 
would  not  have  offered  him  more  than  ten. 

Portunately  for  Stephen,  Smith  and  Bamington  being  both  in  high 
credit,  the  chesnut  was  saved  from  the  "  Nimrod  livery  and  biut  stables." 
Still  the  committee  was  at  an  end,  and  that  soon  became  known.  '*  Who 
now  was  to  take  the  hounds  ?  "  was  the  universal  inquiry,  which  no  one 
could  answer.  The  visitors  looked  to  the  townspeople  to  make  the  move, 
and  the  townspeople  wished  to  give  them  precedence.  With  the  uninitiated, 
the  main  qualification  for  a  master  appears  to  be  "  plenty  of  money." 
With  them  the  great  sporting  objection  of  "  he  knows  nothing  about 
hunting,"  is  unheard  of. 

The  case  was  urgent  and  the  emergency  great.  None  of  the  committee 
would  touch  again,  and  there  was  no  engagement  to  hunt  out  the  season. 
Puff  paragraphs  were  tried  in  the  Handley  Cross  Paul  Pry,  a  gossiping 
publication,  which  enlivened  the  list  of  arrivals,  departures,  changes  of 
residence,  parties  given,  Sec.,  M(ith  what  it  called  the  '*  sports  of  the 
chase,"  but  without  success.  Some,  to  be  sure,  nibbled,  and  made  in- 
quiries as  to  expense  and  subscription,  but  their  ultimatums  were  always 
in  the  negative !  Sky-blue  ooatiB  and  pink  linings  were  likely  to  be  at  a 
discount. 

In  the  midst  of  the  dilemma.  Captain  Doleful's  anxious  mind,  quickened 
by  self-interest,  hit  upon  a  gentleman  made  for  the  place — ^rich  as  CroBsus, 
a  keen  and  scientific  sportsman — an  out-and-out  lover  of  hunting— every- 
thing in  fact  that  they  wanted.  His  face  wrinkled  like  a  Norfolk  biffin 
with  delight,  and  he  summoned  Fleeceall,  Hookem  the  librarian,  Boltem 
the  billiard-table  keeper,  to  Miss  Jelly's,  where  over  a  tray  of  hot  mutton 
pies,  most  magnanimously  furnished  at  his  own  expense,  he  arranged  the 
scheme  disclosed  in  the  following  chapter. 


on,  us.  ioaiocta'i  huxt. 


CHAPTER  Vll. 

mL  JOKBOCKS. 
"  1  HUB  he  HM  to  kU  Um  oouuta?  d««r.* 


"  Wheib  an  tbat  be  from,  Biqjiililn  f  "  inquired  Mr.  Jorrooln  of  hi> 
boy  of  all-irork,  b«  the  Utter  presented  him  with  m  large  donble-headed 
letter,  with  h  flonriahing  coat  of  anni  KtL 


llr.  Jorrocki  was  a  great  citj  grocer  of  the  old  stJiool,  one  who  was 
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neither  ashamed  of  his  trade,  nor  of  carrying  it  on  in  a  dingy  warehouse 
that  would, shock  the  managers  of  the  fine  mahogany-countered,  gilt- 
canistered,  puffing,  poet-keeping  establisliments  of  modem  times.  He 
had  been  in  business  long  enough  to  remember  each  succeeding  lord 
mayor  before  he  was  anybody — "reg'lar  little  tuppences  in  fact,"  as 
he  used  to  say.  Not  that  Mr.  Jorrocks  decried  the  dignity  of  civic 
honour,  but  his  ambition  took  a  different  turn.  He  was  for  the  field, 
not  the  forum. 

As  a  merchant  he  stood  high — country  traders  took  his  teas  without 
tasting,  and  his  bills  were  as  good  as  bank  notes.  Though  an  unlettered 
man  he  had  great  powers  of  thought  and  expression  in  his  peculiar  way. 
He  was  "  highly  respectable,"  as  they  say  on  'Change — that  is  to  say,  he 
was  very  rich,  the  result  of  prudence  and  economy — ^not  that  he  was 
stingy,  but  his  income  outstripped  his  expenses,  and  money  like  snow  rolls 
up  amazingly  fast. 

A  natural  born  sportsman,  his  lot  being  cast  behind  a  counter  instead 
of  in  the  country,  is  one  of  those  frolics  of  fortune  that  there  is  no 
accounting  for.  To  remedy  the  error  of  the  blind  goddess,  Mr.  Jorrocks 
had  taken  to  hunting  as  soon  as  he  could  keep  a  horse,  and  though  his 
exploits  were  long  confined  to  the  suburban  county  of  Surrey,  he  should 
rather  be  "  credited  "  for  keenness  in  following  the  sport  in  so  unpropitious 
a  region,  than  "  debited  "  as  a  Cockney  and  laughed  at  for  his  pains.  But 
here  the  old  adage  of  "  where  ignorance  is  bliss,"  &c.  came  to  his  aid,  for 
before  he  had  seen  any  better  country  than  Surrey,  he  was  impressed 
with  the  conviction  that  it  was  the  '*  werry  best,"  and  their  hounds  the 
finest  in  England. 

"  Doesn't  the  best  of  everything  come  to  London  ?  "  he  would  ask, 
and  doesn't  it  follow  as  a  nattaral  consequence,  that  the  best  'untiug  is  to 
be  had  from  it  ?  " 

Moreover,  Mr.  Jorrocks  looked  upon  Surrey  as  the  peculiar  province  of 
Cockneys — we  beg  pardon — Londoners.  His  earliest  recollections  carried 
him  back  to  the  days  of  Alderman  Harley,  and  though  his  participation  in 
the  sport  consisted  in  reading  the  meets  in  a  boot-maker's  window  in  the 
Borough,  he  could  tell  of  all  the  succeeding  masters,  and  criticise  the 
establishments  of  Clayton,  Snow,  Maberly,  and  the  renowned  Daniel 
Haigh. 

It  was  during  the  career  of  the  latter  great  sportsman,  that  Mr. 
Jorrocks  shone  a  brilliant  meteor  in  the  Surrey  hunt — he  was  no  rider, 
but  with  an  almost  intuitive  knowledge  of  the  run  of  a  fox,  would  take 
oflf  his  hat  to  him  several  times  in  the  course  of  a  run.  No  Saturday 
seemed  perfect  unless  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  there ;  and  his  great  chesnut 
horse,  with  his  master's  coat -laps  flying  out  beyond  his  tail,  will  long  be 
remembered  on  the  outline  of  the  Surrey  hills.  These  are  recollections 
that  many  will  enjoy,  nor  will  their  interest  be  diminished  as  time  throws 
them  back  in  the  distance.  Many  bold  sportsmen,  now  laid  on  the  shelf, 
and  many  a  bold  one  still  going,  will  glow  with  animation  at  the  thoughts 
of  the  sport  they  shared  in  with  him. 

Of  the  start  before  day-break — the  cries  of  the  cads — the  mirth  of  the 
the  breakfasts  at  Croydon — the  dear  "  Derby  Arms," — the  cheery 


OB^   MR.  JORBOCKS^S   HUNT.  57 

Charley  Morton  then  the  ride  to  the  meet — ^the  jovial  greeting — the 
glorious  find,  and  the  exhilarating  scrambles  up  and  down  the  Surrey  hills. 
— Then  if  they  killed ! — O,  joy !  unutterable  joy  1  How  they  holloaed  ! 
How  they  hooped !  How  they  lugged  out  their  half-crowns  for  Tom 
Hill,  and  returned  to  town  flushed  with  victory  and  eau-de-vie. 

But  we  wander — 

When  the  gates  of  the  world  were  opened  by  railways,  our  friend's 
active  mind  saw  that  business  might  be  combined  with  pleasure,  and  as 
first  one  line  opened  and  then  another,  he  shot  down  into  the  different 
countries — bags  and  all — Beckford  in  one  pocket — order  book  in  the 
other — hunting  one  day  and  selling  teas  another.  Nay,  he  sometimes  did 
both  together,  and  they  tell  a  story  of  him  in  Wiltshire,  holloaing  out  to  a 
man  who  had  taken  a  fence  to  get  rid  of  him,  "  Did  you  say  two  chests  o' 
black  and  one  o*  green  ?  " 

Then  when  the  Great  Northern  opened  he  took  a  turn  down  to  Peter- 
borough, and  emboldened  by  what  he  saw  with  Lord  Fitzwilliam,  he 
at  length  ventured,  right  into  the  heaven  of  heavens — the  grass — or 
what  he  calls  the  "cut  'em  down**  countries.*  What  a  commotion 
he  caused !  Which  is  Jorrocks  ?  Show  me  Jorrocks !  Is  that  old 
Jorrocks  1  and  men  would  ride  to  and  fro  eyeing  him  as  if  he  were  a 
wild  beast.  Gradually  the  bolder  ventured  a  word  at  him — observed  it 
was  a  fine  day — asked  him  how  he  liked  their  country  ?  or  their  hounds. 
Next,  perhaps,  the  M.  F.  H.  would  give  him  a  friendly  lift — say  "  good 
morning,  Mr.  Jorrocks  '* — then  some  of  what  Jorrocks  calls  the  "  hupper 
crusts"  of  the  hunt,  would  begin  talking  to  him,  until  he  got  fairly 
launched  among  them — when  he  would  out  with  his  order  book  and  do  no 
end  of  business  in  tea.  None  but  Jorrocks  &  Co.'s  tea  goes  down  in 
the  midland  counties.  Great,  however,  as  he  is  in  the  country,  he 
is  equally  famous  in  London,  where  his  "  Readings  in  Beckford"  and 
sporting  lectures  in  Oxendon  Street,  procured  him  the  attentions  of 
the  police. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  had  now  passed  the  grand  climacteric,  and  balancing  his 
age  with  less  accuracy  than  he  balanced  his  books,  called  himself  somewhere 
between  fifty  and  sixty.  He  wouldn't  own  to  three  pund,  as  he  called 
sixty,  at  any  price.  Neither  could  he  ever  be  persuaded  to  get  into  the 
scales  to  see  whether  he  was  nearer  eighteen  "  stun  "  or  twenty.  He  was 
always  "  'ticlarly  engaged  "  just  at  the  time,  either  goin'  to  wet  samples 
of  tea  with  his  traveller,  or  with  some  one  to  look  at  "  an  oss,"  or,  if  hard 
pressed,  to  take  Mrs.  J.  out  in  the  chay.  "  He  didn't  ride  stipple 
chases,"  he  would  say,  "and  wot  matter  did  it  make  ow  much  he 
weighed  ?  It  was  altogether  'twixt  him  and  his  oss,  and  weighin'  wouldn't 
make  him  any  lighter."  In  person  he  was  a  stifle,  square-built,  middle- 
sized  man,  with  a  thick  neck  and  a  large  round  head.  A  wooly  broad- 
brimmed  lowish-crowned  hat  sat  with  a  jaunty  side-long  sort  of  air  upon 
a  bushy  nut-brown  wig,  worn  for  comfort  and  not  deception.  Indeed 
his  grey  whiskers  would  have  acted  as  a  contradiction  if  he  had,  but 
deception  formed  no  part  of  Mr.  Jorrocks's  character.    He  had  a  fine 

*  *'  Cut  'em  down  and  hang  'em  up  to  dry  !  '* — LeicesteiMre  phrase. 


58  HAIfDLKY   CkOSS; 

ft 

open  oounteiianoe,  ^nd  though  his  turn-up  nose,  littie  grey  eyes,  and 
rather  twisted  moutk,  were  not  handsothe,  still  there  was  a  combinalioh 
of  fun  and  good-humour  in  his  looks  that  pleased  at  first  sight,  and 
made  one  forget  all  the  rest.  His  dress  was  generally  the  same — a 
puddingey  white  neckcloth  tied  in  a  knot,  capacious  snirt  frill  (sWt 
made  without  collars),  a  single-breasted  high-collared  buff  waistcoat  with 
covered  buttons,  a  blue  coat  with  metal  ones,  dark  blue  stockingnet 
pantaloons,  and  hessian  ]i)oots  with  large  tassds,  displaying  the  li^ried 
dimensions  of  his  full,  well-turned  limbs.  The  coat  pockets  were  outside, 
and  the  back  buttons  far  apart. 

His  business  place  was  in  St.  Botolph*s  Lahie,  in  the  city,  but  his  resi- 
dence was  in  Great  Coram  Street.  Thb  is  rather  a  curious  locality,— <;ity 
people  considering  it  west,  i^hile  those  in  the  west  consider  it  east.  The 
fact  is,  that  Great  Coram  Street  is  somewhere  about  the  centre  of  London, 
near  the  London  University,  and  not  a  great  way  from  the  Euston  station 
of  the  Birmingham  railway.  Jorrocks  says  it  is  close  to  the  two  best 
cover  hacks  in  the  world,  the  Great  l^orthem  and  Euston  stations. 
Approaching  it  from  the  east,  which  seems  the  proper  way  of  advancing 
to  a  city  man's  residence,  you  pass  the  Foundling  Hospital  in  Guildford 
Street,  cross  Brunswick  Square,  and  turning  short  to  the  left  you  find 
yourself  in  '*  Great  Coram  Street."  Neat  unassiuning  houses  form  the 
sides,  and  the  west  end  is  graced  with  a  building  that  acts  the  double  part 
of  a  reading-room  and  swimming-bath ;  '*  literature  and  lavement "  is  over 
the  door. 

In  this  region  the  dazzling  glare  of  civic  pomp  and  courtly  state  are 
equally  unknown.  Fifleen-year-old  footboys  in  cotton  velveteens  and 
variously  fitting  coats  being  the  objects  of  ambition,  while  the  rattling  of 
pewter  pots  about  four  o'clock  denote  the  usual  dinner  hour. — It  is  a  nice 
quiet  street,  highly  popular  with  Punch  and  other  public  characters.  A 
smart  confectioner's  in  the  neighbourhood  leads  one  to  suppose  that  it  is  a 
favourite  locality  for  citizens. 

We  may  as  well  introduce  the  other  inmates  of  Mr.  Jorrocks's  house, 
before  we  return  to  our  story,  premising  that  they  are  now  going  to  act  a 
prominent  part. 

Mrs.  Jorrocks,  who,  her  husband  said,  had  a  cross  of  blood  in  her,  her 
sire  being  a  gent,  her  dam  a  lady's  maid,  was  a  commonish  sort  of 
woman,  with  great  pretension,  and  smattering  of  gentility.  She  had  been 
reckoned  a  beauty  at  Tooting,  but  had  outlived  all,  save  the  recollection  of 
it.  She  was  a  dumpy  figure,  very  fond  of  fine  bonnets,  and  dressed  so 
differently,  that  Mr.  Jorrocks  himself  sometimes  did  not  know  her.  Her 
main  characteristics  were  a  red  snub  nose,  a  profusion  of  false  ringlets, 
and  gooseberry  eyes,  which  were  green  in  one  light  and  grey  in  another. 

Mr.  Jorrocks's  mother,  who  had  long  held  a  commission  to  get  him  a  wife, 
had  departed  this  life  without  executing  it ;  and  our  friend  soon  finding 
himself  going  all  wrong  in  his  shirts  and  stocking-feet,  and  having  then 
little  time  to  go  a  courting,  just  went,  hand  over  head  as  it  were,  to  a 
ball  at  the  Horns  at  Kennington  Common,  and  drew  the  first  woman  that 
teemed  inclined  to  make  up  to  him,  who  chanced  to  be  the  now  companion 
'  bis  greatness. 
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No  childrea  bleaaed  the  union  ;  and  a  niece,  the  orphan  daughter  of  « 
brother  of  Mr.  Joiroclu,  formed  their  family  circle.  Belinda  Jorrocki 
waa  jnat  entering  upon  womanhood — young,  beautiful,  and  guileleas. 
In  person  she  was  of  the  middle  size,  neither  too  alim  nor  too  stout,  bat 
jurt  of  that  plum})  and  pleasantly-roundAl  form  that  charms  all  eyes, 
whether  admirers  of  the  tall  or  short.  Her  light-brown  silken  hair  daaped 
the  iTpry  forehead  of  a  beautifnl  oval  face,  while  the  delicate  regularity  of 
her  ligfat^-peactlled  eyebrows  contrasted  with  the  long  rich  fringe  of  her 


large  blue  eyes ;  rosy  lips  and  pearly  teeth  appeared  below  her  Grecian 
nose,  while  oer  clear  though  somewhat  pale  complexion  brightened  with 
the  flush  of  animation  when  she  spoke.  Her  waist  was  small,  and  her 
feet  sylph -like. 

"  Where  can  this  be  from,  Einjimin  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Jorrocks,  taking 
the  letter  before  mentioned  as  he  sat  in  hia  red  morocco  hunting- chair  in 
the  back  drawing-room  in  Great  Coram  Street. 

"  'Andley  Cross  !  Where  is  that  P  "  said  he,  looking  at  the  post-mark, 
"  Knows  DO  one  there,  I  think,"  continued  he,  cutting  the  paper  on  each 
side  of  the  seal  with  a  pair  of  large  scissors  kept  in  the  capacious  black 
inkstand  before  him.  Having  opened  the  envelope,  a  large  sheet  of  white 
paper  and  a  gilt-edged  pink  satin-paper  note,  headed  with  an  embossed 
stf^-bunt,  presented  tbemBelves.  He  opened  the  note  first.  The  writing 
waa  unknown  to  him,  so  he  took  up  the  other,  and  folding  it  out, 
proceeded  to  read  the  contents.    Thus  it  run : — 
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to  john  j0rr0ck8,  esq. 

"  Honoured  Sir, 

"  The  committee  of  management  of  the  Handley  CroBS  fox- 
hounds being  under  the  necessity  of  relinquishing  their  undertaking,  wo, 
the  undersigned  keen  and  determined  sportsmen,  having  experienced  the 
evils  of  a  divided  mastership,  and  feeling  fiilly  impressed  with  the  import- 
ance of  having  a  country  hunted  single-handed  by  a  gentleman  of  known 
talent  and  experience,  who  will  command  the  respect  and  obedience  of 
his  followers  and  the  admiration  of  the  world,  look  up  to  you,  sir,  as  pre- 
eminently qualified  for  the  distinguished,  honourable,  and  much  coveted 
situation." 

"  My  vig !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  jumping  from  his  chair,  slapping 
his  thigh,  and  hopping  round  the  table,  taking  up  three  or  four  holes  of 
his  face  with  delight — "  My  vig  1  who  would  have  ever  thought  of  such 
a  thing  I — O,  John  Jorrocks !  John  Jorrocks  I  you  are  indeed  a  most 
fortunate  man !  a  most  lucky  dog  I  0  dear  ! — O  dear !  Was  ever  any 
thing  so  truly  delightful  1 "  Some  seconds  elapsed  ere  our  worthy  friend 
could  compose  himself  sufficiently  to  look  again  at  the  letter.  At  last  he 
resumed : — 

"  When  we  consider,  sir,"  it  continued,  "  the  brilliant  position  you 
have  long  achieved  in  that  most  illustrious  of  all  hunts,  *the  Surrey,' 
and  the  glorious  character  you  have  gained  as  an  ardent  admirer  of 
field  sports,  we  feel  most  deeply  and  sincerely  sensible  that  there  is 
no  one  to  whom  we  can  more  safely  confide  this  important  trust  than 
yourself." 

"  Capital !  bravo !  werry  good  indeed  I  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  laying 
down  the  letter  again  for  the  purpose  of  digesting  what  he  had  read. 
"  Capital  indeed,"  he  repeated,  nursing  one  leg  over  the  other,  and  casting 
his  eyes  up  at  a  dirty  fly-catcher  dangling  over  his  head.  Thus  he  sat 
for  some  moments  in  mute  abstraction.  At  length  he  let  down  his  leg 
and  took  up  the  letter. 

"  In  conclusion,  sir,"  it  ended,  "  we  beg  to  assure  you  that  you  possess 
alike  the  confidence  and  esteem  of  the  inhabitants  of  this  town  and  neigh- 
bourhood ;  and  in  the  event  of  your  acceding  to  our  wishes,  and  becoming 
the  manager  of  our  magnificent  hunt,  we  pledge  ourselves  to  afford  you 
our  most  cordial  and  strenuous  support,  and  to  endeavour  by  every  means 
in  our  power  to  make  you  master  of  the  Handley  Cross  fox-hounds,  at  the 
smallest  possible  expense  and  inconvenience  to  yourself. 

(Signed)  Miserkimus  Doleful,  M.  C, 

Captain  half-pay. 
Duncan  Nevin. 
Alfred  Boltem. 
Simon  Hookem. 
Walter  Fleeceall. 
Judas  Turnbill. 
Michael  Grasper." 
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"  Capital,  indeed  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  laying  down  the  letter, 
clapping  and  rubbing  his  hands  ;  **  wenry  good  indeed — most  beautiful,  in 
fact — wot  honour  I  arrive  at ! — wonder  what  these  chaps  are  now  ! " 
added  he ;  saying  which,  in  taking  up  the  letter  his  eye  caught  the  pink 
satin  paper  note.  It  was  in  the  same  line  lady-like  running  hand  as  the 
letter,  and  purported  to  be  from  Captain  Doleful,  explanatory  of  their 
motives,  and  vouching  for  the  respectability  of  himself  and  brother  requi- 
sitionists.  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  all  delight,  and  being  the  child  of  impulse 
and  generous  feelings,  his  joy  found  vent  in  stamping  on  the  floor, 
thereby  summoning  his  servant  the  aforesaid  Benjamin  into  his  presence. 

Benjamin,  or  Binjimin,  as  Mr.  Jorrocks  pronounced  the  name,  was 
one  of  those  mischievous  urchins  that  people  sometimes  persuade  them- 
selves do  the  work  of  a  man  without  the  wages.  He  was  a  stunted, 
pasty-faced,  white-headed,  ginnified  boy,  that  might  be  any  age  from 
eight  to  eighteen,  and  as  idle  and  mischievous  a  brat  as  it  was  possible 
to  conceive ;  sharp  as  a  needle,  and  quick  as  lightning,  he  was  far  more 
than  a  match  for  his  over  easy  master,  whom  he  cheated  and  deceived  in 
every  possible  way.  Whatever  went  wrong,  Benjamin  always  had  an 
excuse  for  it,  which  generally  transferred  the  blame  from  his  own  to  some 
one  else's  shoulders, — a  piece  of  ingenuity  that  required  no  small  degree 
of  dexterity,  inasmuch  as  the  light-porter  of  the  warehouse,  Betsey,  a 
maid  of  all  work,  and  a  girl  under  her,  were  all  he  had  to  divide  it  among. 
Not  a  note  came  into  the  house,  or  a  letter  went  out  of  it,  but  Benjamin 
mastered  its  contents ;  and  Mrs.  Jorrocks  was  constantly  losing  things 
out  of  the  store-room  and  closets,  which  never  could  be  traced  to  anybody. 

One  unlucky  Sunday  morning,  indeed,  Mr.  Jorrocks  happened  to  turn 
back  suddenly  on  his  way  to  church,  and  caught  him  sitting  in  his  easy 
cliair  at  the  breakfast  table,  reading  Bell's  Life  in  London,  and  scooping 
the  marmalade  out  of  the  pot  with  his  thumb,  when  he  visited  Benjamin's 
back  with  a  summary  horse-whipping ;  but  that  was  the  only  time,  during 
a  period  of  three  years,  that  he  ever  was  caught  in  a  scrape  he  could  not 
get  out  of.  This  might  be  partly  attributable  to  Betsey  finding  it  con- 
venient to  be  in  with  Benjamin,  who  winked  at  the  visits  of  a  genteel 
young  man  from  a  neighbouring  haberdasher's.  The  poor  maid  under 
Betsey,  and  the  light  porter,  who  was  generally  absent,  were  therefore  the 
usual  scape-goats,  or  somebody  else's  servant,  who  had  happened  to  come 
with  a  message  or  parcel.  Such  was  Mr.  Jorrocks's  domestic  establish- 
ment, which,  like  most  masters,  he  either  thought,  or  affected  to  think, 
very  perfect. 

We  left  our  friend  stamping  for  Benjamin,  who  made  his  appearance  as 
soon  as  he  could  slip  down-stairs  and  come  up  again,  he  having  been 
watching  his  master  through  the  keyhole  since  delivering  the  letter. 
•  «  «  «  •  • 

**  Now,  Binjimin,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing  him  with  one  of  his  bene- 
volent looks,  and  not  knowing  exactly  what  to  say ;  "  now,  Binjimin,"  he 
repeated,  "  are  the  'osses  all  right  ?  " 

"  Yes,  sir,  and  the  wehicle  too." 

"Werry  good,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks — "werry  good,"  taking  a  half- 
emptied  pot  of  Lazenby's  marmalade,  out  of  a  drawer  in  his  library  table. 
"  Siee  now !  there's  a  pot  of  marmey^  for  you  1 "  (Mr.  Jorrocks  had  the 
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knack  of  making  the  mo9t  of  what  be  did,  and  treated  the  half  pot  as  a 
whole  one)  and  mind  be  a  good  bot^y  apd  I  make  no  doubt  you'll  rise  to 
be  a  werry  great  man — ^nothing  gains  man  or  bouy  the  respect  and  esteem 
of  the  world  so  much  as  honesty,  sobriety,  and  cleanliness." 

Mr.  Jorrocks  paused — He  would  have  finished  with  a  moral,  wherein 
his  own  fortune  should  have  furnished  the  example,  but  somehow  or  other, 
he  could  not  turn  it  at  the  moment,  so  after  scrutinizing  Benjamin's  dirty 
face  for  a  second,  he  placed  the  marmalade  pot  in  his  hand,  and  said, 
"  now  go  and  wesh  your  mug." 

Uncommonly  amiable  aad  consequential  was  Mr.  Jorrocks  that  morning. 
As  he  walked,  or  rather  strutted  into  the  city,  he  gave  twopence  to  every 
crossing-sweeper  in  his  line,  from  the  bUck-eyed  wench  at  the  comer  of 
Brunswick  Square,  to  the  breechless  boy,  with  the  red  night  cap,  at  St. 
Botolph's  Lane  end ;  and  hfi  entered  his  dark  and  dingy  warehouse  with  a 
smile  on  his  brow,  enough  to  illumine  the  dial  of  St.  Giles's  clock  in  a 
fog.  Moat  fidgetty  and  uneasy  was  he  all  the  morning — every  foot-fall 
jxidb  his  eyes  start  from  the  ledger,  and  wander  towards  the  door,  in 
libpes  of  seeing  some  member  of  the  Surrey,  or  some  brother  sportsman, 
to  whom  he  might  communicate  the  great  intelligence.  He  went  on 
'Change  with  a  hand  in  each  breeches  pocket,  and  a  strut  that  plainly 
told  how  well  he  was  to  do  with  himself :  still  some  dear-bought  experience 
had  given  him  a  little  prudence,  and  all  things  considered  he  determined 
to  sleep  on  the  invitation  before  he  answered  it. — Perhaps  the  pro's  and 
con's  of  his  mind  will  be  best  displayed  by  a  transcript  of  what  he 
wrote — 

"  Gentlemen, 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  acknoi^ledge  the  receipt  of  your  favour 
of  the  4th,  and  note  the  contents,  which  I  assure  you  is  most  grateful  to  my 
feelings :  in  all  you  have  said  I  most  cordially  goinside. — It's  pleasant  to 
see  humanity  estimating  one's  walue  at  the  price  one  sets  on  oneself.  I 
am  a  sportsman  all  over,  and  to  the  back-bone. — 'Unting  is  all  that's 
worth  living  for — all  time  is  lost  wot  is  not  spent  in  'unting — ^it  is  like 
the  hair  we  breathe — if  we  have  it  not  we  die — it's  the  sport  of  kings, 
the  image  of  war  without  its  guilt,  and  only  five-and-twenty  per  cent,  of 
its  danger. 

*'  I  have  no  manner  of  doubt  at  all,  that  I'm  fully  qualified  for  the 
mastership  of  the  'Andley  Cross  fox-hounds,  or  any  other — 'unting  has 
been  my  obby  ever  since  I  could  keep 
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an  'oss,  and  long  before — a  south- 
erly wind  and  a  cloudy  sky  are  my  delight — no  music  like  the  melody 
of  'ounds.  But  enough  of  the  rhapsodies,  let  us  come  to  the  melodies — 
the  £. «.  d.  in  fact.  Wot  will  it  cost  ? — In  course  it's  a  subscription  pack 
— then  say  how  many  paying  subscribers  have  you  P  Wot  is  the  nett 
amount  of  their  subscriptions — how  many  couple  of  'ounds  have  you  ? 
Are  they  steady  ?  Are  they  musical  ?  How  many  days  a  week  do  you 
want  your  country  'unted  ?  Is  stoppin'  expensive  ?  What  'un  a  country 
is  it  to  ride  over  ?  Stifle,  or  light,  or  middlin',  or  what  ?  Enormous, 
endless  woodlands  without  rides,  stiff  wales,  with  small  enclosures  and 
unreasonable  raspers  amid  masses  of  plough ;  or  pleasant  copse-like  covers, 
with  roomy  g^ass  enclosures  to  reward  the  adventurous  leaper  with  a 
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gallop  P  Is  it,  in  short,  a  country  wbere  it  man  can  see  'ounds  without 
zactly  ridin'  to  tread  on  their  tails  ?  Are  your  coyers  wide  of  the  kennel  ? 
Where  is  your  kennel  P  I  neyer  heard  of  your  'ounds  before — wot  stablin* 
haye  youP  Is  *ay  and  com  costly  ?  In  course  you'll  have  your  stock  of 
meal  by  youP  Are  there  any  cover  rents  to  pay — and  if  so,  who  pays 
them  P  How  are  you  off  for  foxes  ?  Are  they  stout  and  wild,  and  like 
to  take  a  deal  o'  killin',  or  jest  a  middlin'  sort  of  hauimal  that  one  may 
look  to  who-hoop-in  pretty  often?  Write  me  fully — fairly— freely — 
frankly,  in  fact,  and  believe  me  to  remain,  gentlemen,  all  your's  to  serve, 

"John  Jobrocks, 

"  Oreajt  Coram  Street,  LomUn^, 
''To  MnBRRDcns  Doleful,  Esq.,  M.C., 

"Captain  Half-pat,  Hahtdlet  C^osa." 


"  Well,  come  this  is  more  like  business  than  any  we  have  had  yet," 
observed  Captain  Doleful  on  reading  the  epistle — "  thouj^h  some  of  his 
questions  will  be  plaguy  troublesome  to  answer.  What  does  he  mean 
by  •  are  they  steady  P  * — *  Are  they  musical  ?  *  and  as  to  the  *  stopping 
being  expensive,'  of  course  that  roust  depend  a  good  deal  upon  how  he 
lives,  and  whether  he  stops  at  an  inn  or  not. — It's  a  pity  but  I  knew 
something  about  the  matter,  that  I  might  make  a  satisfactory  answer." 

Fleeceall  had  Blaine's  Encyclopaedia  of  Hural  Sports,  but  as  he  was 
thought  rather  too  sharp,  Doleful  determined  to  try  what  they  could  do 
without  him;  accordingly,  he  concocted  the  following  epistle,  which 
having  copied  on  to  a  sheet  of  sea-green  paper,  he  sealed  with  yellow 
wax,  and  deposited  it  in  the  post — • 

"Dear  Mr.  Jorrocks, 

"  Your  kind  and  flattering  letter  has  just  come  to  hand,  and  I 
lose  not  a  moment  in  supplying  you  with  all  the  information  in  my  power, 
relative  to  our  celebrated  dogs.  Unfortunately  the  secretary  to  the  hunt, 
Mr.  Fleeceall,  is  absent  on  urgent  business,  consequently  I  have  not 
access  to  those  documents  which  would  enable  me  to  answer  you  as  fully 
as  I  could  wish.  The  dogs,  as  you  doubtless  know,  are  of  the  purest 
blood,  having  been  the  property  for  many  years  of  that  renowned  sports- 
man, Michael  Hardey,  and  are  bred  with  the  very  greatest  care  and 
attention.  It  is  perhaps  not  going  too  far  to  say  that  there  is  not  such 
another  pack  in  the  world.  There  are  at  present  thirty-two  couple  of  old 
ones,  in  kennel,  besides  an  excellent  white  terrier  with  a  black  eye.  They 
are  very  steady  and  most  musical.  Their  airing  yard  adjoins  the  Ebenezer 
chapel,  and  when  the  saints  begin  to  sing,  the  dogs  join  chorus.  Handley 
Cross,  where  the  kennel  is  situated,  is  in  the  most  beautiful,  fertile,  and 
salubrious  part  of  the  country,  within  two  miles  of  the  Datton  station  of 
the  Lily-white-sand  railway,  and  contains  a  chalybeate  spa  of  most 
unrivalled  excellence.  The  following  is  an  accurate  analysis  of  the  water, 
taken  by  an  eminent  French*  physician,  who  came  all  the  way  from  Rheims 
for  the  express  purpose  of  examining  it. 
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ONE  PINT  (Wine  meaaure). 

Sulphate  of  soda 21  Qrains. 

Sulphate  of  magnesia ^4     91 

Sulphate  of  lime 4| 

Muriate  of  toda 9} 

Oxide  of  iron 1m 

Carbonic  acid ^i     >! 


■k 


"  To  this  unrivalled  spring,  invalids  from  every  part  of  the  world, 
from  every  quarter  of  the  globe,  flock  in  countless  numbers ;  and  it  is 
unnecessary  to  point  out  to  a  sportsman  like  yourself  either  the  advantages 
that  a  pack  of  hounds  confer  on  such  a  place,  or  the  benefits  accruing  to 
the  master  from  having  the  support  of  men  with  whom,  to  use  a  familiar 
phrase,  '  money  is  no  object.'  Indeed  I  think  I  may  safely  say,  that 
keenness  is  all  that  is  required,  and  a  gentleman  like  you  would  meet  with 
support  that  would  galvanize  your  most  sanguine  expectations.  You 
must  excuse  my  saying  more  at  present,  as  I  have  been  out  since  day- 
break, and  there  is  a  piece  of  cold  roast  beef  standing  before  me  at 
this  moment,  whose  beautifully  marbled  side,  and  rich  yellow  fat  with  a 
delicately  browned  outside,  in  conjunction  with  a  crisp  lettuce-siEdad  in  a 
china  bowl,  peremptorily  order  me  to  conclude,  which  I  do  with  the 
earnest  exhortation  for  you  at  once  to  declare  yourself  for  the  high  honour 
of  the  mastership  of  the  Handley  Cross  hounds.  Believe  me  to  remain 
in  extreme  hunger,  dear  Mr.  Jorrocks,  very  sincerely  your*s, 

"MisERRiMUs  Doleful,  M.C., 

Capt.  half-pay.** 
"Handley  Cross." 

**  Dash  ray  vig !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  laying  down  the  letter,  "  what 
prime  beef  that  must  be  !  By  jingo  I  almost  fancy  I  see  the  joint,  with 
the  nice,  curly,  crisp,  brown  'orse  radish,  sticking  to  it  in  all  directions. — 
I  knows  nothing  better  than  ^ood  cold  roast,  tinged  with  red  from  the 
gravy  in  the  centre. — Doleful  must  be  a  trump — feel  as  if  I  knew  him. 
Keen  fellow  too — Peep-of-day  boy. — ^Dare  say  he  found  the  fox  by  the 
drag — Oh,  vot  joy  is  that  I  Nothing  to  compare  to  it. — Might  as  well 
have  told  me  more  about  the  'ounds  too,"  he  observed,  as  a  glimmering  of 
caution  shot  across  his  mind. — *'  Should  like  to  have  a  fair  black  and 
white  understanding  what  they  are  to  cost.  I*m  rich  to  be  sure,  but 
then  a  man  wot's  made  his  own  money  likes  to  see  to  the  spending  of  it." 
Thereupon  Mr.  Jorrocks  stuck  his  hands  under  his  coat-laps  and  paced 
thoughtfully  up  and  down  the  apartment,  waving  them  sportively  like  the 
tail  of  a  dolphin.  Having  pulled  his  wig  about  in  all  directions,  he  at 
last  composed  himself  at  his  table,  and  drew  up  the  following  reply : 

"  Deab  DoLEruL, 

*'  Your  agreeable  favour  has  come  to  hand,  and  werry  pleasant  it 
is.  It  appears  to  be  directed  to  two  points — the  salubriosity  of  'Andley 
Cross,  and  the  excellence  of  the  'ounds.  On  the  first  point  I'm  content. 
I  make  no  doubt  the  water's  capital.  Please  tell  me  more  about  the 
'ounds  and  country — are  you  quite  certain  that  people  will  not  be  back- 


OB,   HK. /OBBOCKS'S  HOMT.  flO^ 

waid  in  comin  forward  irith  the  coin  P  I've  lived  «  goodish  while  i'  the 
world — fay  a  liberal  alf  under'd — and  I've  never  yet  found  money 
good  to  get.  So  long  aa  it  consiata  of  pen,  ink,  and  paper  work,  it  cxiinea 
in  like  the  hocean  ;  many  men  can't  elp  puttin  their  namea  down  in  sub- 
■cription  liata,  specially  when  payin  time's  far  off,  just  aa  othen  can't  help 
noddin  at  auctions,  but  confound  it,  when  you  come  to  gether  in  thS; 
doits,  there's  an  awful  fallin  off.  Now  I  think  that  no  one  ihonld  b« 
allowed  to  hoop  and  holloa,  or  act  up  his  jaw,  wot  haui't  ptud  bia  sub- 
scription. Howsomever,  you  should  know  beati  and  suppose  noir,  a> 
yon  seem  fiill  of  confidence,  you  underwrite  me  for  to  much,  oordin  to 
the  number  of  days  you  want  the  country  'anted. 

"  Turn  thie  over  in  your  mind,  and  let  me  know  what  yon  think  of  it ; 
alao  please  tell  me  more  about  the  'ounds  and  the  country,  for,  in  fact,  aa 
yet  I  knows  nothin.  Are  there  many  old  ounda  in  the  pack?  Are 
there  many  young  ones  to  come  in  ?  What  size  are  they  ?  Are  th^ 
level  F  Do  they  carry  a  good  head  F  Have  they  plenty  of  bone  F  Cook 
says  a  weedy  ound  ia  only  fit  to  'unt  a  cat  in  a  kitchen — I  saya  ditto  to 
that.  What  aort  of  condition  are  they  in  P  Can  they  trot  out  fifteen 
miles  or  ao,  'unt  and  come  back  with  their  aterns  up,  or  do  they  whilea 
tire  afore  the  foiea  ?  How  are  you  off  for  foies?  Are  they  ringers  or 
straight  mnneraP  A  rin^r  Is  only  a  bnre  with  a  tail  toil.  Do  yon  ever 
hnnta  bagman  P  Again  I  say,  write  to  me  without  reserve — quite  freely, 
in  lact,  and  believe  me,  &c., 

"Your's  to  serve, 

"  JOUS  JOKBOCKS, 
"  Gnat  Certun  Stixtt,  louden.' 
;  Eiw.  M.C. 
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This  letter  was  a  poser,  for  the  worthy  M.C.  had  no  notion  of  running 
risks,  neither  had  he  the  knowledge  necessary  for  supplying  the  informa- 
tion Mr.  Jorrocks  required ;  still  he  saw  the  absolute  necessity  of 
persevering  in  the  negotiation,  as  there  was  no  probability  of  any  one 
else  coming  forward.  In  this  dilemma,  it  occurred  to  him  that  a  bold 
stroke  might  be  the  policy,  and  obviate  further  trouble. 

Accordmgly  he  wrote  as  follows : — 

"DeaB  Mb.  JoBBOCKSf 

"  Tour's  is  just  received.  I  was  on  the  point  of  writing  to 
you  when  it  came.  A  rival  has  appeared  for  the  mastership  of  the 
hounds : .  a  great  Nabob  with  a  bad  liver,  to  whom  the  doctors  have 
recommended  strong  horse-exercise,  has  arrived  with  four  posters,  and  an 
influential  party  is  desirous  of  getting  the  hounds  for  him.  Money  is 
evidently  no  object — ^he  gave  each  post-boy  a  half-sovereign,  and  a  blind 
beggar  two  and  sixpence.  I  have  protested  most  strongly  against  his 
b^g  even  thought  of  until  your  final  decision  is  known,  which  pray 
give  immediately,  and,  for  your  sake,  let  it  be  in  the  afi&rmative.  I 
can  write  no  more — my  best  energies  shall  be  put  in  requisition  to 
counteract  the  sinister  proceedings  of  others.  Pray  write  immediately — 
no  time  is  to  be  lost.    In  the  greatest  haste. 

"  Faithfully  yours, 

"  MisEBBiMxrs  Doleful,  M.C. 

"  Cop/.  iToy-pay." 
**To  John  Jorrocks,  Esq., 

<'Oreat  Coram  Street, 

"  London." 

This  letter  was  a  sad  puzzler  to  our  worthy  friend.  In  his  eyes  a 
mastership  of  fox-hounds  was  the  highest  pinnacle  of  ambition,  and  the 
situation  was  the  more  desirable  inasmuch  as  he  had  about  got  all  the 
trade  he  could  in  the  "  cut-me-dowm  "  countries,  and  shame  to  say,  they 
had  rather  put  him  out  of  conoeit  of  the  Surrey.  Still  long  experieuce 
had  tinctured  his  naturally  ardent  and  impetuous  mind  with  some  degree 
of  caution,  and  he  felt  the  importance  of  having  some  sort  of  a  bargain 
before  entering  upon  what  he  well  knew  was  an  onerous  and  expensive 
undertaking.  The  pros  and  cons  he  weighed  and  turned  over  in  his 
mind,  and  the  following  letter  was  the  result  of  his  cogitations : — 

"  Deab  Doleful,-^ 

"  I  will  candidly  confess  thst  Id  be  a  roaster  of  fox-hounds,  or 
M.  F.  H.,  would  be  a  werry  high  stop  in  the  ladder  of  my  hambition, 
but  still  I  should  not  like  to  pay  too  dear  for  my  whistle.  I  doesn't 
wish  to  disparage  the  walue  of  your  Nabob,  but  this  I  may  say,  that  no 
man  with  a  bad  liver  will  ever  make  a  good  'nntsman.  An  'untsman, 
or  M.  F.  H.,  should  have  a  good  digestion,  with  a  cheerful  countenance, 
and,  moreover,  should  know  when  to  use  the  dean  and  when  ihe  dirty  side 
of  his  tongue — when  to  butter  a  booby,  and  when  to  snub  a  snob.    He 
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should  also  be  indifferent  as  to  weather ;  and  Nabobs  all  come  from  the 
east,  where  it  is  werry  'ot — ^all  sunshine  and  no  fogs. 

"  Again,  if  I  am  right,  they  hunt  the  jackall,  not  at  all  a  sportin 
animal,  I  should  say,  from  the  specimen  in  the  Zoologicals.  Still,  as  I 
said  before,  I  doesn't  wish  to  disparage  the  walue  of  your  Nabob,  who 
may  be  a  werry  good  man,  and  have  more  money  and  less  wit  than 
myself.  If  he  is  to  have  the  'ounds,  well  and  good — I  can  go  on  as  I 
'aye  been  doing,  with  the  glorious  old  Surrey,  and  an  occasional  turn  with 
the  "  cut-me-downs."  If  I'm  to  have  them,  I  should  like  to  know  a  little 
more  about  the  jS.  9.  d.  Now,  tell  me  candidly,  like  a  good  fellow,  without 
any  gammon,  wot  you  think  they'll  cost,  and  wot  can  be  raised  in  the 
way  of  subscription.  Of  course,  a  man  that's  raised  to  the  lofty  position 
of  an  M.  F.  H.  must  expect  to  pay  something  for  the  honour ;  and  so  fiur 
firom  wishing  to  live  out  of  the  'ounds,  I  am  well  disposed  to  do  what  is 
liberal,  but  then  I  should  like  to  know  the  extent  of  my  liability.  Dignity, 
in  my  mind,  should  not  be  too  cheap,  but  betwixt  you  and  I  and  the  widi 
I  rayther  mistrust  a  water-drinker.  To  be  sure  there  be  two  sorts  0' 
water-Hlrinkers :  those  that  drink  it  to  save  the  expense  of  treating  them- 
selves with  aught  better,  and  those  wot  undergo  water  for  the  purpose  of 
bringin  their  stomachs  round  to  stand  summut  stronger.  Now,  if  a  man 
drinks  water  for  pleasure,  he  should  not  be  trusted,  and  ought  to  be  called 
upon  for  his  subscription  in  advance ;  but  if  he  drinks  water  because  he 
has  worn  out  his  inside  by  strong  libations,  in  all  humane  probability  he 
will  be  a  goodish  sort  of  fellow,  and  his  subscription  will  be  underwritten 
for  a  trifle.  All  this  may  be  matter  of  no  moment  to  a  Nabob,  but  to  a 
man  vot's  risen  from  indigence  to  afiiuence  by  the  unaided  exertions  of 
his  own  head,  it  is  of  importance ;  and  I  should  like  to  know  werry 
particularly  how  many  of  the  subscribers  are  woluntary  water-drinkers, 
and  how  many  are  water-drinkers  from  necessity. 

"  I  am,  as  you  doubtless  know,  a  great  grocer  and  tea  merchant,  dealin* 
wholesale  and  retail,  importing  direct  from  China,  which  I  suppose  will 
be  the  coimtry  your  Nabob  comes  from ;  and  unfortunately  at  the  present 
writing  my  junior  partner,  Simon  Simpkins,  senior,  is  on  a  trading  tour, 
and  I  can't  well  be  wanted  at  the  ^op,  otherwise  I  would  run  down  and 
have  a  personal  interview  with  you ;  but  I  had  a  letter  this  morning  from 
Huddersfield  in  which  he  says  he  will  be  back  as  on  Priday  at  farthest ; 
therefore  as  the  season  is  spending,  and  the  'ounds  should  be  kept  going, 
I  could,  should  your  answer  be  agreeable,  run  down  on  the  Saturday  and 
make  arrangements  for  taking  the  field  immediately.  Of  course  I  presume 
there  is  everything  ready  for  the  purpose,  and  a  mounted  master  is  all 
wot  is  wanted.  I  only  keep  two  'osses — what  the  lawyers  call  qui  tam*tx% 
— *  'osses  that  ride  as  well  as  drive,'  and  they  would  only  do  for  my  own 
riding.  I  have  also  a  sharp  London  lad,  who  has  been  with  me  m  the 
**  cut-me-dowus,"  who  might  make  a  second  whip ;  and  my  establishment 
consists  of  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  my  niece,  Belinda,  Betsay,  the  maid,  and 
Binjimin,  the  boy.  Of  course,  Mrs.  J.,  as  the  wife  of  the  M.  F.  H., 
would  expect  all  proper  attention. 

"  I  shall  want  a  comfortable  house  to  acconmiodate  this  party,  and  if  I 
could  get  one  with  stabling  attached,  it  would  be  agreeable.  Perhaps  you 
may  know  something  of  the  sort,  the  willa  siyle  would  be  agreeable.    I 
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Hmk  tlMl^t  £i  Ff  e  got  to  m^— indeed,  I  Bstent  ptper  for  more,  90  Aal 
eottdode  for  self  and  pvtnen, 

••  Toar's  to  serre, 

**JoH3r  JOSXOCKS. 
"  To  Mnnwnrrt  Tknucwuu  Ea^  H-CL 

DoieM  WM  ID  ecstaciet  wben  lie  got  tku  letter,  for  be  plsnlf  scv  the 
ITabob  luid  told  upon  Mr.  Jorrodu,  and  tliat  lie  wu  fuAj  estieniig  the 
aieshes  of  bk  net.  The  letter,  indeed,  was  nnexeqitioiiaUe,  saTe  the 
awntion  of  hia  acroeation  of  a  grocer,  whidi  Ddefbl  ddcnuned  to  keep  to 
hima^y  merdy  announcing  him  as  a  gentkman  of  large  fortmie,  whose 
Mier  had  been  connected  with  trade.  Becdleeting  that  Diaiia  Lodge 
was  to  let,  be  forthwith  secured  the  refusal  of  it  at  three  gmneas  a  wedk, 
and  calling  on  Pleeceall,  concocted  a  most  foittering  list  of  sobscribers  and 
fnembers  of  the  hunt,  which  he  forwarded  to  Mr.  Jorro^  with  the 
fdk>wiDg  letter ; — 

'^  Dkae  Me.  JoaaocKs, 

"  Bj  the  greatest  good  Inch  in  the  worid,  Diana  Lodge,  within 
a  stone^s  throw  of  the  kennel,  came  vacant  this  morning,  and  not  baring 
the  slightest  donbt  that  on  inspection  of  the  accompanying  list  of  snb- 
seribers  to  the  hounds  and  members  of  our  celebrated  hunt,  which  you 
wifl  see  by  the  letters  A.  and  B.  prefixed  to  their  names,  contain  rery  few 
of  thoie  most  horrible  characters  water-drinkers  from  choice,  you  will 
immediately  accept  the  honourable  office  of '  Master,'  I  have  engaged  it  for 
TOU  at  the  very  moderate  rent  of  four  guineas  a-week,  including  everything. 
It  is  a  cottage  omde,  as  you  say  in  France,  entered  by  an  ivy-covered 
trellis^work  arch,  tastefully  entwined  with  winter  roses,  now  in  full  blow. 
In  the  passage  is  a  highly-polished  Honduras  Mahogany  table  on  daw  feet 
eastors,  for  hats,  whips,  gloves,  dgar-cases,  &c.  On  the  right  is  a  dining- 
foom  oif  comfortable  dimensions,  with  another  Honduras  mahogany  table, 
eapable  of  dining  eight  people,  the  cy^hodox  size  for  a  party,  with  a 
Honduras  mahogany  cellaret  sideboard  with  patent-locks,  and  a  dumb- 
waiter on  castors.  The  carpet  is  a  Turkey  one,  and  the  rug  a  Kidder- 
minster,  of  n  pattern  to  match  the  carpet.  On  the  left  of  the  passage 
is  a  drawing-room  of  the  same  size  as  the  dining-room,  furnished  in  a 
style  of  unparalleled  elegance. 

"  The  onairs,  ten  in  number,  are  of  massive  imitation-rosewood,  with 
beaded  and  railed  backs  and  round  knobs  along  the  tops,  and  richly 
oarrod  legs.  In  the  centre  is  a  beautiful  round  imitation-rosewood  table 
on  SQuare  lion-clawed  brass  castors,  and  the  edge  of  the  table  is  deeply 
kilnid  with  a  broad  circle  of  richly-carved,  highly-polished  brass.  Against 
the  wall,  below  a  costly  round  mirror,  supported  by  a  bronze  eagle  in 
chains,  is  a  square  imitation-rosewood  table  inlaid  with  satin-wood  in  lines, 
containing  two  drawers  on  each  side,  with  ivory  knobs  for  handles.  The 
carpet  is  a  fine  flowered  pattern,  richer  than  anything  I  can  describe,  and 
the  whole  is  wonderfully  complete  and  surpassingly  elegant. 

'VThore  are  four  bedrooms,  and  a  dressing-room  which  holds  a  bed,  and 
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a  Idtchen,  back-ldicheD,  scullery,  pantry,  and  other  conveniences.  To  the 
back  is  a  nice  little  outlet  of  a  quarter  of  an  acre,  laid  out  in  the  style  of 
the  Jardin  des  Plantes  at  Paris ;  and  there  is  a  splendid  old  patriarch  of  a 
peacock,  that  struts  about  the  walls,  spreads  his  tail,  and  screams  delight- 
fully. In  short,  it  appears  to  me  to  have  been  built  with  an  eye  to  the 
residence  of  a  master  of  hounds. 

"  And  this  leads  me  to  tell  you  that  the  Nabob  has  been  to  the  kennel, 
attended  by  two  Negroes,  one  of  whom  held  a  large  green  parasol  over 
his  head  to  protect  him  from  the  sun,  while  the  other  carried  a  Chinchilla, 
fur-lined,  blue  silk  doak  to  guard  him  from  the  cold.  I  hear  he  talked 
▼ery  big  about  tiger-hunting  and  elephant-riding,  and  said  the  waters  here 
had  done  his  liver  a  vast  deal  of  good.  I  may  observe  that  it  is  possible  an 
attempt  may  be  made  by  a  few  troublesome  fellows  to  place  )um  at  the 
head  of  the  establishment,  particularly  if  you  any  longer  delay  appearing 
among  us.  My  advice  to  you  therefore  is,  to  place  yourself,  your  amiable 
lady,  and  accomplished  niece,  with  your  servants,  horses,  &c.,  on  the 
mid-day  Lilly-white-sand  train,  on  Priday  next,  and  make  a  public  entry 
and  procession  from  the  Datton  station  into  Handley  Cross,  showering 
half-pence  among  the  little  boys  as  you  go.  I  will  take  upon  myself  to 
muster  and  marshal  such  a  procession  as  will  have  an  imposing  appear- 
ance, and  the  Nabob  will  be  a  very  bold  man  if  he  makes  any  attempt 
upon  the  hounds  after  that. 

"  I  -need  not  say  that  your  amiable  lady  will  receive  from  me,  as  M.  C.  of 
Handley  Cross,  all  those  polite  attentions  that  are  invariably  paid  by  all 
well-br^  gentlemen  in  the  dignified  situation  I  have  the  honour  to  hold,  more 
particularly  from  those  bearing  Her  Majesty's  Commission  in  the  Army ; 
and  in  the  table  of  precedence  among  women  that  I  have  laid  down  for 
the  r^ulation  of  the  aristocratic  visitors  of  Handley  Cross  Spa,  the 
lady  of  the  M.  P.  H.  comes  on  after  the  members  of  the  Royal  Pamily, 
and  before  all  bishops'  wives  and  daughters,  peeresses,  knights'  dames, 
justices*  wives,  and  so  forth.  Expecting  then  to  meet  you  at  the 
Datton  Station  on  the  Lilly-white-sand  Railway,  at  three  o'clock  on 
Priday  next,  and  to  have  the  supreme  felioity  of  making  the  personal 
.  acquaintance  of  a  gentleman  who  so  worthily  fiUs  so  large  a  space  in  the 
world's  eye,  I  have  the  honour  to  subscribe  myself,  with  humble  respects 
to  the  ladies,  dear  Mr.  Jorrocks, 

"  Paithfully  your's, 

*<  MisERRiMUs  Doleful,  M.C. 

"  Capi,  Half-pay.*' 

And  Jorrocks  seeing  there  was  as  much  chance  of  getting  information 
by  oohespondence  as  there  was  of  getting  the  truth  by  interrogatories  in 
the  days  of  old  Chancery  suits,  determined  to  stand  the  shot,  and  wrote 
to  say  that  henceforth  they  might  append  the  magic  letters,  M.  P.  H.,  to 
his  name.  And  forthwith  he  became  so  inflated^  that  Great  Coram 
Street  itself  could  hardly  hold  him. 
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CHAPTER  Vni. 

CAPTAIN   DOLEFUL's   DIPPICULTIES. 

What  a  fuss  there  was  preparing  for  Mr.  Jorrocks*8  reception  I — 
Captain  Doleful  was  perfectly  beside  himself,  and  ran  about  the  town  as 
though  he  expected  her  Majesty.  First  he  went  to  the  proprietary 
fidiool,  and  begged  a  half  holiday  for  all  the  little  boys  and  girls ;  next 
he  visited  Mr.  Whackem's  mathematical  seminary,  and  did  the  like  by 
his ;  Miss  Prim  and  Miss  Prosey  both  promised  to  "  suspend  the  duties 
of  their  respective  establishments"  for  the  afternoon ;  and  three  infant 
sohools  were  released  from  lessons  all  the  day.  "  Jorrocks  for  ever," 
was  chalked  upon  the  walls,  doors,  and  shutters ;  and  little  children 
0ung  out  his  name  in  lisping  acclamations.  Publicans  looked  cheerful, 
and  livery  stable  keepers,  ostlers,  and  helpers  talked  a^ut  the  price 
of  ay  and  com.  Sebastian  Mello  called  a  meeting  of  the  £eligious 
Freedom  Society,  who  voted  eight-and-twenty  shillings  for  placarding 
the  town  with  the  following   comfortable  assurance — "  Fox-huntbks 

WILL  ALL  GO  TO  ." 

The  bamier  with  the  fox  upon  it,  and  the  "Floreat  Scientia"  scroll 
painted  for  the  celebrated  ball  and  supper,  was  released  from  the  darkness 
of  Mr.  Fleeceall's  garret,  where  it  had  been  deposited  after  the  enter- 
tainment, and  mounted  on  poles  to  lead  the  way  in  the  procession ; 
while  the  milliners,  mantuamakers,  and  tailors  were  severally  called  upon 
to  contribute  silk,  calico,  and  bunting  for  flags,  decorations,  and  ribbons. 
Whatever  Doleful  demanded  was  necessarily  ceded,  so  absolute  was  his 
sway  over  the  tradespeople  at  the  Spa.  He  was  indeed  a  very  great  man. 
Did  a  new  cheesemonger,  or  a  new  hatter,  or  a  new  milk-woman,  wish 
to  settle  in  the  place,  the  good-will  of  the  M.  C.  was  invariably  to  be 
obtained,  else  it  was  to  little  use  their  troubling  themselves  to  come ;  and 
the  perquisites  and  advantages  derived  from  these  sources  made  a  com- 
fortable addition  to  his  yearly  income,  arising  from  the  subscription  book 
at  the  library.  The  musicians  at  the  wells  were  also  under  his  control, 
and  of  course  they  received  intimations  to  be  at  the  Datton  station 
before  the  hour  that  Mr.  Jorrocks  had  privately  announced  his  intention 
to  arrive. 

The  morning  sun  broke  cheerfully  through  the  clouds  in  a  good,  down- 
rightly,  determined  fine  day,  and  as  Doleful  threw  open  the  latticed  case- 
ment of  his  window,  and  his  eye  roved  to  the  "  sun-bright  summit"  of 
the  distant  hills,  he  poured  forth  an  inward  ejaculation  for  the  success  of 
the  great  enterprise  of  the  day,  and  for  his  own  especial  honour  and 
emolument.  In  the  midst  of  his  reverie  Jemima,  the  maid  of  all  work 
and  shop-girl  of  the  house,  tapped  gently  at  his  door,  and  handed  in 
a  three-cornered  note  written  on  pink  satin  highly  musked  paper. 
Doleful  started  as  though  he  had  seen  an  apparition,  for  in  the  hand 
he  immediately  recognised  the  writing  of  his  great  patroness,  Mrs. 
^^^bffnington,  and  the  recollection  of  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  the  table  of  precedence 
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among  women,  whereby  the  latter  was  to  supplant  Mrs.  Bamingtoa, 
the  biiits  and  lures  he  had  held  out  for  the  purpose  of  securing  the 
Jorroeks'Sy  together  with  the  honour  he  was  then  instigating  the  inha- 
biUnts  to  do  Mr.  J.,  all  rushed  upon  his  mind  with  terrible  velodty.  Nor 
did  the  contents  of  the  note  assuage  the  anguish  of  his  mind.  It  wai 
simplj  this :  "  Mrs.  Barnington  wiU  thank  Capt.  Doleful  to  wait  upcp 
her  at  twenty-three  minutes  before  eleven." 

"  Twenty-three  minutes  before  eleven ! "  exclaimed  the  ^iT^rfj^ 
throwing  up  his  hands,  looking  like  a  condemned  criminal — **  How  NraSr 
that  is  1  always  peremptory  with  others  and  never  punctual  beaiiif ;  well, 
there's  no  help  for  it  Jemima,"  exclaimed  he,  down  tlw  Barrow  stair- 
case, to  the  girl  who  had  returned  to  the  shop,  ^  my  compliments  to 
Mrs.  Bamiogton,  and  say  I  will  make  a  point  of  bemg  with  her  at  the 
time  she  names.  I  wonder,"  continued  lie  to  himself,  pacing  up  and 
down  his  little  bedroom  in  his  di6ieiag«gown  and  slippers,  "  what  she 
can  want — ^it  must  be  about  the  Jorrocks's — and  yet  I  could  not  do  other- 
wise than  I  have.  If  she  storms,  Fll  rebel,  and  trounce  her  for  all  her 
Airs;  by  Jove,  I  willl"  saying  which,  he  clenched  his  fist,  and,  looking  in 
the  dasa,  brushed  up  the  few  straggling  hairs  that  marked  the  place  for 
whidcers,  and  fblt  quite  valiant.  His  courage,  however,  rather  oozed  oat 
of  hia  finger  ends,  as  the  appointed  hour  approached,  and  at  twenty-one 
minutes  before  eleven  by  his  watch,  and  twenty-two  and  a  half  by  the 
church  dock,  he  arrived  at  the  door  of  his  arbitraxy  and  capridoua 
patroness. 

'*  Mistress  is  in  her  boudoir,"  said  the  consequential  botler  on  reoeiviag 
the  Captain  at  the  hands  of  the  footman,  "  but  I'll  send  up  yomr  name. 
Please  step  into  the  parbur,'*  and  thereupon  he  turned  tho  GapAoia  into 
thefikeless  dining-room,  and  closed  the  door  upon  him. 

Towards  twelve  o'clock,  just  as  the  Captain's  courage  was  nearly  up 
again,  and  he  had  thrice  applied  his  hand  to  the  ivory  knob  of  the  bell- 
spring  to  see  which  way  it  tamed  against  he  wanted  to  ring,  in  strutted 
the  butler  again,  with  "  Missis's  compliments,  sir,  and  is  sorry  she  is 
indisposed  at  present,  and  hopes  it  wUl  not  be  inconvenient  to  you  to 
return  at  ten  minutes  before  three."  —  "Ten  minutes  before  three," 
exdaimed  the  Captain  as  a  tinge  of  colour  rose  to  his  pallid  cheeks, 
"impossible!"  said  he,  **impouM§r*  Then  reedlecting  himself,  he 
desired  the  butler  to  return  with  his  respects  to  Mrs.  Barnington,  and  say 
that  at  any  hour  next  day,  he  would  have  great  pleasure  in  waiting  upon 
her,  but  that  his  time  was  completely  bespoke  for  the  whole  afternoon. 
The  butler  forthwith  departed,  and  in  about  three  quarters  of  an  hour, 
during  which  time  Mrs.  Barnington  had  finished  a  nap  on  the  sofa,  and 
arranged  an  elegant  negligee  toilette  wherein  to  appear,  the  butler  returned, 
And  with  a  bow  and  wave  of  his  hand  announced  that  "  Missis  would  see 
the  Captain,"  whom  he  preceded  up-stairs  and  handed  over  to  Bandolin^ 
the  little  Prencb  maid,  stationed  at  the  door,  who  ushered  the  Captain  into 
the  presence  of  Mrs.  Barnington  in  the  back  drawing-room.  She  was  lying 
in  state  on  a  costly  many-cushioned  crimson  and  gold  ottoman,  dressed  in 
a  fawn-coloured  robe  de  chambre,  with  a  rich  white  Cachmere  shawl 
thrown  carelessly  about  her  legs,  below  which,  her  elegantly-formed  feet  in 
pink  swan's-down-lined  slippers  protruded.     Her  morning  cap  of  costly 
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.TorkmuuLip wu  ornamented  andtied with  broad  satin  cberry-oolonred 
'ribboDi,  which,  with  the  colour  of  the  ottoman  and  cusbioua,  imparted  ■ 
fcentle  hne  to  her  clear  but  delicate  complezioD,  and  her  bright  ailky  hair 
-flowed  in  Inxoiiant  treues  from  the  sides.  She  was  a  jnalade  inu^tuiire- 
-iot,  having  originally  coma  as  a  patient  of  Swizcle's ;  hut  that  roistering 
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jiTBctitioner  had  grievoDsly  offended  her  by  abruptly  closing  a  long  list  oT 
inqoiries  by  replying  to  the  question  if  he  thought  she  might  eat  a  few 
oystcn,  with  "  Oh,  hang  it,  marm,  yes — $AtUt  a»d  'all !  "  She  was  now 
pretending  to  read  the  Uandley  Cross  Paul  Pry,  while  with  her  left  band 
she  kept  applying  a  costly  gold  vinaigrette  to  her  note.  The  room_was  a 
nuss  of  jeweUery,  costly  furniture,  and  expensive  Sowers. 
.  "  Oood  morning.  Captain,"  said  she,  with  the  slightest  possible  inclina- 
tioa  of  her  head. — "  Bandoline,  set  a  chair,"  wluch  ahe  motioned  the 
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Captain  to  occupy,  and  the  pretty  little  maid  departed.  "  Pray,*'  said  she, 
as  soon  as  the  door  closed,  "  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  to  do  about  a 
Mr.  Honrocks;  that  I  read  of  in  the  Paul  Pry  ?  " 
■  "  Mr.  Horrocks,"  replied  the  Captain,  colouring,  "  really,  marm,  I  don't 
know — ^it's  the  first  time  I've  heard  the  name  mentioned  tbia  long  time, — 
there  was  a  Mr.  Horrocks  lived  in  Silenus  villa  the  year  before  last,  but  I 
understood  he  had  gone  back  to  India." 

"  Oh,  no,"  replied  Mrs.  Bamington,  "  that's  quite  another  person— * 
these  are  Londoners — irades-peojik  I  hear,  and  the  man  Horrockt,  the 
paper  says,  is  to  have  the  hounds." 

Oh,"  replied  the  Captain,  now  blushing  to  the  very  tips  of  his  ears* 

you've  mistaken  the  name,  marm.  Yes,  marm. — It's  Jorrocks,  nuurm— 
'Mister  Jorrocks  of  Great  Coram  Street,  marm — a  merchant  prince,  marm 
— at  least  his  father  was.  The  present  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  a  mighty  sports- 
man, and  hearing  the  hounds  were  without  a  leader,  he  wrote  to  offer 
himself,  and  some  of  the  sporting  gentry  of  the  place  have  been  in  treaty 
with  him  to  take  them ;  but  I  need  not  tell  you,  Mrs.  Bamington,  that 
hunting  is  not  an  amusement  *I  am  partial  to,  indeed  I  hope  I  may 
never  have  occasion  to  go  out  again;  but  you  know  that  as  Master 
of  the  Ceremonies  I  am  obliged  to  countenance  many  things  that  I  would 
gladly  avoid." 

"  True,"  replied  Mrs.  Bamington,  with  a  smile  of  approbation — "  I 
thought  you  would  not  be  likely  to  encourage  vulgar  people  coming  here 
merely  because  they  don't  care  for  breaking  their  necks  over  hedges  and 
ditchM — but  tell  me,  isn't  there  a  Mrs.  Jorrocks  ?  " 

**  I  understand  so,"  replied  the  Captain  with  a  hem  and  a  haw  ;  "  a  ]ady 
of  birth,  they  say ;  but  had  I  known  you  would  have  interested  yourself 
in'the  matter,  I  should  certainly  have  informed  myself  so  as  to  have  been 
able  to  tell  you  all  about  her." 

"Oh  dear  nol  not  for  the  world! — whether  as  a  lady  of  birth  or 
a  tradesman's  wife,  it  would  never  do  for  me  to  concern  myself 
about  them.  Ton  know  my  position  here  is  not  to  be  controverted 
by  any  interlopers,  be  they  who  they  may,— or  come  from  where  they 
Will" 

"  Undoubtedly  not,  marm,"  replied  the  obsequious  M.  C. ;  "  there's 
not  a  person  in  the  place  insensible  of  the  advantages  of  your  presence ; 
but  I  should  hope, — at  least,  perhaps  I  may  venture  to  express  a  slight 
wish, — that  if  those  Jorrocks's  appear  respectable  people,  you  will  for  the 
sake  of  sociability  vouchsafe  them  the  favour  of  your  countenance,  and 
condescend  to  notice  them  a  little,^* 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  say  about  that,  my  dear  Captain,"  replied 
Mrs.  Bamington  thoughtfully.  "  If  they  appear  respectable  people,  and 
if  they  live  in  a  certain  style,  and  if  I  thought  the  matter  would  rest  at 
'Handley  Cross,  and  they  would  not  obtmde  their  acquaintance  upon  me 
elsewhere,  and  if  they  appeared  sensible  of  the  obligation,  I  might  perhaps 
<»dl  upon  them ;  but  where  there  are  so  many  points  to  consider,  and  so 
many  to  ascertain,  it  is  almost  needless  speculating  upon  how  one  might 
act;  all  that  we  can  do  for  the  present  is  to  maintain  one's  own 
consequence,  and  you  know  full  well  the  only  way  to  support  a  place  like 
this,  is  to  uphold  the  dignity  of  the  chief  patroness." 
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"No  doubt,"  replied  Captain  Doleful,  with  a  half-suppressed  sigh  as 
the  table  of  precedence  among  women  came  across  his  mind.  "  I  am 
sure,  Madam,  I  have  always  been  most  anxious  to  pay  you  every  respect 
and  attention  in  my  power,  and  if  I  have  failed  it  has  been  owing  to  the 
multiplicity  of  my  engagements  and  duties,  and  not  from  any  want 
of  inclination  on  my  part." — "  I'm  sure  of  it,  Cnptain  ;  and  now  let  us 
see  you  back  here  at  dinner  at  ten  minutes  past  six." — "  Witli  pleasure/* 
replied  the  Captain,  rising  to  depart,  with  a  grin  of  satisfaction  on  his 
melancholy  visage. 

"Stay  one  moment,"  resumed  Mrs.  Bamington,  as  the  Captain  was  leaving 
the  room.  "  The  paper  says  these  people  arrive  to-day.  If  you  chance 
to  see  them  or  can  find  anything  out  about  them,  you  know,  well  and 
good — ^perhaps  Mr,  Bamington  might  like  to  know." — "  By  all  means," 
replied  the  obsequious  M.  C,  backing  courtier-like  out  of  the  room,  and 
nearly  splitting  himself  up  with  the  now  opening  door. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  CONqUEKING  HERO  COMES. 

The  dear  bright  beauty  of  the  day,  combined  with  the  attraction  of  a 
stranger  coming  to  fill  so  important  a  situation  as  master  of  fox-hounds, 
drew  many  to  the  Datton  Bailway  station,  who  were  previously  uiiac- 
quainted  even  with  the  name  of  "  Jorrooks ;  "  though  it  is  but  right  to 
state  that  the  ignorant  portion  consisted  principally  of  the  fair  sex,  most 
men,  whether  sportsmen  or  not,  having  heard  of  his  fame  and  exploits. 

All  the  flys,  hack  horses,  donkeys,  and  ponies,  were  bespoke  as  usual ; 
and  many  set  out  at  noon  to  secure  good  berths  at  the  station.  Precisely 
at  two  o'clock  Captain  Doleful  appeared  at  Miss  Jelly's  door,  attired  in  a 
dress  that  would  puzzle  the  "  property  man  "  of  a  theatre.  It  was  nearly 
the  same  as  he  exhibited  himself  in  on  the  memorable  opening  day  of  the 
committee  of  management.  The  old  single-breasted  militia  coat,  denuded 
of  its  facings  and  trappings,  with  a  sky-blue  collar  and  sky-blue  linings, 
and  a  short,  shrivelled,  buff  kerseymere  waistcoat,  with  mother»of-pearl 
buttons,  old  white  moleskin  breeches,  well  darned  and  patched  at  the 
knees,  and  badl^-cleaned  Hessian  boots  and  black  heel  spurs. — His  hands 
were  covered  with  a  pair  of  dirty-white  kid  gloves ;  and  in  his  right  one 
he  carried  a  lai^e  hunting-whip;  An  oil-skin-covered  hat,  secured  to  a 
button-hole  of  his  waistcoat  by  a  yard  of  sky-blue  penny  ribbon,  com* 
pleted  the  rigging  of  this  sporting  dandy. 

Having  withdrawn  his  countenance  and  custom  from  Sam  Slickem  after 
the  affair  of  the  kicking  mare,  (the  effect  of  which  had  been  considerably 
to  impoverish  Mr.  Sam,)  of  course  all  the  other  proprietors  of  hack  horses 
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wen  on  tbe  dert  to  pleaae  tbe  great  H.  C,  and  on  this  day  be  wa 
mounted  bj  Dnnean  Nerin  on  his  wbile  mare,  Fair  fioaamond,  who  wa 
geneiafljr  hononied  by  carrjing  pretty  Uiu  Lovelace,  once  the  head 


beauty  of  the  place — but  who  being  unable  to  ride  this  day,  Jt  came  into 
the  hands  of  the  Captain. 

To  male  the  mare  more  complete,  although  in  winter  time,  its  ean 
were  decorated  with  white  ily-neta  and  dangling  tassels,  and  from  the 
saddle  hung  a  Urge  net  of  tlie  same  colour  and  texture,  with  a  broad 
fringe,  completely  covering  her  bind  quarters  and  reaching  below  her 
hocks. 

Doleful  eyed  the  whole  with  a  grin  of  satisfied  delight,  and  nerer  did 
field-marshal  mount  his  charger  for  review  with  a  more  self-complacent 
■ir  than  sat  upon  the  brow  of  this  distinguished  cfaarscter.    Having 
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steadied  himself  in  his  stirrups,  and  gathered  up  the  reins,  he  cast  an  eye 
between  the  barley-sugar  and  cake  cans  in  Miss  Jelly's  window,  and 
hissing  at  the  mare  through  his  teeth  with  a  jerk  of  the  reins,  went  off  in 
a  canter.  A  rare-actioned  beast  it  was  too  I  Up  and  down,  up  and 
down,  it  went,  so  light  and  so  easy,  and  making  so  little  progress  withal, 
that  Ducrow  himself  might  have  envied  the  possession  of  it. 

Thus  Doleful  went  tit-tup-ping  along  through  the  silent  streets,  to 
the  infinite  delight  of  all  the  Johns  and  Jennies,  who  were  left  to  flatten 
their  noses  against  the  windows  during  their  masters*  and  mistresses' 
absence,  and  here  and  there  exciting  the  anger  of  a  butcher's  dog, 
or  farmer's  cur,  that  flew  at  the  mare's  heels  with  an  indignant  bark  as 
she  passed. 

Having  timed  himself  to  a  nicety,  our  gallant  M.  C.  arrived  at  the 
station  just  as  the  last  fly  and  flight  of  donkeys  drew  up  outside  the  iron 
railing  that  runs  along  the  railroad  from  the  station-house,  and,  in  the 
absence  of  Mr.  Jorrocks,  of  course  he  was  the  object  of  attraction.  "  Good 
morning,  Captain  Doleful,"  exclaimed  a  dozen  sweet  voices  from  all  sorts 
of  vehicles,  for  women  will  toady  a  Master  of  Ceremonies,  be  he  what  he 
may  ;  and  thereupon  the  Captain  gave  one  of  his  feature-wrinkling  grins, 
and  raised  his  oil-skin-covered  hat  as  high  as  the  yard  of  penny  ribbon 
would  allow,  while  all  the  little  boys  and  girls,  for  whom  he  had  obtained 
half-holiday,  burst  into  loud  acclamations,  as  they  stood  or  sat  on  Lily- 
white-sand  barrels,  hazel  bundles,  and  other  miscellaneous  articles,  waiting 
for  conveyance  by  the  railway.  "  Now,  children,  mind,  be  orderly,  and 
attend  to  what  I  told  you,"  said  the  Captain,  eying  his  juvenile  friends  as 
though  he  were  marshalling  them  for  a  quadrille.  "  It  now  wants  but  ten 
minutes  to  the  coming  of  the  train,  so  be  getting  yourselves  in  order, 
unfurl  the  flags ;  and  you,  musicians,"  turning  to  the  promenade  band, 
who  were  hard  at  work  with  some  XX,  "  be  getting  your  instruments  ready, 
to  welcome  Mr.  Jorrocks  with  '  See  the  conquering  hero  comes  1' "  As 
the  minutes  flew,  the  scene  became  more  inspiriting.  Eyes  were  strained 
up  the  railway  in  the  direction  he  was  to  come,  and  ears  were  opened  to 
catch  the  first  sound  of  the  engine.  All  was  anxiety  and  expectation. 
Hope  and  fear  vacillated  on  every  countenance.  *'  Should  he  not  come, 
what  a  bore  1 "  "  Oh,  but  he's  certain  to  arrive,  and  Mrs.  Jorrocks  too, 
am't  they,  Captain  ?  "  The  Captain  looked  thoughtful  and  mysterious,  as 
all  great  men  should,  but  deigned  no  reply. 

Precisely  at  three-quarters  of  a  minute  before  three,  a  wild  shrill 
whistle,  that  seemed  to  issue  from  the  bowels  of  the  e^rth  and  to  run 
right  up  into  mid-air,  was  heard  at  the  back  of  Shavington  Hill,  and,  in 
an  instant,  the  engine  and  long  train  rounded  the  base,  the  engine 
smoking  and  snortmg  like  an  exasperated  crocodile.  Nearer  and  nearer 
it  comes,  with  a  thundering  sort  of  hum  that  sounds  throughout  the 
country.  The  wondering  ploughman  stops  his  team.  The  cows  and 
sheep  stand  staring  with  astonishment,  while  the  horses  take  a  look,  and 
then  gallop  about  the  fields,  kicking  up  their  heels  and  snorting  with 
delight.  The  guard's  red  coat  on  the  engine  is  visible — next  his  gold 
hat-band  appears^— now  we  read  the  Hercules  on  the  engine,  and  anon  it 
pulls  up  with  a  whiff,  a  puff,  and  a  whistle,  under  the  slate-covered  shed« 

give  the  Hercules  his  water,  and  set  down  and  take  up  passengers  and 
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goods.  Seven  fint-class  passenger  carriages  follow  the  engine,  all' smart, 
dean,  and  yellow,  with  appropriate  names  on  each  door  panel — The  Prince 
Albert,  Clueen  Victoria,  and  the  Prince  of  Wales,  The  Venus,  The 
Mercury,  The  Comet,  and  The  Star;  next  come  ten  second-class  ones, 
green,  with  covered  tops,  and  half-covered  sides,  but  in  neither  set  is 
tiiere  anything  at  all  like  the  Jorrocks'  party.  Cattle-pens  follow,  holding 
sheep,  swine,  donkeys,  and  poultry ;  then  came  an  open  platform  with  a 
broken  britzka,  followed  by  b  curious-looking  nondescript  one  horse 
vehicle,  containing  a  fat  man  in  a  low-crowned  hat,  and  a  versatio  or 
reversible  coat,  with  the  preferable  side  outwards.  Along  with  him  were 
two  ladies  muffled  up  in  cloaks,  and  at  the  back  was  a  good-looking 
.enrant-maid.  From  the  bottom  of  the  carriage  swung  a  couple  of  hams, 
and  a  large  warmmg-pan. 

*'  Pray  is  Mr.  Jorrocks  here  ?  "  inquired  the  elegant  M.  C,  who  had 
persuaded  the  station-master  to  let  him  in  upon  the  line,  riding  his 
white  charger  near  the  door  of  the  first-class  carriage,  and  raising  his  hat 
as  he  spoke ;  but  getting  no  answer,  he  continued  his  interrogatory  down 
the  whole  set  until  he  came  to  the  end,  when  casting  a  despairing  glance 
at  the  cattle  pens,  he  was  about  to  wheel  round,  when  the  gentleman  in  the 
yersatio  coat,  in  a  very  stentorian  voice,  roared  out,  '*  I  say,  Sir  1  Baint 
this  the  'Andley  Cross  station?  " 

"  It  is.  Sir,"  replied  Captain  Doleful,  in  his  most  dignified  manner, 
*'  the  Datton  station  for  Handley  Cross  at  least." 

"  Then  I  want  to  land,"  responded  the  same  sweet  voice. 

"  Here's  a  gentleman  wants  to  be  down,"  observed  Captain  Doleful  to 
the  scarlet-coated  guard,  who  came  bustling  past  with  a  pen  of  Cochin- 
Chinas  to  put  upon  the  traiu. 

"  Tes,  a  gentleman  and  two  ladies,"  roared  our  friend ;  **  Mister  and 
Missis  Jorrocks  in  fact,  and  Miss  Jorrocks  1 " 

"Bless  my  heart,"  exclaimed  Captain  Doleful  in  ecstacies,  "how 
delighted  I  am  to  see  you !  I  really  thought  you  were  not  coming,"  and 
thereupon  the  Captain  raised  his  hat  to  the  ladies,  and  offered  his  hand 
most  cordially  to  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

.  "  What,  you  knows  me,  do  you  ?  "  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  the  sort 
of  doubtful  shake  of  the  band  that  a  person  gives  when  he  thinks  the  next 
moment  may  discover  a  mistake.  '*  You  knows  me,  do  you  ?  "  repeated 
he,  "you  have  the  adwantage  of  me — pray  who  are  you?^' 

"  Captain  Doleful,  M.  C,"  responded  our  worthy,  presenting  his  glazed 
card  to  the  ladies ;  and  thereupon  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  a  chuckle  on  his 
good-humoured  countenance,  as  he  gazed  at  the  Captain's  incongruous 
habiliments,  seized  his  hand  and  wrung  it  heartily,  saying,  **  'Ow  are  ye. 
Doleful  ?  'Ow  do  ye  do  P  Werry  glad  to  see  you — werry  glad  indeed ; 
•ow's  t.he  Nabob  P  " 

.  "  Middling,  thank  you,"  replied  the  Captain,  with  a  faint  blush  on  his 
cadaverous  countenance.  "  But  hadn't  you  better  alight  and  get  your 
carriage  and  things  off  the  train  P  "  inquired  he,  glad  to  turn  the  con- 
versation, "  they'll  be  off  with  you  if  you  don't  mind,"  and  thereupon  the 
Captain  beckoned  the  guard,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks,  standing  up  in  the  vehicle, 
lookinff  very  like  a  hay-stack  with  a  hat  on  the  top,  bounded  to  the 
grooncL    Mrs.  Jorrocks,  in  a  black  velvet  bonnet,  lined  with  pink  satm. 
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and  iier  body  all  shrouded  in  a  (ea-greea  silk  cloak,  than  accepted  tbe 
offer  of  the  Captain'B  arm,  and  deeceaded  with  caution  and  due  Btate ; 
while  Belinda,  with  the  apring  of  youth  and  elasticity  in  her  limbs, 
boundttl  on  to  the  foot-way  beyond  the  raiL  BeDJamin,  who  was  asleep 
in  the  horse-box,  being  considerately  kicked  awake  by  ISi.  Jorrocka,  the 
porters  cut  off  the  last  joints  of  the  train,  when  away  it  went,  hissing  and 
snorting  through  the  quiet  country,  leaving  oui  party  to  the  uddisturbed 
obserration  of  the  Handley  Crou  company. 


CHAPTER  X. 

TBE  CONQUERiyO  HERo's  PUBLIC  ESTSY. 


^^f^^ 
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A  PT  A  I  N 
Doleful,  leav- 
ing his  chai^er 
in  the  care  of 
a  porter,  now 
ofiered  Mrs, 
Jorrocks  bis 
arm, and  walked 

IT'  I      ^^— ^St^W^KmSmR  station-house, 

followed  by 
Jorrocks  and 
Belinda,  emid 
the  observa- 
tions and  in- 
quiries of  the 
numerous  pai  ty 
ranged  outside 
the  barrier. 
Theladies  being 
now  left  to  ar- 
range their  toi- 
lettes, Jonocks  and  Doleful  joined  arms  in  a  most  friendly  manner,  and 
(trutted  back  to  see  about  unloading  the  horses,  the  snck-like  Rgurc  of  the 
one,  contrasting  with  the  thin,  lathy,  mountebank  appearance  of  the  other. 
This  being  accomplished,  Ben  proceeded  to  strip  off  his  dirty  white 
great  coat,  and  display  his  fine  new  sky-blue  postillion  jacket,  patent 
cords  and  top-boots,  while  Jorrocks  began  expatiating  to  Doleful  on  the 
merits  of  the  auimali. 

"  This  'ere  'osa,"  says  he,  rubbing  his  hand  np  and  down  the  Soman 
note  of  a  great  rat-tailed  brown,  "  I've  ridden  many  seasons,  and  he's 
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never  given  me  but  one  fall,  and  that  was  more  my  huli  than  his. 
Indeed  I  may  say  it  was  mine  entirely.  'Ow's  this  country  off  for 
foxes !  Well,  you  see,  I  was  chiveyin'  thu  'ere  'oss  along  like  wildfire,  for 
it  was  a  most  special  fine  scentin'  day — breast-high  all  the  way — and  Tom 
Hills,  that's  our  'untsman,  was  ridin'  wiciously  wenomous — ^by  the  way 
that  reminds  me  can  you  commend  me  to  an  honest  man  to  buy  my 
forage  of?  Well,  we  blazed  down  Windy  Hill,  and  past  Stormey  Wood, 
just  as  though  it  were  as  level  as  this  rally,  when  Joe  Crane,  thinkin'  to 
gain  a  nick,  turned  for  Nosterly,  and  Tom  and  I  rode  slap  for  Guilsborough, 
where  he  threw  a  shoe,  and  I  was  left  alone  in  my  glory.  I  know'd  the 
country  well,  and  sinkiu'  the  hill,  stole  down  Muddiford  Lane,  with 
the  pack  goin'  like  beans  on  my  led,  with  only  two  men  within  a 
mile  of  them,  barrin'  a  miller  with  his  sacks,  who  rode  uncommon 
galvanizingly. 

"  Well,  thinks  I  to  myself,  if  they  turn  by  Gatton  steep  I'll  have, 
a  nick,  for  though  his  'oss  was  never  reglarly  pumped  out,  yet  times  are 
when  he'd  be  better  of  a  little  more  wind,  and  so  as  I  rode  along  peepin* 
over  the  'edge,  'oping  every  minute  to  see  old  Barbican,  who  was  leadin' 
the  pack  that  day,  give  a  bend  to  my  side,  ven  vot  should  occur  but 
a  gipsy  camp  half  across  the  lane,  and  tliree  donkeys,  two  jacks  and  a 
jinney,  huddled  together  in  the  other  part  so  as  to  make  a  regular  barrier, 
and,  by  the  by,  have  you  read  Digby  Grand?  Grand  book  it  is; 
but,  however,  never  mind  that  at  present ;  weU,  we  were  close  upon  the 
camp  and  donkeys  afore  ever  we  saw  them,  for  it  was  just  at  that  sharp 
turn  of  the  road  where  the  waterin'  trough  is — confound  them,  they 
always  place  pikes  and  troughs  in  the  hawkwardest  places — and  this  'oss 
tiiough  with  all  his  eyes  about  him,  was  so  heager  lookin'  for  the  'ounds, 
^at  I'm  dashed  if  he  didn't  come  upon  them  so  suddenly  that  he  hadn't 
time  to  change  his  leg  or  do  no  thing,  consequentially  he  dodged  first 
among  the  gipsy  bairns,  putting  his  foot  through  a  iarcepan  the  old  father 
gipsy  was  a  mendin',  and  then,  fearin'  mischief,  he  flew  to  the  left,  and 
cast  me  right  on  to  the  old  jinney  bass's  back,  who,  risin'  at  the  moment, 
finished  the  business  by  kickin  me  off  into  the  dirtiest  heap  of  com- 
position for  turnips  I  ever  smelt  in  my  life — haw,  haw,  haw !  I  really 
think  I  wind  it  now.  Still  the  'oss  is  a  good  un — an  undeniable  good 
nn.  When  he  carries  me  well,  I  ax's  three  'undred  for  him,  at  other 
times  I'd  take  thirty.  I  never  grudges  money  for  'osses.  Des-say  if  all 
the  money  I've  spent  first  and  last  were  equally  distributed  among  them, 
they  wouldn't  stand  me  i'  less  nor  forty  pund  apiece. 

'*  This  too*s  a  ^rand  nag !  "  continued  he,  taking  hold  of  the  ear  of  a 
stiff  bay  with  white  hind  legs,  and  a  bang  tail — "  good  at  every  thing — 
rides,  drives,  'unts,  and  carries  a  ^ooman.  1  call  him  Xerxes,  cause  as  how 
ven  I  drives  two,  as  I'm  a  doin'  to-day,  he  goes  leader,  and  in-course  the 
brown,  which  I  calls  ^r^-Xerxes,  comes  arter  him !  Both  go  like  the 
vind — good  'osses  1  uncommon  good!  rough  and  strong  as  our  four- 
shillin'  tea. — Binjamin,  mind  the  traces, — and  now  be  after  puttin'  too, 
your  Missis  will  be  ready  by  the  time  we  get  all  square ; "  and  thereupon 
Mr.  Jorrocks  began  fussing  and  busying  himself  with  the  horses  and 
harness,  and  very  soon  had  Xerxes  and  Arter-Xerxes  in  their  proper 
places,  '*  tandem  fashion."    The  carriage  was  an  old,  low,  open,  double* 
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bodied  one,  with  red  atid  black  wheels,  looking  as  much  likei  a  fire-eifgine^ 
as  anything  else,  especially  with  the  Westphalia  hams  and  warming-pan 
swinging  from  the  bottom  like  buckets.  It  held  four  comfortably,  or  five 
on  a  pinch,  and  the  inmates  were  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  his  wife,  Belinda,  and 
Betsey.  It  was  tremendously  stuffed  and  hung  about  with  luggage,  and 
at  the  back  was  attached  a  most  sporting  package,  consisting  of  two 
saddles  done  up  in  horse-sheeting ;  and  through  the  roller  which  fastened 
them  to  the  carriage,  two  stout  hunting-whips  and  a  new  brass  horn  were 
thrust.  All  things  being  ready,  Mr.  Jorrocks  gave  Benjamin  a  "  leg  up  " 
on  to  Xerxes,  and  gathering  up  the  reins  of  his  wheeler  in  a  most  work- 
manlike manner,  stepped  into  the  vehicle,  and  preceded  by  Captain  Doleful 
on  the  white  charger,  drove  up  to  the  station-house  door,  to  the  infinite 
delight  of  all  the  spectators  outside  the  rails,  amid  the  puffings,  scrapings, 
and  tootlings  of  the  musicians,  the  pointing  of  children,  the  unfurling  of 
flags,  and  general  movement  of  the  meeting, 

Mrs.  Jorrocks  and  Belinda  had  improved  the  few  minutes  in  the 
station-house,  and  with  the  aid  of  Betsey  and  a  looking-glass  had  rectified 
the  little  disorders  of  the  journey.  Having  cast  her  sea-green  wrapper, 
Mrs.  Jorrocks  shone  forth  in  a  superb  scarlet  brocade  pelisse,  so  bright 
and  dazzling  tbat  even  in  Great  Coram  Street,  or  St.  Pancras  Church,  it 
acted  as  a  loadstone  on  the  eyes  of  the  beholders,  and  now  in  the  quiet 
country  was  almost  overpowering.     She  looked  like  a  full-blown  peony. 

Belinda,  the  young,  the  fair,  the  beautiful  Belinda,  was  the  picture 
of  innocence  and  health.  Her  large  lustrous  blue  eyes,  with  their  long 
silken  lashes,  shone  **  sweetly  lambent "  from  beneath  a  drab  silk  drawn 
bonnet  lined  with  blue,  across  which  a  rich  black  veil  was  thrown;  a 
smile  hovered  round  her  ruby  lips,  disclosing  the  beautiful  regularity  of 
her  pearly  teeth ;  while  the  late  rapid  movement  through  the  air,  joined 
with  the  warmth  of  the  station-house,  and  the  excitement  of  the  scene, 
had  imparted  a  slight  flush  to  a  delicate,  but  beautifully  clear  complexion. 
Her  shining  brown  hair,  drawn  across  her  forehead  in  the  Madonna  style, 
was  confined  with  a  narrow  band  of  blue  velvet,  while  a  rich  well-fitting 
drab  silk  pelisse  displayed  the  symmetry  of  her  exquisitely  rounded  figure. 
Her  beautifuUy-formed  feet  were  enclosed  in  well-fitting  patent  leather 
shoes,  whose  ties  embraced  well-turned  ankles  encased  in  well  drawn  up, 
white  gau;Ee  silk  stockings. 

The  station-house  and  buildings  concealing  our  party  from  view, 
Mr.  Jorrocks  had  time  to  make  those  comfortable  dispositions  of  the 
persons  of  his  suite  as  are  always  desirable  in  public  processions,  but 
which  are  sometimes  driven  out  of  the  heads  even  of  the  most  experienced 
paraders,  by  the  inquisitive  observations  of  many  hundred  eyes.  He  now 
took  Belinda  upon  the  draw-out  seat  between  himself  and  Mrs.  Jorrocks, 
while  Betsey  bundled  in  behind,  among  Dundee  marmalade,  sugar  loaves, 
Copenhagen  cherry-brandy,  and  other  things.  Having  given  a  knowing 
cast  over  his  lefl  shoulder  to  see  that  she  was  right.  Mi,  Jorrocks  cried 
out,  "Now,  Binjimin,  follow  the  Captain,**  and  giving  Arter-Xerxes  a 
touch  with  the  point  of  the  whip,  passed  from  the  screen  formed  by  the 
station-house,  to  the  folding  iron  gates  at  the  side,  which  being  thrown 
at  the  approach  of  the  Captain,  they  made  a  splendid  turn  off  the 
^  line  into  the  crowded  space  outaide.     •*  Huzza !  huzza  I  huzza  1 
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Itizzal  Imzzal  huzza!"  exclaimed  a Iinndred yoices ;  '^Hozzal  Imsza!^ 
responded  a  hundred  more,  amid  the  roll  of  drums,  the  puffing  of  the 
horns,  the  ftapping  of  the  ^ags,  and  the  waving  of  handkerchidTa  from 
those  whose  aristooratio  ideas  precluded  the  expression  of  clamorous 
applause.  Doleful  stopped  Benjamin  on  the  leader,  and  Mr.  Jorrooks 
pulling  short  up,  stooa  erect  in  the  vehicle,  and  taking  off  his  low 
crowned  hat,  bowed  and  waved  it  repeatedly  to  the  company^  while 
Mrs.  Jorrocks  acknowledged  the  compliment 'by  .frequent  kisses  of  her 
hand,  and  Belinda's  face  became  suffused  with  blushes  at  the  publicity  and 
novelty  of  her  situation. — Having  sufficiently  exercbed  their  lungs,  hats 
began  to  rest  upon  their  owners'  heads,  handkerchiefis  were  returned  to 
their  pockets,  and  amid  a  general  buzz  and  exclamation  of  applause^  a  rush 
was  made  at  the  carriage  to  get  a  closer  view  of  Belinda. 

*'By  Jove,  what  a  beautiful  girl  1 "  exclaimed  Captain  Parkins  (a  new 
tx>mer)  to  his  friend  Bfr.  Dyndey,  eyeing  BeHnda  through  his  glass. 

"  Did  you  ever  9ee  such  eyes  P  "  inquired  a  second. 

'^  Handsomest  creature  I  ever  beheld  1  Fine  undulating  figure  I  *'  ob- 
served a  third. 

**  What  a  quiz  the  old  girl  is,"  remarked  another. 

*'  Is  she  her  daughter  ?  "  inquired  ar  third  of  Captain  Doleful^  who  was 
busy  marshalling  the  procession. 

".Lots  of  money  I  suppose  !  "  said  another. 

"  He  looks  like  a  rich  fellow,  with  that  queer-looking  hat  of  his." 

•*  The  senrant  girl's  not  bad-looking." 

"  Miss  for  my  monw,"  said  another,  "  I'm  in  love  with  her  abeady.^ 

"  I  wish  she'd  stand  up  and  let's  see  her  size." 

**  I  lay  a  guinea  she's  a  clipper." 

V  There''s  a  hand  I  I'll  be  bound  for  it  she  has  a  good  foot  and  anole. 
None  of  your  haiiy-heel'd  ones.** 

**He  looks  like  a  jolly  old  dog,"  observed  another.  •*  We  shall  have 
lots  of  good  dinners,  I  dare  say." 

Polefiil's  face  wrinkled  into  half  its  usual  size  with  delight,  for  he 
plainly  saw  he  had  made  a  hit;  and  most  fortimate  were  those  men  who 
had  ^niltivated  his  friendship  through  the  medium  of  the  subscription 
books  at  the  libraries,  for  the  two-guinea  subscribers  were  immediately 
presented  to  the  trio,  while  the  guinea  men  were  let  in  at  intervals  as  the 
procession  moved  along  the  road.  Nor  should  we  omit  to  mention,  for 
the  instruction  of  all  other  M.  C«'s,  that  thirteen  new  names  Were  put  down 
that  evening,  so  that  Doleful's  prospects  were  brighter  than  ever. 

The  first  burst  of  applause  having  subsided,  the  party  got  settled  into 
the  order  of  the  4ay,  as  laid  down  in  the  programme  of  the  worthy  M.  O. 
First  went  the  proprietary  school  children,  eighty  boys  and  a  hundred  and 
nine  girls,  three  a^breast,  with  sundry  pocket-handkerchief  banners.  Next 
came  the  ^'Fox  and  Ploreat  Scientia"  flag,  on  douUe  poles  so  as  to 
stretch  across  the  road ;  the  musicians,  two  drummers,  two  hcum-blowers, 
two  fiddlers,  and  a  fifer,  were  planted  behind  it ;  after  which  came  three 
glazed  calico  flags,  of  various  colours  in  stripes,  followed  by  Whackem's 
^mathematical  seminary,  and  the  rabble  at  large.  Then  came  another 
large  double  flag,  in  broad  stripes  of  scarlet  and  white,  with  the  words 
'^  JoBBOCKS  FOB  £VEB ! "  douc  iu  bluc  letters;  Doleful's  own  place  wa3 
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immediately  after  this,  bnt  of  course  during  the  progress  to  Handley 
Cross,  he  kept  along-side  the  carriage  of  the  distinguished  strangers. 
The  flys,  gigs,  ponies,  donkeys,  chaises,  &c.,  followed  on  in  a  long-drawn 
line,  just  as  they  could  jostle  in,  for  the  Captain  knew  the  high  hedges  on 
each  side  of  the  narrow  road  would  do  more  towards  keeping  them  in 
order  than  all  the  injunctions  and  remonstrances  he  could  lay  down  or  use. 

Mrs.  Jorrocks  was  delighted ! — ^Never  before  did  she  think  anything 
either  of  hunting  or  her  husband,  but  now  the  former  seemed  a  most 
delightful  amusement,  and  Jorrocks  appeared  a  perfect  hero.  He  too  was 
charmed  with  his  reception,  and  grinned  and  nudged  Belinda  with  his 
elbow,  and  cast  a  sly  wink  over  his  shoulder  at  Betsey,  as  thqr  jumbled 
along  the  road,  and  the  compliments  of  the  crowd  came  showering  among 
them.  Then  he  turned  his  eyes  up  to  heaven  as  if  lost  in  reflection  and 
bewilderment  at  the  honour  he  had  arrived  at.  Anon  he  caught  the  point 
of  his  whip  and  dropped  it  scientifically  along  Arter-Xerxes'  side,  then  he 
began  to  whistle,  when  Captain  Doleful  having  resigned  the  side  of  the 
t»rriage  on  which  Mrs.  Jorrocks  was  sitUng  to  Captain  Parkins,  came 
round  to  say  a  few  nothings  to  our  worthy  friend. 

**  Well,  Miserrimus,"  said  Jorrocks,  opening  the  conversation  as  though 
he  had  known  him  all  his  life,,  ''you  see  I'm  down  upon  you  as  the 
extinguisher  said  to  the  rushlight^-always  say  you  camH  be  too  quick  in 
catchin'  a  flea.— *Ow's  the  Nabob  ?  " 

"Middling,  thank  you,"  again  replied  the  Captain, — "yowV^  looking 
nncommonly  well  I'm  sure,"  said  he,  eyeing  Mr.  Jorrocks  as  he  spoke.. 

*'  Oh  «e  / "  replied  Jorrocks,  "  bless  you  I'm  never  bad — never  cept  I 
gets  a  drop  too  much,  as  will  happen  in  the  best  reglated  families,  you 
know,  Miserrimus.^*  Whereupon  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  a  knowing  grin,  gave 
Dolefiil  a  dig  in  the  ribs  with  the  butt-end  of  his  whip — saying,  "  have  you 
got  any  of  that  *  cold  roast'  you  told  me  of  in  your  letter  ?  " 

**WTiy  no,  Mr.  Jorrocks,  it's  all  gone,  but  there's  plenty  more  in 
Handley  Cross.  It's  the  best  place  for  beef  I  know. — ^Indeed  for  every- 
thing." 

^'You'll  be  desperation  fond  of  'untin*  I  s'pose,"  observed  Mr. 
Jorrocks,  after  a  slight  pause,  flourishing  his  whip  over  his  head,  and 
giving  a  knowing  look  at  boleful's  accoutrements. 

'*  It's  the  only  thing  worth  living  for  in  my  mind,"  replied  Captain 
Doleful. 

"  By  jingo !  so  say  I,"  rejoined  Mr.  Jonocks ;  "  all  time's  lost  that's 
not  spent  in  'untin'. — Give  us  your  hand,  Miserrimus,  my  bou^y  for  you 
must  be  a  trump^a  man  after  my  own  'eart !  '*  and  thereupon  Jorrocks 
gave  him  such  a  shaking  as  nearly  sent  him  ofif  his  horse. 

"  That'll  be  your  kiver  'ack  I  presume,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  after 
their  hands  were  released,  as  he  cast  an  eye  at  the  white.  '*  He  goes  hup 
and  down  like  a  yard  and  a  'alf  of  pump  water." 

Doleful  did  not  know  whether  this  was  meant  as  a  compliment  or  other- 
wise, so  he  "  grinned  horridly  a  ghastly  smile,"  and  asked  Mr.  Jorrocks  if 
he  was  fond  of  music.  "  Music! "  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "y«,  the  music  of 
the  'ounds — none  o'  your  tamboureenin'  work.  Give  me  the  real  ov^hf 
ough,  ough,  of  a  fine  deep-toned  'ound  in  the  depths  of  a  rocky  dell,  as  he 
drags  up  to  old  Beynard  among  the  brush-wood,"   and  as  he  spoke. 
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Mr.  Jorroclu  snuffed  the  air  and  threw  his  head  about  as*  though  he  were 
feeling  for  a  scent  himself, — "  What  sort  of  fencin'  have  you  ?  " 

^Fencing I  "  repeated  Captain  Doleful,  thoughtfully— »" fencing,  whj 
we've  had  none,  I  think,  since  the  theatre  closed." 

"  Humph  I "  mused  Mr.  Jorrocks,  **  that's  queer^-never  knew  a  play* 
actor  in  my  life  with  the  slightest  turn  for  'untin'." 

The  foremost  in  the  procession  having  now  reached  the  outskirts  of  the 
town,  a  halt  was  made  to  allow  the  pedestrians  to  knock  the  dust  off  their 
shoes,  and  get  their  voices  ready  for  shouting.  Doleful  rode  along  the 
line  exhorting  them  to  order  and  regularity,  and  directing  the  streets 
through  which  the  procession  should  pass,  taking  particular  care  to  keep 
wide  of  the  Bamingtons.  A  considerable  accession  was  here  made  to 
their  strength  by  numerous  groups  of  ladies  and  gentlemen,  who,  attracted 
by  the  fineness  of  the  day,  and  a  little  natural  curiosity,,  had  wandered  out 
to  see  what  sort  of  an  animal  a  Cockney  master  of  hounds  was.  Miss 
Prim  and  Miss  Prosey's  seminaries  too  turned  out  in  their  pink  and  bliie 
ginghams,  and  came  up  just  at  the  period  of  the  halt, — all  the  grooms  and 
helpers  of  the  town  who  could  not  get  to  the  station  now  flocked  to  swell 
the  throng.  The  hubbub  and  confusion  was  excessive,  and  they  pushed 
and  elbowed,  and  fought  to  get  near  the  carriage  to  have  a  dose  view  of 
Mr.  Jorrocks.  "  My  eyes  but  he's  a  fat  un ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Brisket,  the 
butcher,  to  his  foreman,  "  it  would  be  a  downright  credit  to  a  butcher  to 
supply  such  a  gent. :  can't  be  less  nor  three  inches  o'  fat  on  his  rib ;  " 
whereupon  he  thrust  a  card  into  Mr.  Jorrocks 's  hand,  containing  his 
name,  trade,  and  place  of  abode.  This  was  a  signal  for  the  rest,  and  imme- 
diately a  shoal  of  cards  were  tendered  from  persons  of  all  callings  and 
?rofessions.  Lucy  Sandey  would  mangle,  wash,  and  clear-starch ;  then 
[annah  Pye  kept  the  best  potatoes  and  green-groceries  in  general ;  Tom 
Hardy  supplied  milk  at  all  hours ;  George  Dodd  let  donkeys  by  the  day 
or  hour ;  Samuel  Mason  offered  the  card  of  the  Bramber  livery  stables, 
where  there  was  a  lock-up  coach-house ;  Susan  Muddle  hoped  the  ladies 
would  drink  with  her  at  the  Spa  at  a  shilling  a  week,  and  glass  found. 
Then  there  was  a  wine-merchant's  card,  followed  by  lodging-housekeepers' 
-without  end,  and  a  chimney-sweep's. 

All  in  advance  being  now  ready.  Captain  Doleful  came  grinning  and 
capering  through  the  crowd,  and  announced  to  the  ladies  that  they  were 
about  to  enter  the  town,  and  informed  Mr.  Jorrocks  that  they  would  first 
of  all  proceed  to  the  Dragon  Hotel,  from  the  balcony  of  wluch  it  would 
have  a  good  effect  if  he  would  address  the  meeting.  Without  waiting  for 
Mr.  Jorrocks's  assurance  that  he  "  didn't  know  what  to  say,"  he  placed 
himself^in  advance  of  Benjamin,  and  raised  his  hunting-whip  as  a  signal  to 
thcr  musicians,  who  immediately  struck  up  "  See  the  conquering  hero 
comes,"  and  the  cavalcade  proceeded.  The  boom  of  the  drums,  the  twang 
•of  the  horns,  and  the  shouts  of  the  children,  brought  every  human  being 
to  the:  doors,  windows,  and  verandahs,  and  there  was  such  ruhning,  and 
rushing,  and  fighting  to  see  the  conquering  hero,  and  such  laughing 
among  the  servant-maids  at  the  ample  dimensions  of  his  shoulders,  with  as 
many  observations  upon  his  retinue,  as  would  fill  a  chapter  of  them- 
aelves. 

After  passing  the  long  line  of  villas  that  stud  the  road  in  the  Mount 
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Bion  direction,  the  caTalcade  turned  into  Arthur  Street,  where  the  noise 
and  bustle  increased  tenfold.  Shop-lads,  no  longer  to  be  restrained, 
roshed  out  in  defiance  of  their  masters'  holloas,  some  hastily  putting  up 
the  shutters,  others  leaving  the  shops  to  take  care  of  themselves.  Bazaars, 
fancy  shops,  jewellers^ ,  &c.,  were  drawn  of  both  buyers  and  sellers ;  and  as 
the  **Floreat  Scientia"  banner  rounded  the  turn  into  High  Street,  an 
advancing  mob  from  the  other  end  of  the  town  charged  with  such  vigour 
as  sent  both  poles  through  Stevenson  the  hatter's  window,  damaging  a 
dozen  pasteboard  boxes, -being  the  principal  part  of  his  stock-in-trade. 
Nothing  was  heard  above  the  clamour  but  the  boom  of  the  drums,  and  the 
occasional  twang  of  a  liom,  while  Captain  Doleful's  red  coat,  and  his 
horse's  bowing  white  head,  seemed  borne  upon  the  shoulders  of  the  multi- 
tude. Thus  they  proceeded  in  stately  array  down  High  Street,  and 
neared  the  Dragon  Hotel. 

At  length  they  got  the  carriage  up  to  the  arched  door,  and  the  party 
alighted  amid  a  tremendous  burst  of  applause.  Captain  Doleful  having 
tendered  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  Belinda  took  her  uncle's,  and  no 
sooner  did  Betsey  get  out  of  the  back  seat  of  the  carriage  than  a  whole 
host  of  little  dirty  boys  scrambled  in  to  obtain  a  better  view,  making 
desperate  havoc  among  the  Dundee  mannalade,  and  Copenhagen  cherry<» 
brandy,  to  the  infinite  indignation  of  Benjamin,  who  roared  lustily  from 
the  leader  that  he  would  " oss-vip  'em"  all  round. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  ORATIONS. 

^NUBBINS,  the  landlord,  having  ushered  his  distinguished  guests  into 
the  balconied  apartment  of  the  first-fioor  front,  Captain  Doleful  took  a 
hasty  review  of  his  person  at  the  looking-glass,  placing  his  straggUng  hair^ 
in  the  most  conspicuous  manner  over  his  forehead,  and,  loosening  his  oiK 
skin-covered  hat  from  his  scarlet  coat,  he  advanc^  with  out-squared  toes 
and  elbows  to  present  himself  to  the  notice  of  the  meeting. 

His  appearance  in  the  balcony  was  the  signal  for  a  universal  roar,  amid 
which,  the  drums  and  wind  instruments  did  their  duty.  After  bowing 
and  grimacing  most  condescendingly  to  the  meeting  below,  silence  was  at 
length  obtained,  and  he  proceeded  to  address  them  as  follows  s*^ 

**  Ladies  and  gentlemen, — ladies  and  gentlemen,"  he  repeated,  laying 
the  emphasis  on  the  word  ladies^  and  grinning  like  an  elderly  ape  on  all 
around,  "  encouraged  by  your  smiles,  by  your  applause,  for,  without  you, 
as  the  poet  Campbell  beautifully  inquires,  '  What  is  man? — a  world  with*^ 
out  a  sun,'  I  present  myself  to  your  notice  to  perform  an  act  that  I  verily 
and  conscdentiously  believe  will  prove  most  conducive  to  the  interest,  the 
happiness,  and  general  welfare  of  this  thriving  and  important  town." 
Here  the  Captain  placed  his  forefinger  on  his  lip,  and,  according  to  pre^ 
vious  arrangement  with  the  drummers,  they  rumbled  with  their  drums, 
the  children  gave  some  loud  huzzas,|^in  conjunction  with  such  of  the 
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moh  as  were  troubled  with  a  turn  for  shouting.  "  Ladies  and  gentlemen," 
he  resumed,  "  I  stand  not  here  for  the  gratification  of  the  paltty  personal 
vanitjT  of  addressing  this  distinguished  assembly,  but  I  present  myself  to 
your  notice,  in  discharge  of  the  high,  the  onerous,  the  honourable  and  all- 
important  office  of  Master  of  the  Ceremonies  of  this  renowned  Spa,  to 
introduce  to  your  notice  the  most  distinguished,  the  most  determined,  the 
most  popular,  and  the  most  scientific  sportsman  England,  or  any  other 
country,  ever  saw  (loud  cheers).  Need  I  say,  gentlemen,  that  this 
illustrious  individual  is  the  great  and  renowned  Mr.  Jorrocks — a  name 
familiar  to  our  ears  as  Mr.  Dickens's  household  words — so  familiar  that  it 
is  even  chalked  on  the  walls  of  our  town ;  and  it  is  indeed  a  high — a 
flattering  circumstance  to  my  mind,  that  I<— even  I — the  humble  indivi- 
dual who  now  stands  befora  you,  should  have  been  the  means  of  procuring 
for  a  town  that  I  love  so  ardently,  a  man  of  such  imequalled  excellence 
and  such  distinguished  worth.*' 

Here  Doleful  being  rather  blown,  put  his  finger  to  his  lip  again,  upon 
which  the  drums  rumbled,  the  horns  twanged,  and  a  round  of  applause 
was  brewed  up.  He  resumed, — "  Gentlemen,  the  temporary  cloud  that 
obscured  the  brightness  of  our  delightful  town  has  passed  away  1  another 
and  a  brighter  san  has  risen,  beneath  whose  fostering  rays,  prosperity — 
bright,  unequalled  prosperity — shall  renovate  our  homes,  and  draw  forth 
blessings  from  your  grateful  hearts  (cheers).  This,  gentlemen,  is  a  thought 
that  repays  me  for  a  world  of  trouble,,  and  believe  me  that  in  all  the 
changes  and  chances  of  this  eventful  lifb,  amid  all  the  frowns  of  life's 
vicissitudes,  the  bright  recollection  of  this  hour  will  furnish  consolation 
that  a  thousand  woes  will  not  outweigh  (gr«at  applause).  Let  me  not, 
however,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  dwell  too  long  on  the  part  I  have  happfly, 
but  unworthily  played  in  this  transaction.  Let  me  not  stand  between 
that  bright  constellation  of  sporting  knowledge  and  the  indulgence  of  your 
laudaUt  euriositj*  Bather  let  me  withdraw,  with  a  bosom  o'erflowing 
with  liMit-felt  gratitude  for  the  honours  your  kindness  has  heaped  upon 
me,  and  introduce  to  your  notice  our  great  and  illustrioiis  stranger." 
Here  Doleful  squared  out  his  elbows  and  bowed  most  humbly  and  con- 
descendingly, first  to  the  front,  then  to  the  east  and  west,  and,  courtier- 
like, backed  from  the  balcony  into  the  loom,  amid  loud  and  long-continued 
cheers. 

While  he  was  delivering  himself  of  all  this  eloquence,  Mrs.  Jorrocks 
was  busy  inside  the  room  preparing  her  husband  for  presentation  to  the 
meeting.  Having  made  him  take  off  his  versatio  coat,  she  brushed  his 
blue  under  one  over,  rubbed  the  velvet  collar  right,  put  his  wig  straight,  and 
wiped  the  dust  off  his  Hessian  boots  with  a  corner  of  the  table-cover. 
Doleful  came  backing  in,  and  nearly  upset  Jorrocks  as  he  was  standing  on 
one  leg  by  the  table,  undergoing  the  latter  operation.  ''Now,  it's  your 
turn,  Mr.  Jorrocks,"  observed  the  Captain,  on  the  former  recovering  his 
equilibrium,  and  thereupon  they  joined  hands  and  advanced  into  the 
balcony^  like  the  Siamese  twins,  amid  the  uproarious  applause  of  the 
meeting.. 

"'Ow  are  ye  all?"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  with  the  greatest  familiarity, 
nodding  round  to  the  meeting,  and  kissing  his  hand.  "  'Opes  you  are 
weU«    Now  my  frind,  Miserrimus,  having  spun  you  a  yam  about  who  I 
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am,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  I'll  not  ran  his  faQ,  hut  get  upon  fresh 
ground,  and  say  &  few  vorda  about  hov  matters  are  to  be  managed. 


"  Tou  see  I've  come  down  to  'unt  your  country,  to  be  master  of  your 
'ounds,  in  fact, — and  first  of  atl  I'll  explain  to  you  what  /  means  by  the 
word  master.  Some  people  call  a  man  a  master  of  'ouods  wot  sticks  an 
*om  in  his  saddle,  and  blows  when  he  likes,  hut  leaves  every  thing  else  to 
the  'untsman.  That's  not  the  sort  of  master  of  'ounds  I  mean  to  be. 
Others  call  a  man  a  master  of  'ounds  wot  puts  in  the  paper  Mr.  -So-and- 
so's  'ounds  meet  on  Monday,  at  the  Loin  o'  Lamb ;  on  Wednesday,  at 
the  Brisket  o'  Weal;  and  on  Saturday,  at  the  Frying-pan;  and  after  that, 
jest  goes  out  or  not,  aa  suits  hia  conwenience— but  tiat't  not  the  aort  of 
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master  of  'onnds  I  means  to  be.  Again,  some  call  themselves  masters  of 
'ounds,  vrhen  they  pay  the  difference  atwixt  the  subscription  and  the  oost» 
leaving  the  management  of  matters,  the  receipt  of  money,  payment  of 
damage,  and  all  them  sort  of  partiklars,  to  the  secretary.  But  that's  not 
the  sort  of  master  o'  onnds  I  means  to  be.  Still,  I  means  to  ride  with  an 
'om  in  my  saddle.  Yonder  it  is,  see,"  said  he,  pointing  to  the  package 
behind  the  carriage,  "  a  regler  Percival,  silver  mouth-piece,  deep  cnp'd — 
and  I  means  to  adwertise  the  'onnds  in  the  paper,  and  not  go  sneakin' 
about  like  some  of  them  beggarly  Cockney  'unts,  wot  look  more  as  if  they 
were  goin'  to  rob  a  hen-roost  than  'unt  a  fox,  but  havin'  fixed  the  meeta, 
I  shall  attend  them  most  punctual  and  regler,  and  take  off  my  cap  to  all 
payin*  subscribers  as  they  come  up  (cheers).  This,  I  thinks,  will  be  the 
best  way  of  doin'  business,  for  there  are  some  men  wot  don't  care  a  copper 
for  owin'  the  master  money,  so  long  as  the  matter  rests  atwixt  themselves, 
and  yet  who  would  not  like  to  see  me  sittin'  among  my  'onnds  with  tny 
cap  slouched  over  my  eyes,  takin'  no  more  notice  of  them  than  if  they 
were  as  many  pigs,  as  much  as  to  say  to  all  the  gemmen  round,  *  these 
are  the  nasty,  dirty,  seedy  screws  wot  don't  pay  their  subscriptions.' 

"  In  short,  I  means  to  be  an  M.  F.  H.  in  reality,  and  not  in  name. 
When  I  sees  young  chaps  careering  o'er  the  country  without  ]ookin'  at  the 
'ounds,  and  in  all  humane  probability  not  knowin'  or  carin'  a  copper 
where  they  are,  and  I  cries,  *  *old  ^ard!*  I  shall  expect  to  see  them  pnll 
up,  and  not  wait  till  the  next  fence  fatches  them  too." 

Here  Mr.  Jonocks  made  a  considerable  pause,  whereupon  the  cheering 
and  drumming  was  renewed,  and  as  it  died  away,  he  went  on  as 
follows  :— 

^'Oir  all  sitivations  under  the  sun,  none  is  more  enviable  or  more 
'onerable  than  that  of  a  master  of  fox  'ounds  1  Talk  of  a  M. P.  1  vot's  an 
M.P.  compared  to  an  M.  F.  H.  ?  Your  M.P.  lives  in  a  tainted  hatmo- 
sphere  among  other  M.P.'s  and  loses  his  consequence  by  the  commonness 
of  the  office,  and  the  scoldings  he  gets  from  those  who  sent  him  there, 
bnt  an  M.  F.  H.  holds  his  levee  in  the  stable,  his  levee  in  the  kennel,  and 
his  levee  in  the  'untin'  field — is  great  and  important  every  where — ^has 
no  one  to  compete  with  him,  no  one  to  find  fault,  but  all  join  in  doing 
honour  to  him  to  whom  honour  is  so  greatly  due  (cheers).  And  oh, 
John  Jorrocks  I  my  good  frind,"  continued  the  worthy  grocer,  fumbling 
the  silver  in  his  small  clothes  with  upturned  eyes  to  heaven,  "  to  think 
that  you,  after  all  the  hups  and  downs  of  life — the  crossin's  and  jostlin's 
of  merchandise  and  ungovernable  trade — the  sortin'  of  sugars — the 
meiivi  of  teas — the  postin'  of  ledgers,  and  handlin'  of  inwoices,  to  think 
that  you,  my  dear  feller,  should  have  arrived  at  this  distinguished  post, 
is  most  miraculously  wonderful,  most  singularly  queer.  Gentlemen,  this 
is  the  proudest  moment  of  my  life  1  (cheers).  I've  now  reached  the  top- 
rail  in  the  ladder  of  my  hambition  1  (renewed  cheers).  Binjimin  I  "  he 
holloaed  out  to  the  boy  below,  "  Binjimin  I  I  say,  give  an  eye  to  them 
ere  harticles  behind  the  chay — the  children  are  ail  among  the  Copenhagen 
brandy  and  Dundee  marmeylad  I  Vy  don't  you  vollop  them  ?  Vere's  the 
use  of  furnishing  you  with  a  wbip>  I  wonder  ?  " 

"To  resume,"  said  he,  after  he  had  seen  the  back  of  the  carriage  cleared 
of  the  children,  and  the  marmalade  and  things  put  straight.    "  'Untin', 
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l«  I  have  often  8aid»  is  the  sport  of  Idogs— the  image  of  war  without  its 
goili,  and  only  fiye-and-twenty  per  cent,  oif  its  danger.  To  me  the  clink 
of  the  couples  from  a  vipper-in's  saddle  is  more  musical  than  any  notes 
tibai  ever  came  put  of  Greasey's  mouth  (cheers).  I  dosen't  wish  to 
disparage  the  walue  of  no  man,  but  this  I  may  say,  that  no  Nabob  that 
erar  was  foaled,  loves  'untin'  better  than  me  (cheers).  It*s  the  werry 
breath  of  my  body !  The  li?er  and  bacon  of  my  existence !  I  dosen't 
know  what  the  crazeyologists  may  say,  but  this  I  believes  that  my  'ead  is 
nothin*  but  one  great  bump  of  'untin'  (cheers).  'Untin'  fills  my  thoughts 
by  day,  and  many  a  good  run  I  have  in  my  sleep.  Many  a  dig  in  the 
ribs  I  gives  Mrs.  J.  when  I  think  they're  runuin'  into  the  warmint 
(renewed  cheers).  No  man  is  fit  to  be  called  a  sportsman  wot  doesn't 
kick  his  wife  out  of  bed  on  a  haverage  once  in  three  weeks !  (applause, 
mingled  with  roars  of  laughter).  I'm  none  of  your  fine,  dandified  Kotten- 
row  swells,  that  only  ride  out  to  ride  'ome  again,  but  I  loves  the  smell  of 
the  momin'  hair,  and  the  werry  mud  on  my  tops  when  I  comes  home  of 
an  evenin'  is  dear  to  my  'eart  (cheers).  Oh,  my  frinds !  if  I  could  but 
go  to .  the  kennel  now,  get  out  the  ounds,  find  my  fox,  have  a  good 
cbivey,  and  kill  him,  for  no  day  is  good  to  me  without  blood,  I'd^-rl'd 
—I'd — drink  three  pints  of  port  after  dinner  'stead  of  two !  (loud  cheers). 
That's  the  way  to  show  Diana  your  gratitude  for  favours  past,  and  secure 
a  continuance  of  her  custom  in  futiure  (cheers).  But  that  we  will  soon  do, 
for  if  you've — 

***  'Oases  sound,  and  dogs  'ealtbj, 
Earths  well-stopped,  and  foxes  plenty,' 

no  longer  shall  a  master  be  wantin'  to  lead  you  to  glory  (loud  cheers). 
I'll  not  only  show  you  how  to  do  the  trick  in  the  field,  but  a  scientific 
course  o'  lectors  shall  train  the  young  idea  in  the  art  at  'ome.  I've  no 
doubt  we  shall  all  get  on  capitally — fox  'unters  are  famous  fellows — tell 
me  a  man's  a  fox-hunter,  and  I  loves  him  at  once.  We'll  soon  get 
quainted,  and  then  you'll  say  that  John  Jorrocks  is  the  man  for  your 
money.  At  present  I've  done — hoping  werry  soon  to  meet  you  all  in  the 
field — ^I  now  says  adieu." 

Hereupon  Mr.  Jorrocks  bowed,  and  kissing  his  hand,  backed  out  of  the 
balcony,  leaving  his  auditory  to  talk  him  over  at  their  leisure. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


CAPTAIN   DOLEFUL  J.GAIS. 


chapter,  Cap- 
tain  Dolehl 
looked  Bt  his 
watch  and 

found  it  wanted 
liut  ten  minntea 
to  the  time  ho 
wai  to  appeal 
at  the  botuid  of 

bet  imperial  mnjesty,  Mrs.  Barnington ;  bo  ringing  fbr  Mr.  Snubbios,  the 
landlord,  he  hastily  consigned  the  party  to  hia  protection,  and,  qnitting 
the  room,  ran  tbrougb  tlie  toirn  like  a  lamplighter,  to  rc-orrnnge  Ma 
toilette  at  his  lodgings.  Off  went  the  old  militia  coat,  the  irhite 
moleskins  and  Hessians  made  way  with  pantomimic  q^uickness  for  a 
black  coat  and  trousers,  which  with  a  shriTelled  white  waistcoat,  and 
a  pair  of  broad- stringed  pumps,  completed  the  revised  edition  of 
the  arbiter  eUganliaTum  of  Handley  Cross  Spa.  The  crowded  incidenta 
of  the  hour  left  no  time  for  reflection,  and  fortunate,  pirhnps,  it  was 
for  the  Captflin,  that  he  had  no  time  to  consider  of  what  had  taken 
place,  or  even  his  creative  geuius  might  hove  discovered  some  little 
difficulty  in  reconciling  the  diacrcpaneiea  thnt  existed  between  his  pro- 
feaaions  and  performances.  So  quick,  however,  were  his  movements, 
and  the  transition  of  events,  that  John  Trot,  the  under  butler,  who  was 
one  of  the  audience  before  the  Dragon,  had  not  time  to  detail  the  doings 
of  the  day  to  Jlr.  Mountford,  the  butler,  to  tell  Mrs.  Stumps,  the  house- 
keeper, for  the  information  of  Bandoline,  to  carry  in  broken  English  to 
her  mistresi,  ere  Oaptaia  Doleful's  half  resolute  tap  of  a  knock  aDnounced 
bia  arriTal  at  the  door. 

"  Why  here's  old  TVo-begone  himself,  I  do  believe  t  "  exclaimed  John, 
breaking  off  in  his  narrative  at  the  intrusion  of  the  flag-poles  into 
Stevenson  the  hatter's  window.  "  It  is,  indeed,"  added  he,  casting  his 
fje -up  the  area-gtating  at  the  Captain,  as  he  stood  above  i  "I  declare  he 
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has  pealed  off  his  uniform  and  come  like  a  Christian.  Dirty  dog,  he 
can't  ha?e  washed  himself,  for  I  saw  him  bolt  out  of  the  Dragon  not  three 
minutes  afore  I  left,  and  I  only  looked  in  at  the  Phoenix  and  Flower-pot, 
and  took  one  glass  of  hot  elder  wine,  and  came  straight  home ;  *' 
saying  which,  John,  in  the  absence  of  Sam,  the  footman,  settled  himself 
leisurely  into  his  coatee,  and  proceeded  to  let  the  Captain  into  the 
house. 

"  The  dog's  come  to  dine,"  said  John,  on  his  return,  "  and  precious 
hungry  he  is,  I  dare  say,  for  he  don't  allow  himself  above  .two  feeds  a 
week  they  say.  However,  I  gave  him  a  bit  of  consolation,  by  telling 
him  that  missis  had  laid  down  at  four  o'clock,  with  orders  not  to  be 
disturbed,  and  therefore  it  might  be  eight  or  nine  o'clock  before  they 
dined ;  but  '  Sir,*  says  I,  *  there's  the  Morning  Post,*  so  I  left  him  to  eat 
that,  and  precious  savage  he  looked.  Now,  I  declare  on  the  honour  of  a 
gentleman,  of  all  the  shabby  screws  I  ever  came  thwart  of  in  the  whole 
of  my  professional  career,  that  Doleful  is  the  dirtiest  and  meanest. 
T'other  night  it  was  raining  perfect  wash-hand-stand  basins  full,  and  after 
sitting  master  out  to  bed,  and  missis  until  she  began  to  yawn,  he  mus- 
tered courage  to  do  the  expensive,  and  asked  me  to  fetch  him  a  fly. 
Well,  never  had  I  seen  the  colour  of  his  coin,  often  and  often  as  he  has 
darkened  our  door,  and  come  with  his  nasty  jointed  clogs,  dirty  cloaks, 
and  wet  numbrellas ;  but  thinks  I  to  myself,  this  surely  will  be  catching; 
time,  and  it  'ill  all  come  in  a  heap  in  the  shape  of  a  golden  sovereign 
pound  cake ;  so  out  I  splashed,  silks  and  all,  the  first  day  on,  too,  and 
brought  up  Sam  Fletcher's  yellow  with  the  grey ;  skipped  up-stairs,  tokl 
him  all  was  ready,  handed  him  his  hat,  upon  which  I  saw  him  fumbling 
in  his  upper  pocket ;  he  stepped  into  the  fiy,  and  just  as  I  closed  the 
door,  slipped  something  into  my  hand — felt  small — half  sov.,  better  than 
nothing,  thought  I — Hhank  you,  sir.  Miss  Jelly's,*  cried  I  to  Master  Sam, 
off  he  went,  in  comes  I,  looks  in  my  hand— hang  me,  if  it  wer'n't  a 
Joey  !  " 

"  That  beats  everything !"  exclaimed  l^lr.  Mountford,  the  butler,  laying 
down  a  handful  of  spoons  he  had  been  counting  over ;  "  why  do  you  know 
he  gave  me  one  the  very  same  day,  and  it  lies  on  the  entrance  table  now, 
to  let  him  see  how  little  we  care  for  Joeys  in  our  house." 

"  Who's  that  you're  talking  about  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Stumps,  whose 
room  being  on  the  other  side  of  the  passage  from  the  butler's  pantry, 
enabled  her  to  hold  a  dialogue  without  the  trouble  of  moving  herself 
across,  she  having  been  selected  on  account  of  her  fatness  and  the 
volubility  of  her  tongue. 

"  Only  old  Lamentable,"  replied  Mr.  Trot ;  "  what  do  you  think  the 
fellow's  done  now  ? — complimented  Mr.  Mountford  and  myself  with  a 
Joey  a-piece.  Stop  till  I  catch  him  with  a  decent  coat  on,  and  see  if  I 
don't  dribble  the  soup  or  melted  butter  over  it." 

"  Confound  the  mean  dog,"  observed  Mrs.  Stumps,  "  he's  the  most 
miserable  man  that  ever  was  seen.  I  do  wonder  that  missis,  with  aU  her 
fine  would-be-fashionable  airs,  countenances  such  a  mean  sneak.  Master 
may  be  dull,  and  I  dare  say  he  is,  but  he's  a  prince  compared  to  old 
Doleful." 

"  Master's  soft^'^  replied  Mr.  Mountford  thoughtfully,  "  and  he's  Tiard 
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too  in  some  things,  but  there  are  many  worse  men  than  he.    Besides,  the 
wife's  enongh  to  drive  him  mad.     S^e*s  a  terrible  larlarJ* 

''She's  in  one  of  her  tantrums's  to-day,"  observed  Mrs.  Stumps,  "  and 
has  had  Mademoiselle  crying  all  the  morning.  She's  tried  on  thirteen 
dresses  already  and  none  wUl  please  her.  It  will  be  eight  o'clock  very 
likely  before  they  dine,  and  that  reminds  me  she  had  two  notes  this 
morning  by  post — one  was  from  Lady  Gillyfield,  and  Sam  thought  he  saw 
something  about  dining,  and  staying  all  night,  as  he  took  it  up-stairs,  so 
just  you  keep  your  ears  open  at  dinner,  and  find  out  the  day,  as  I  want  to 
have  a  few  friends  to  cards  and  a  quadrille  the  first  time  the  family  go 
from  home." 

"  Oh,  I  dare  say  I  can  acquaint  you  all  about  it  without  waiting  for 
dinner,"  observed  Mr.  Mountford.  "  Sam,  just  step  into  the  clothes-room, 
and  feel  in  B's  brown  frock-coat  that  he  had  on  this  morning,  and  bring 
me  his  letters."  Sam  obeyed,  and  speedily  returned  with  three.  Mr. 
Mountford  took  them,  and  casting  an  adhesiv'd  one  aside,  as  either  a  "  bill 
or  a  begging  letter,"  opened  a  fine  glazed  note  with  blue  edges,  sealed 
with  a  transfixed  heart  on  green  wax : — "  Monday,  at  ten,  at  the  Apollo 
Belvidere,"  was  all  it  contained,  and  winking  at  Sam,  who  winked  at 
John  Trot,  who  passed  the  wink  to  Mrs.  Stumps,  Mr.  Mountford  refolded 
the  note,  and  opened  the  one  from  Sir  Gibeon  Gillyfield,  which  contained 
a  pressing  invitation  for  the  Friday  following,  to  make  one  at  a  battu  on 
the  Saturday. 

**  Yon  must  find  out  whether  they  go  or  not,"  observed  Mrs.  Stumps ; 
"  they  will  be  sure  to  say  something  about  it  at  dinner,  so  mind  be  on  the 
look-oat.  There's  missis's  bell !  my  stars,  how  she  rings  1  wouldn't  be 
near  her  for  the  world." — A  perfect  peal  I 

After  Doleful  had  had  a  good  spell  at  the  Post,  beginning  with  the 
heading  and  ending  with  the  printer's  name  at  the  end,  Mr.  Bamingtou 
made  his  appearance  from  his  room  below,  where  he  had  been  deceiving 
himself  into  the  belief  that  he  was  reading,  and  saluted  the  M.C.  in  the 
way  that  a  man  generally  takes  his  wife's  friends  when  he  does  not  like 
her.     After  exchanging  a  few  nothings,  he  looked  with  an  air  of  easy  in- 
difiference  round  the  room,  then  at  the  French  clock  on  the  mantel-piece, 
next  at  his  watch  to  see  that  it  was  not  wrong,  and  finally  composed  him- 
self cross-legged  into  a  low  douro  with  massive  cushions  at  the  back  and 
sides.     Doleful  resumed  his  seat  on  the  sofa.     Thus  they  sat  for  half  an 
hour,  listening  to  the  tickings  of  the  time-piece,  looking  alternately  at  eacli 
other  and  the  door.     Seven  o'clock  came  and  no  Mrs.  Bamington,  then 
the  quarter  chimed  in  that  concise  sort  of  way,  that  almost  says,  *'  Oh,  it's 
only  the  quarter !  "  the  half  hour  followed  with  a  fuller  chorus  and  more 
substantisJ  music,  whereupon  Bamington,  who  was  beginning  to  be  hungry, 
looked  indignantly  at  his  watch  and  the  door,  then  at  Doleful,  but  wisely 
said  nothing.     Doleful,  who  had  only  treated  himself  to  a  penny  bun  since 
breakfast,  was  well-nigh  famished,  and  inwardly  wished  he  had  palmed  him- 
self off  on  the  Jorrocks's  ;  when  just  as  the  time-piece  was  chiming  away 
at  a  quarter  to  eight,  a  page  in  a  green  and  gold  uniform  threw  open  the 
door,  and  in  sallied  the  majestic  Mrs.  Bamington  in  lavender-coloured 
satin.      With  a  slight  inclination  of  her  head  to  the  Captain,  who  was  np 
like  an  turrow  to  receive  her,  and  a  look  of  contempt  at  her  husband,  she 
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seated  herself  on  an  ottoman,  and  glancing  at  a  diminutive  watch  in  her 
armiet,  and  seeing  it  correspond  with  the  time  on  the  mantel-piece, 
without  a  word  of  apology  for  keeping  them  waiting,  she  hurried  off  the 
page  to  order  dinner  inUanjtly. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

A  FAMILY  DINNEE. 

Just  as  Mrs.  Barnington  was  desiring  Doleful  to  ring  the  beU  to  see 
why  dinner  was  not  ready,  Mr.  Mountford,  with  great  state,  and  an  air  of 
the  most  profound  respect,  walked  into  the  centre  of  the  room,  and 
announced  that  it  was  on  the  table,  when,  backing  out,  and  leaving  the 
page  in  charge  of  the  door,  he  returned  to  the  parlour  to  twist  a  napkin 
round  his  thumb,  and  place  himself  before  the  centre  of  the  side-board  to 
be  ready  to  raise  the  silver  cover  from  the  soup  tureen,  and  hand  it  to  John 
Trot,  to  pass  to  Sam,  to  place  on  the  tray  the  instant  the  party  were 
seated.  Mrs.  Barninfi;ton,  with  an  air  of  languid  absence,  mechanically 
placed  her  hand  on  Doleful's  arm,  and  sailed  down  the  thickly-carpeted 
staircase,  past  the  footmen  in  the  entrance,  and  dropt  into  a  many- 
cushioned  chair  at  the  head  of  the  table.  Doleful  seated  himself  at  the 
side  opposite  the  fire,  and  Barnington  of  course  took  his  place  at  the  foot 
of  the  table.  Soup  and  a  glass  of  sherry  passed  round  amid  the  stares 
and  anxious  watchings  of  the  servants,  before  anything  like  a  conversation 
was  commenced,  for  Barnington  was  not  a  man  of  many  words  at  any 
time,  and  fear  of  his  wife  and  dislike  of  Doleful  now  sealed  his  lips 
entirely.  Several  indifferent  topics  were  tried  during  the  fish,  alternately 
by  Mrs.  Barnington  and  Doleful.— The  weather — the  Morning  Post — ^^the 
last  elopement  —  somebody's  band — the  new  French  milUner,  when, 
gathering  up  her  napkin,  and  giving  her  head  a  toss  in  the  air,  she  ob- 
served, in  a  careless  easy  sort  of  way,  "  By  the  by,  Captain  Doleful,  I 
forgot  to  ask  you  if  those  Horrocks  people  arrived  to-day  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  marm,  they  came,**  replied  the  Captain,  with  uneasiness  on 
his  brow,  for  he  saw  "  Mountford  and  Co."  were  all  eyes  and  ears  to  catch 
what  he  said. — "  A  little  malt  liquor,  if  you  please.  Do  you  get  your 
malt  of  Dobbs  ?  *'  inquired  he  of  Barnington,  making  a  desperate  effort  to 
turn  the  conversation  at  the  outset,  the  only  chance  of  effecting  it ;  ''  if 
you  don't,"  observed  he,  "  there's  a  capital  fellow  come  from  Mortlake  in 
Surrey,  to  establish  an  agency  here  for  the  sale  of  the  same  sort  of  beer 
the  Queen  drinks,  and  apropos  of  that,  Mrs.  Barnington,  perhaps  you  are 
not  aware  that  her  Majesty  is  so  truly  patriotic  as  to  indulge  in  the  juice 
of  the  hop — takes  it  at  luncheon,  I  understand,  in  a  small  silver  cup,  a 
present  from  the  Prince,  with  the  lion  and  the  unicorn  fighting  for  the 
crown,  beautifully  raised  in  dead  gold  upon  it,  made  by  Hunt  and  Boskill, 
who  certainly  have  more  taste  in  trinketSi  and  articles  of  v^tu  than  all  the 
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rest  of  London  put  togetber, — ^bul  this  beer  is  very  good — dear-^-tmber 
and  hoppy,"  added  he,  drinking  it  off,  hoping  to  drown  old  Jorrocks,  wife, 
ftieoe,  and  dl,  in  the  dranght. 

*'  Who  is  H'orrooks,  that  you  were  asking  about,  ray  dear  ?  "  inquired 
Banangton  of  his  wife,  for  the  purpose  of  letting  Doleful  see  he  didn't 
consider  him  worth  answering,  and  not  from  any  motives  of  curiosity, — 
an  infiimity  from  which  he  was  perfectly  free. 

"  Only  some  people  the  Captain  and  I  were  talking  about  this  morning, 
my  loye,  that  were  expected  from  London.  They  are  noi  come,  you  say?  " 
added  she,  turning  to  the  Captain. 

"Oh  yes,  marm,  I  said  they  were  come.  Allow  me  the  honour  of 
taking  wine  with  you  P  Do  you  take  champagne  P  Champagne  to  ybur 
mistress,"  looking  at  Mr.  Mountford.  Mountford  helped  them  accordingly, 
giving  the  Captain  as  little  as  possible. 

"  Well,  and  what  sort  of  people  are  they  P  "  resumed  Mrs.  Bamington, 
setting  down  her  glass,  and  looking  at  Doleful  as  much  as  to  say,  *'  come, 
no  nonsense,  out  with  it." 

"  Upon  my  word  I  can  hardly  give  an  opinion,  for  I  saw  so  little  of 
them ;  but  I  should  say  from  what  little  I  did  see,  that  they  are  very 
respectable— 4hat's  to  say  (haw,  ha,  hem),  people  well  to  do  in  the  world 
(hem).  He  seems  an  uncommonly  good-natured  old  feUow — rattles  and 
talks  set  a  tremendous  rate;  but  really  I  can  hardly  fairly  give  an  opinion 
upon  their  other  qualifications  from  the  very  little  I  saw." 

"  How  many  carriages  had  they  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Bamington. 

"One,  with  a  pair,  but  they  came  by  the  train;  they  will  probably 
have  more  coming  by  the  road." 

"  Many  servants  ?  " 

•*  Not  many,  I  think.    Perhaps  they  are  coming  by  the  road  too.** 

"  What  are  the  women  like  ?  " 

^  The  old  lady  seems  a  monstrous  good-natured,  round-about,  motherly 
sort  of  body,  neither  very  genteel  nor  yet  altogether  vulgar — a  fiair  average 
woman  in  fact — -charitable,  flannel-petticoat,  soup-kitchen  sort  of  woman. 
•—This  is  capital  mutton — ^never  tasted  better.  By  the  way,  Mr.  Barn* 
ington,  did  you  ever  eat  any  Dartmoor  mutton  ?  it  certainly  is  the  best 
and  sweetest  in  the  world,  and  this  is  as  like  it  as  anything  tan 
possibly  be." 

V  No,**  was  all  the  answer  Mr.  Barnington  vouchsafed  our  hero,  who, 
bent  on  turning  the  conversation,  and  nothing  disconcerted,  immediately 
addressed  himself  to  his  hostess,  with  "  Beautiful  part  of  the  country — 
— fine  soenery — should  like  to  live  there — people  so  unaffected  and 
hospitable — ask  you  to  dine  and  sleep — ^no  puddling  your  way  home 
through  dirty  lanes  in  dark  nights.  The  view  from  iBther  rocks  on  the 
edge  of  Dunmore,  most  magnificent — ^there's  a  fine  one  also  on  the  road 
between  Exeter  and  Tiverton — and  near  Honiton  too — what  food  that 
eomitiy  would  afford  your  splendid  pencil,  Mrs.  Bamington*  I  know  no 
one  so  competent  to  do  justice  to  the  scenery  as  yourseO*,"  and  thereupon 
the  Captain  puckered  his  face  into  one  of  his  most  insinuating  grins.  Mrs. 
Bamington  went  on  eating  her  "  vole  au  veni/'  inwardly  resolving  to  know 
all  about  the  Jorrocks's,  without  compromising  one  jot  of  her  dignity. 
The  conversation  then  took  a  brisk  and  rapid  range  over  many  topics 
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and  to  divers  places — ^Batk,  Cheltenham,  Brighton,  Tunbridge  Wells, 
were  all  visited  in  snccession,  but  at  last  Mrs.  Bamington  fairly  landed 
the  Captain  back  at  Handley  Cross.  "  I  suppose  we  shall  be  having  a 
ball  here  soon,  sharn't  we.  Captain?"  inquired  she.  ''That  depends 
upon  Mrs.  Bamington,"  replied  the  obsequious  M.  C.  in  the  humblest 
tone.  "If  you  are  so  disposed  there's  no  doubt  of  our  having  one.  My 
ball  at  present  stands  first  on  the  list,  and  that  will  take  place  to-morrow 
fortnight." 

"  Oh,  I  forgot  your  ball  entirely — ^true — oh  dear,  no !  I  shouldn't  wish 
for  one  before  that — it  might  interfere,  with  yours.  Of  course  you  will 
send  me  five  tickets." 

The  Captain  bowed  profoundly,  for  this  as  much  as  said  there  would  be 
a  five-pound  note  coming.  "  I  hope  you  will  have  a  good  one,"  added 
she.  "There  will  most  probably  be  some  new  comers  by  that  time  to 
amuse  one  with  their  strange  faces  and  queer  ways. — ^I  wonder  if  the 
Horrocks's  will  go  P  " 

The  idea  at  that  moment  flashed  across  the  Captain*s  mind  too,  and  a 
prophetic  thought  assuring  him  they  would,  he  determined  to  grapple 
with  the  subject  instead  of  fighting  shy,  and  ventured  boldly  to  predict 
they  would,  and  once  more  essayed  to  smooth  their  passage  to  Mrs.  Bam- 
iugton's  patronage. 

"  Oh,  I  have  no  earthly  objection  to  them,  I  assure  you,  I  can  have 
none  to  people  I  never  either  saw  or  heard  of.  Of  course,  if  they  have 
letters  of  introduction  I  shall  call  upon  them — ^if  not,  and  you  assure  me, 
or  rather  convince  me,  of.  their  respectability,  I  shall  notice  them  the  same 
as  I  do  other  people  who  come  here  as  strangers." 

"  Very  much  obliged  indeed,"  replied  the  Captain,  feeling  all  the  time 
that  he  was  "  thanking  her  for  nothing." — "  They  are,  I  believe,  highly 
respectable.  She,  I  understand,  is  the  daughter  of  a  gentleman  who  was 
about  the  court  of  King  G^rge  the  Third.  The  young  lady  is  very 
pretty,  and  Jorrocks  himself  really  seems  a  very  excellent  old  fellow." 

"What,  you  are  talking  about  Mr.  Jorrocks,  are  jrou?"  inquired 
Mr.  Bamington,  looking  up  from  his  "  omelette  "  with  an  air  of  sudden 
enlightenment  on  his  countenance. 

"  Why  yes,  Solomon  ! "  replied  his  loving,  spouse,  "  who  did  you  think 
we  were  talking  about  ?  " 

•*-Why  you  called  them  Horrocks  I  how  was  I  to  know  who  you 
meant  P  " 

"  How  were  you  to  know  who  we  meant  ?  why  what  matter  does  it 
make  whether  you  know  or  not  P  Take  the  cheese  away,  Mountford,  and 
don't  make  this  room  smell  like  a  beer-shop." 

"  Stay  I  I  want  some,"  interposed  Mr.  Barnington. 

"  Then  take  it  into  your  master's  room,"  replied  Mrs.  Bamington. 
"  Go  and  stuff  yourself  there  as  much  as  you  like ;  and  send  for  your 
friend  Horrocks,  or  Jorrocks,  or  whatever  you  caU  him  to  keep  you 
company." 

And  after  an  evening  of  this  agreeable  dog  and  cat-ing,  varied  with 
occasional  intercessions  for  the  Jorrocks  family,  the  gallant  Captain  at 
length  made  his  adieus  and  retired  to  his  confectioner's. 
We  will  now  see  what  our  newlv  arrived  friends  are  about. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

ME.  JOEBOCKS  AND  HIS  SECRETARY. 

*'  Send  my  Sec.  here,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  great  dignity,  to 
SnubbinSy  the  landlord  of  the  Dragon ;  who,  in  compliance  with  Doleful's 
directionSi  was  waiting  to  receive  his  orders.  **  Send  my  Sec.  here,"  he 
repeated,  seeing  the  man  did  not  catch  what  he  said. 

••Tour  Sec.,  sir,"  repeated  the  landlord,  "it'll  be  your  boy,  I  presume  P" 
tumihff  to  the  waiter,  and  desiring  him  to  send  the  ostler  to  stand  by  the 
horses  heads  while  Mr.  Jorrocks's  boy  came  up-stairs. 

••No,  not  my  3<wy,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks  with  a  frown,  "so  you 
pre9ume$  wrong." 

"  Tour  maid,  then  ?  "  inquired  the  sharp  waiter,  thinking  to  hit  what 
his  master  had  missed. 

"  No,  nor  my  maid  neither,"  was  the  worthy  grocer's  answer,—"  what 
I  want  is  my  Sec.,  the  Secretary  to  my  'unt  in  fact." 

"  Oh !  the  Secretary  to  the  hunt,  that  will  be  Mr.  Fleeceall,"  rejoined 
the  landlord  with  a  grin  of  satisfaction. — "  Bun  up  to  Lavender  Lane, 
and  tell  Mr.  Fleeceall  that  Mr.  Jorrocks  has  arrived,  and  wishes  to  see 
him." 

"Ten  him  to  come  directly, ^^  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  adding,  in  a  mutter, 
"  I  dosen*t  understand  why  he's  not  here  to  receive  me.  Fatch  me  up  a 
glsss  of  cold  sherry  negus  loiih.  —Public  speakin*  makes  one  werry  dry." 

Before  the  with  was  well  dissolved,  so  as  to  enable  our  hero  to  quench 
Hs  thirst  at  a  draught,  our  one-eyed  friend  entered  the  room,  hat  in  hand, 
and  presented  himself  to  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  Now  I  wants  to  see  you  about  my  *ounds,'*  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with 
an  air  of  authority. — "  Where  are  they  ?  " 

"  Some,  I  believe,  are  in  the  kennel,  others  are  in  the  Yale  with  the 
various  farmers,"  replied  Mr.  Fleeceall. 

"  Some  in  the  Wale  I "  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks  with  surprise,  "  vy  am*t 
they  all  in  kennel  ?  you  surely  knew  I  was  a  comin',  and  ought  not  to 
have  had  things  in  this  hugger-mugger  state. — ^Whose  fault  is  it  ?  Where's 
the  kennel-book?" 

"  The  kennel-book  ?"  repeated  Mr.  Fleeceall  with  surprise. 

"  Yes,  the  kennel-book,  you  know  what  that  is  surely — ^the  list  of  the 
'ounds  in  fact." 

"  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon — I  don't  think  there  is  any  regular  kennel- 
book — at  least  I  never  had  one — all  that  /  do,  is  to  receive  the  subscrip- 
tions,— :write  to  gentlemen  that  are  in  arrear,  or  are  likely  to  subscribe, — 
tax  poultry  bills, — and  prevent  extortion  in  general." 

"Well,  all  werry  useful  in  its  way,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "but  a 
secretary  to  an  'unt  is  expected  to  know  all  about  the  'ounds  too,  and 
everything  besides — at  least  he's  no  Sec.  for  me  if  he  don't,"  added  he, 
his  eyes  sparklmg  with  animation  as  he  spoke. 
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"Oil,  I  do,"  replied  Mr.  Fleeceall  with  trepidation,  "only  Captain 
Doleful  has  h^  all  our  people  so  busy,  preparing  for  your  reception,  that 
we  tea  lly  have  not  been  able  at  bo  ehort  a  notice  to  make  our  arrangementa 
so  perfect  aa  we  could  wisb.    I  know  all  the  hounds  KelV 


"  Then  put  on  your  'at  and  come  willi  me  to  the  kenneL  It's  full 
moon  to-night,  so  we  needn't  mind  about  time." 

Fleeceall  hesitated,  but  seeing  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  resolute,  he  put  a 
good  face  on  the  matter,  and  boldly  led  the  nay.  As  he  piloted 
Mr.  Jorrocks  through  sundry  short  cuts,  he  contrived  to  insinuate,  in  a 
casual  sort  of  way,  that  things  would  not  be  in  such  apple-pie  order  as 
he  might  expect,  but  that  a  day  or  two  would  put  everything  right. 
Calling  at  Mat  Maltby's  for  the  key  of  the  kennel,  he  enlisted  young 
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Ifat  into  tl)B  lOTice,  deurinf;  bini  to  stand  by  and  prompt  him  what  to 
a$y ;  he  mj  aoon  had  the  new  master  before  the  rails  of  the  kennel.  Tha 
hoQnda  niwd  a  melodious  ciy  as  they  jumped  against  the  paling,  or 
placed  tbeiiiaelTes  before  the  door,  and  angrr  flew  from  Mr.  JoTrocks's 
mind  at  tlw  cheerful  Bonnd.  "  Qet  iaek,  hounds  1  get  back !  SoHJuy-beU, 
bare  a  can  I  "  cried  Mat,  as  they  pushed  against  the  door,  and  prcTented 
itt  openinK.  "  Perhaps  you'll  take  a  switch,  ur,"  said  he,  turning  to 
lb.  Joie&s,  and  hindiiig  ■  hazel-Tod  from  a  line  hanging  on  the  rails 
betide  the  door.  "  Get  bad,  hounds  1 "  affain  he  cried,  and  inserting  hit 
right  hand  with  a  heavy  double-thonged  whip  through  an  aperture 
n  the  door  and  the  post,  he  loosened  the  thong,  and  sweeping  it 
'heir  ltg»,  very  soon  cleared  a  space  so  as  to  enable  the 
Ur.  Jorrocks  then  strutted  in. 

Tlkt  kennel  was  quite  of  the  primitive  order,  but  dry  and  airy  withal. 
It  oondated  of  two  rooms,  while  the  feeding- troughs  in  the  half-flagged 
yard  showed  that  the  hounds  dined  out  of  doon.  A  temporary  boiUng- 
nouse  was  placed  behind,  and  the  whole  of  the  back  part  adjoined  close 
upon  the  New  Ebenezer  Chapel. 

Oieat  WM  Ur.  Jorrocks's  surprise  and  indignation  at  finding  that  the 
pad  waa  without  a  huntsman,  whipper-in,  or  horses. 

He  waa  perfectly  thunderstruck,  audit  viaa  some  time  ere  his  rage 
Bufiined  Ida  tongue  to  give  rent  to  his  thoughts. 


It  waa  a  "  reg'lar  do,"  and  he'd  "  wesh  his  'ands  of  the  conce 
mce."     He'd  "shoot  Doleful  first  though— skin  him  alive  in  fact," 
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Tleeccall  attempted  to  soothe  him,  but  finding  he  was  only  adding 
ibel  to  the  fire,  he  suffered  his  anger  to  exhaust  itself  on  the  unfortunate 
and  now  luckily  absent  Captain.  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  very  wroth,  but 
considering  how  fieur  he  had  gone,  and  how  he  would  be  laughed  at  if  he 
backed  out,  he  determined  to  let  it  be  '*  over  shoes  over  boots,"  so  he 
stuck  out  Ids  legs  and  proceeded  to  examine  the  hoimds. 

"  Plenty  of  Iwne,"  ooserved  he,  with  a  growl. 

*<Ofa,  lots  of  bones!"  replied  Pleeceall,  "that  comer's  full,"  pdnting 
to  the  bone-house. 

"  Are  they  steady  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Jorrocks. 
Middling,"  replied  Pleeceall,  anxious  to  be  safe. 
Yot,  they're  not  riotous  are  they  ?    Never  'unted  bagmen  or  nothin' 
of  that  sort  ? '/  inquired  our  master. 

"  Oh  dear  no,"  replied  Fleeceall,  "ran  a  boy,  I  believe,  one  day." 

"  Ban  a  boy  1 "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  never  heard  of  sich  a  thing  I 
He  must  have  had  a  drag." 

"  They  bit  his  drag,"  replied  rieeceall,  laughing. 

*'  It  were  a  young  hound  bit  an  old  'ooman,"  interposed  Mat,  anxious 
for  the  credit  (xTthe  pack,  "he  had  a  bone,  and  she  would  have  it  from 
him,  and  the  boy  got  at  ween  the  two." 

*' Humph  f^*  grunted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  not  altogether  relishing  the  story 
whichever  way  it  was.  The  hounds  were  a  fine  lashing-looking  lot,  chiefly 
dogs,  with  a  strong  family  likeness  running  through  the  pack.  There 
were  few  old  ones,  and  the  lot  were  fairly  ayerage.  Worse  packs  are  to 
be  found  in  great  kennels.  Mr.  Jorrocks  remained  with  them  until  he 
had  about  mastered  their  names,  and'  there  appearing  no  help  for  the 
matter,  he  resolved  to  do  the  best  he  could  with  his  boy  until  he  could 
meet  with  a  huntsman. — Ordering  the  feeder  to  be  there  by  day-break, 
and  have  the  hounds  ready  for  him  to  take  out  to  exercise,  he  thrust  his 
arm  through  Fleeceall' s,  and  desired  him  to  conduct  him  back  to  the 
Dragon. 

As  they  went  he  lectured  him  well  on  the  duties  of  his  office.  "  Now, 
you  see,  sir,"  said  he, .  "  I  dosn't  want  one  of  your  fine  auditin'  sort  of 
Sees.,  what  will  merely  run  his  eye  over  the  bills,  and  write  his  initials  on 
the  back,  right  or  wrong,  as  many  do,  but  I  wants  a  real  out-and-out 
workin*  chap,  that  will  go  into  thenoi  hitem  by  hitem,  and  look  sharp  ater 
the  pence,  without  leavin'  the  pounds  to  take  care  of  themselves.  A  good 
Sec.  is  a  werry  useful  sort  of  h'animal,  but  a  bad  un's  only  worth  'anging. 
In  the  first  place  you  must  be  werry  particklar  about  gettin'  in  the 
subscriptions.  That  is  always  uppermost  in  a  good  Scc's  mind,  and  he 
should  never  stir  out  of  doors  wiraout  a  list  in  his  pocket,  and  should 
appear  at  the  coverside  with  a  handful  of  receipts,  by  way  of  a  hint  to 
wot  hav'nt  paid.  Now,  you  must  get  an  account  book  with  ruled 
columns  for  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence,  and  open  a  Dr.  and  Cr.  account 
with  every  man  Jack  on  'em.  You  can*t  do  better  nor  follow  the  example 
o'  the  Leamington  lads  who  string  up  all  the  tradespeople  with  the 
amount  of  their  subscriptions  in  the  shops  and  public  places.  Its  clearly 
the  duty  of  every  man  to  subscribe  to  a  pack  of  'ounds-^ven  if  he  has 
to  borrow  the  money.    '  No  tick,'  mind,  must  be  the  order  of  the  day» 
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and  ereij  Saturday  night  you  must  come  to  me  with  yonr  book,  and  I 
shall  allow  you  two  glasses  of  spirit  and  water  whilst  we  overhaul  the 
accounts,  lou  must  be  all  alive  in  fact.  Not  an  'oss  must  die  in  the 
district  without  your  knowin'  of  it-^you  must  'ave  the  nose  of  a  wultur, 
with  the  knowledge  of  a  knacker.  Should  you  make  an  'appy  'it  (hit) 
and  get  one  with  some  tyo  in  him,  1*11  let  you  use  him  yourself  until  we 
wants  him  for  the  boiler.  In  the  field,  a  good  Sec.  ought  always  to  be  ready 
to  leap  first  over  any  awkward  place,  or  catch  the  M.E.H.'s  'oss,  if  he 
'amiens  to  lead  orer.  In  all  things  he  must  consider  the  M.F.H.  first, 
and  nerer  let  arif  stand  in  the  w^.  Then  you'll  be  a  good  Sec.,  and 
when  I  dosn't  want  a  Sec.  no  longer,  why  you'll  always  be  able  to  get  a 
good  Sec.'s  place  from  the  character  I  shall  give  you. 

**  Now,  here  we  arc  at  the  Dragon  again. — Come  up  stairs  and  I'll 
make  yon  acquainted  with  your  missis,"  saying  which,  Mr.  Jorrocks  led 
the  way,  and  was  met  on  the  landing  by  the  knock-knee'd,  greasy-collared 
waiter,  who  ushered  them  into  the  room,  where  Mrs.  Jorrocks  and 
Belinda,  fatigued  with  the  doings  of  the  day,  had  laid  themselves 
down  on  a  couple  of  sofas,  waiting  for  the  return  of  Mr.  Jorrocks  to 
have  their  tea. 

"  This  be  my  Sec,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  his  spouse,  with  the  air  of 
a  man  introducmg  a  party  for  whom  there  is  no  occasion  to  put  oneself 
out  of  the  way.  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  who  had  bolted  up  at  the  opening  of 
the  door,  gave  a  sort  of  half  bow,  and  rubbing  her  eyes  and  yawning, 
very  quietly  settled  herself  again  on  the  sofa.  Tea  passed  away,  when 
the  ladies  having  retired,  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  Fleeceall  very  soon  found  out 
that  they  had  a  taste  in  common,  viz. — a  love  of  brandy  and  water, 
wherewith  they  sat  diluting  themselves  until  the  little  hours  of  the  morning, 
in  the  course  of  which  carouse,  Fleeceall  dexterously  managed  to  possess 
himself  of  every  particle  of  his  worthy  patron's  history  and  aflfairs.  How 
much  he  had  in  the  funds,  how  much  in  Exchequer  bills,  how  much  in 
railways,  and  how  much  in  the  Globe  Insurance  Office. 

A  page  or  two  from  Mr.  Jorrocks's  Journal,  which  he  has  kindly  placed 
at  our  disposal,  will  perhaps  best  elucidate  the  doings  of  the  early  days  of 
his  reign  over  the  Handley  Cross  fox-hounds. 

•*  Saturday. — Awoke  with  desperation  *ead  ach — Dragon  brandy  car'nt 
be  good — Dreamed  the  Lily-vite-sand  train  had  run  off  with  me,  and 
chucked  me  into  the  channel — Called  to  Binjimin — the  boy  snorin'  sound 
asleep  I — only  think,  snorin'  sound  asleep,  the  werry  momin'  after  comin' 
down  to  whip  into  a  pack  of  fox-'ounds — fear  he  has  no  turn  for  the 
chase.  Pulled  his  ears,  and  axed  him  what  he  was  snorin'  for.  Swore 
he  wasn't  snorin' ! — Never  heard  a  boy  of  his  size  tell  such  a  lie  in  my 
life.  Bigged  for  'unting,  only  putting  on  my  hat  'stead  of  my  cap, — and  on 
'orseback  by  daylight — ^Xerxes  full  of  fun — Arterxerxes  dullish — Bin.  rode 
the  latter,  in  his  new  tops  and  spurs — •  Now,'  said  I  to  Bin.  as  we  rode 
to  the  kennel,  *  you  are  hentering  upon  a  most  momentous  crisis — ^If  you 
apply  yourself  diligently  and  assiduously  to  your  callin',  and  learn  to  be 
useful  in  kennel,  and  to  cheer  the  'ounds  with  a  full  melodious  woice 
— such  a  woice,  in  fact,  as  the  tall  lobster-merchant  with  the  green 
plush  breedies  and  big  calvesi  that  comes  along  our  street  of  a  still 
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evenin'.  with  his  basket  ou  his  'ead,  cryin'  '  LoB-aiert !  fine  Lob-«^«  /  * 
has,  there  is  no  sayin'  but  in  coarse  of  time  you  may  arrive  at  the 
distinguished  'onour  of  readin'  an  account  of  your  doin's  in  '  Bell's  Life ' 
or  the  '  Field ;'  but  if  you  persist  in  play  in*  at  marbles,  chuck  farthing 
and  flyin'  kites,  'stead  of  attendin'  in  the  stable,  I'll  send  you  back  to  the 
charity  school  from  whence  you  came,  where  you'll  be  rubbed  down  twice 
a  day  with  an  oak  towel,  and  kept  on  chick-weed  and  grunsell  like  a 
caaarv  bird, — mark  my  words  if  I  von't.' 

"Found  Mat  Maltby  at  the  kennel  weshin'  the  flags  with  a  new  broom, 
and  ^bsing  for  'ard  iSe — werry  curious  it  is,  wet  or  dry,  soft  or  *ard, 
these  diaps  always  'iss.  'Ounds  all  delighted  to  see  me-»stood  up  in  my 
stirrups  looking  over  the  rails,  'olloain',  cheerin',  and  talkin'  to  them. 
Yoicks  Dexterous  1  Yoicks  Luckey-lass  I  Yoicks  Ballywood  I  Grood  dog. 
Threw  bits  of  biscuit  as  near  each  of  them  as  I  could  pitch  them,  calling 
the  'ounds  by  name,  to  let  them  see  that  I  knew  them — Some  caught  it 
in  their  mouths  like  Hindian  jugglers — '  Let  'em  out  Mat,'  at  last  cried 
I,  when  back  went  the  bolt,  open  went  the  door,  and  out  they  rushed 
full  cry,  like  a  pent  up  'urricane,  tearin'  down  Hexworthy  Street  into 
Jireth  Place,  through  Momington  Crescent,  by  the  Bramber  Promenade 
into  the  High  Street,  and  down  it  with  a  crash-  and  melody  of  sweet 
music  that  roused  all  the  old  water-drinkin'  maids  from  their  pUlowa, 
galvanised  the  watchmen,  astonished  the  gas-light  man,  who  was  making 
way  for  daylight,  and  reg'larly  rousing  the  whole  inhabitants  of  the 
place. 

"  Clapt  spurs  to  Xerxes  and  arter  them,  hoUoain'  and  crackin'  my  whip, 
but  deuce  a  bit  did  they  'eed  me — On  they  went  I  sterns  up  and  'eada 
too,  towlin',  and  howlin',  and  chirpin,'  as  though  they  had  a  fox  afore 
them.  Butchers'  dogs,  curs,  setters,  mastiffs,  mongrels  of  all  sorts  and 
sizes,  flew  out  as  they  went,  some  joinin'  cry,  others  worryin'  and  fightin* 
their  way,  but  still  the  body  of  the  pack  kept  movin'  onward  at  a  splittin' 
pace,  down  the  London-road,  as  wild  as  hawks,  without  turning  to  the 
right  or  the  left,  until  they  all  flew,  like  a  flock  of  pigeons,  dean  out  of 
sight.  '  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear  I '  cried  I,  pullin'  up,  fairly  exhausted,  at  the 
third  mile  stone,  by  the  cross-roads  from  Cadger's  House  and  Knowlton, 

•  I've  lost  my  'ounds,  and  I'm  ruined  for  ever.'  *  Blow  your  'om  I '  cried 
a  countryman  who  was  sittin'  on  the  stone,  '  they  are  not  far  afore  you, 
and  the  dogs  not  far  afore  them : '  but  blow  me  tight,  I  was  so  blown 
myself,  that  I  couldn't  raise  a  puff — easier  to  blow  one's  'orse  than  one's 
'o^.  To  add  to  my  grief  and  infinite  mortification.  Bi^jimin  came 
poundin'  and  clatterin'  along  the  hard  road,  holloain'  out  as  he  went, 

*  Buy  LoB-«ter-r .'  fine  LoB-ster-r-r ! ' 

'*  The  pack  had  turned  down  Greenford  Lane,  and  I  jogged  after  them, 
sorely  puzzled,  and  desperate  perplexed.  On  I  went  for  a  mile  or  more, 
when  the  easterly  breeze  bore  the  'ounds'  cry  on  its  wings,  and  pushin' 
forward,  I  came  to  a  corner  of  the  road,  where  the  beauties  had  thrown  up 
short  before  an  Italian  plaster  of  Paris  poll-parrot  merchant,  who,  tray  ou 
head,  had  the  whole  pack  at  bay  around  him,  bellowin'  and  howlin'  aa 
though  they  would  eat  him.  *  Get  round  them,  Binjimin,'  cried  I,  '  and 
flog  them  away  to  me,'  and  takin'  out  my  'om,  I  blew  for  'ard  life,  and 
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wliat  wltli  view  hollou,  and  cheerin',  and  coaxin',  with  Bin  at  their  sterol, 
■ucceeded  in  gettin'  most  of  them  back  to  their  kennel.  Plaster  of  Paris 
poll-pamt  merchant  followed  all  the  way,  indulgin'  in  frightful  faces  and 
an  unknown  tongue." 


The  Journal  then  branches  off  into  a  mem.  of  what  he  did  at  breakfast 
in  the  eating  line,  bow  he  paid  his  bill  at  the  Dragon,  after  disputing  the 
brandy  items,  adding  that  though  attendance  was  charged  in  the  bill,  the 
servants  all  evinced  a  disposition  to  shake  handB  with  him  at  parting, 
which  he  thought  was  msking  matters  worse  instesd  of  better.  He  also 
recorded  how  he  moved  to  Diana  Lodge,  which  he  did  not  fmd  quite  so 
commodious  as  he  expected.  The  day's  entiy  closes  with  a  mem.  that  he 
bad  stewed  beef- steaks  for  dinner. 
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"  Sundd^^-^JJn  by  cock-crow,  and  into  tlie  kennel.  Dexterous  and 
Mercury  been  nghtin'  about  a  bone»  and  Mercury  got  a  bloody  ear. 
Lector*d  Bin  and  Mat  upon  the  unpropriety  of  leavin'  bones  about.  Made 
Bin.  call  over  the  'ounds  by  name,  double-thongin*  him  when  he  made  a 
mistake. 

"Mrs.  Jorrocks  in  a  desperation  fidget  to  get  to  church.  Never 
know'd  her  so  keen  afore.  Siecret  out — got  a  new  gown,  and  a  bonnet 
like  a  market  gardener's  flower  basket.  With  all  her  keenness  contrived 
to  start  just  as  the  bells  gave  over  ringin' — Beadle,  in  blue  and  gold,  with 
a  cocked  'at  on  his  htmi,  and  a  white  wand  in  his  hand,  received  us  at  the 
door,  and  handed  ua  ever  to  the  sexton,  in  deep  blue,  bound  with  black 
velvet,  who  paraded  ua  up  the  'isle,  and  placed  us  with  much  clatterin*  in 
the  seat  of  honour  just  afore  the  pulpit.  Church  desperate  full,  and  every 
eye  turned  on  the  M.  F.  H, — Mrs.  J.  thought  they  were  lookin'  at  her  I 
poor  deluded  body.  Belinda,  dressed  in  lavender,  and  lookin'  werry 
wholesome.  Lesaons  long — sermon  excellent — all  about  'onering  one's 
superiors,  meaning  th^  M<  F.  H.  doubtless. 

"  After  chureh,  fri^nA  Miserriaais  eame  and  shook  'ands  with  us  all 
round.  Ghive  him  *  unlMWpded  pleasure'  to  see  us  all  so  bloomin'  and 
welL  Mrs.  J.  delighted,  (Vftd  axed  iiim  to  dine.  Five,  and  no  waitin'. 
Walked  dovt  High  SliPfliet,  Mrs.  Jorrocks  on  one  arm,  Belinda  on 
t'other.  Doleful  iji  tho  yutter.  Fine  thing  to  be  a  great  man.  Every 
body  stared-^many  took  off  their  'ats. — Country  people  got  off  the  flags. 
*  Thiat's  Mr.  Jorroeks,'  said  one.  *  Which  ? '  cried  another.  '  Do  show 
him  to  me,'  begged  a  third.  'Jorrocks  for  ever!*  cwied  the  children. 
Nothing  like  being  a  great  man.  Kennel  at  two — fe^^'-time — plaster 
of  Paris  poll-parrot  merchant  outside,  atiU  in  a  greal  rage,  but  didn't 
catch  what  )|e  said.  Many  people  came  and  wondered  how  I  knew  the 
names  of  the  *ounds — all  ae  much  alike,  they  said.  Take  Ihem  a  lifetime  to 
know  them.     Miserable  ignoramusses.* 

*' Monday. — At  the  keunel  by  dayUglil*  Binjimin,  as  usual,  to  be 
kicked  awake.  The  bouy  seems  to  take  no  interest  in  the  thing.  Fear 
all  the  lickin'  in  the  world  von't  drive  a  passion  for  the  chase  into  him. 
Threatened  to  cut  his  coat  into  ribbons  on  his  back,  if  he  didn't  look 
lively.  Mat  Maltby  recommended  the  'ounds  to  be  coupled  this  time — 
condescended  to  take  his  advice.  Told  Bin.  not  to  ory  '  boil'd  Lob-^^^' 
as  he  did  on  Saturday,  but  to  sing  out  in  a  cheerful  woice,  rich  and 
melodious,  like  the  boiled-lobster  merchant.  Axed  what  to  sing  out? 
Why,  '  get  on  *ounds,  ven  'ounds  'ang  (hang)  back,  and  *  gently  there  1  * 
when  they  gets  too  far  forward,  said  I.  Put  Xerxes's  head  towards 
kennel  door  this  time,  instead  of  from  it.  Worth  a  golden  sovereign  of 
any  man's  money  to  see  'ounds  turn  out  of  kennel.  Sich  a  cry !  sich 
music  I  old  Dexterous  jumped  up  at  Xerxes,  and  the  h'animal  all  but 
kicked  me  over  his  'ead.  Pack  gathered  round  me,  some  jumpin'  up  against 
the  'oss's  side,  others  standin'  bayin',  and  some  lookin'  anxiously  in  my 
face,  as  much  as  to  say,  which  way  this  time,  Mr.  Jorrocks  ?  Took  them 
a  good  long  strong  trot  to  the  pike,  near  Smarden,  and  round  by  Billing- 
brook,  letting  them  see  the  deer  in  Chidfold  Paric  Quite  steady-remake 
no  doubt  they  will  be  a  werry  superior  pack  in  less  than  no  time— ^make 
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them  as  Handey  as  ladies'  maids, — do  eyerytking  but  pay  their  own  pikes 
in  fact  Wonaer  Doleful  don't  ride  out.  Keen  sportsman  like  himi  one 
would  tliink  would  like  to  see  the  'ounds." 

The  Journal  proceeds  in  this  strain  for  two  or  three  days  more,  Mr. 
Jorrocks  becoming  better  satisfied  with  his  pack  each  time  he  had  them 
out.  On  the  Friday,  he  determmed  on  having  a  bye-day  on  the  following 
one,  for  which  purpose,  he  ordered  his  secretary  to  be  in  attendance,  to 
show  him  a  likely  find  in  a  oountiv  where  he  would  not  disturb  many 
covers.  Of  course  the  meet  was  to  be  kept  strictly  private^  and  of  course, 
like  all  "  strict  secrets,"  Fleeceall  took  care  to  tell  it  to  half  the  place. 
Still,  as  it  was  a  *'  peep-of-day  aifair,"  publicity  did  not  make  much  matter, 
inasmuch  as  few  of  the  Handley  Cross  gentry  loved  hunting  better  than 
their  beds. 

Fleeceall's  situation  was  rather  one  of  difficulty,  for  he  had  never  been 
out  hunting  but  once,  and  that  once  was  in  a  gig,  as  related  in  a 
preceding  chapter;  but  knowing,  as  Dr.  Johnson  said,  that  there  are 
*'  two  sorts  of  information,  one  that  a  man  carries  in  Ids  iMud,  and  the 
other  that  he  knows  where  to  get ; "  nothing  daunted  by  the  mandate, 
he  repaired  to  Mat  Maltby,  the  elder,  a  cunning  old  poMhir,  who  knew 
every  cover  in  the  coiuity,  upon  whose  reooannendation,  it  was  arranged 
that  a  bag-fox,  then  in  tube  possession  of  a  neighbour,  shouU  be  shook  in 
South  Grove,  a  long  slip  of  old  oak,  with  an  excellent  bottofi  for  holding 
a  fox.  All  things  bejag  thus  arranged,  as  Mr.  Jorrocks  conceived,  with 
the  greatest  secresy,  he  went  to  bed  early,  and  long  before  it  was  li|^t,  he 
lay  tumbling  apd  tossiog  about,  listening  to  the  ticking  of  the  dock 
below,  and  the  snoring  of  Benjamin  above. 

At  last  day  began  to  dawn,  and  having  sought  Ben's  room  and  soused 
the  boy  with  a  pitcher  of  cold  water,  lAi,  Jorrocks  proceeded  to  jump 
into  his  hunting  clothes,  consisting  of  a  loemy  scartet  coat,  with  opossum 
pockets  and  spoon  caSs,  drab  shags,  and  mahogany-coloured  tops. 
Arrived  at  the  kennel,  he  found  Fleeceall  there,  on  his  old  gig  mare,  with 
his  hands  stuck  in  the  pockets  of  a  dirty  old  mackinftosh,  which  com- 
pletely enveloped  his  person.  "Is  Miserrimus  'ere^"  inquired  Mr. 
Jorrocks,  all  fuss  and  flurry  on  discovering  the  person  of  his  Secretary. 
"Well,  cam't  wait— sorry  for  it — know  better  another  time;"  and 
thereupon  he  ordered  •  out  the  horses,  gave  Ben  a  leg  upon  to  Xerxes, 
mounted  Arterxerxes  himself,  the  hounds  were  unkennelled  with  a 
melodious  rush,  and  desiring  Fleeceall  to  lead  the  way,  Mr.  Jorrocks  got 
the  glad  pack  about  him,  and  went  away  for  South  Grove,  with  a  broad 
grin  of  satisfaction  on  his  jolly  face. 

The  day  seemed  auspicious,  and  there  was  a  balmy  freshness  in  the  air 
that  promised  well  for  scent.  Added  to  tliis,  Mr.  Jorrocks  had  cut  ihb 
left  side  of  his  chin  in  shaving,  which  he  aJways  considered  ominous  of 
Sport. — ^Bump,  bump,  joU,  jolt,  jog,  jog,  he  went  on  his  lumbering 
hunter,  now  craneing  over  its  neck  to  try  if  he  could  see  its  knees,  now 
cheering  and  throwing  bits  of  biscuit  to  the  hounds,  now  loob'ng  back  to 
see  if  ^Benjamin  was  in  his  right  place,  and  again  holloaing  out  some 
witticism  to  Fleeceall  in  advance.  Thus  they  reached  the  rushy,  unen- 
closed common,  partially  studded  with  patches  of  straggling  gorse,  which 


bonodi  the  east  side  of  South  Grore,  and  our  sporting  maater  hsTing  wet 
his  forefinger  on  hia  tongue,  and  held  it  ap  to  ascertaia  which  quarter  the 


little  air  there  was  came  from,  ao  as  to  give  the  pack  the  benefit  of  the 
wind,  prepared  for  throning  off  without  delay.  Having  scrutinised 
the  wood  fence  moat  attentively,  he  brought  his  horse  to  bear  upon  the 
rotten  stakes  and  iritberinga  of  a  tow,  ill,  made-up  gap.  In  the  distance 
Jorrocks  thought  of  jumping  it,  but  he  changed  his  mind  as  he  got 
nearer.  "Pull  out  this  stake,  Binjimin,"  exclaimed  he  to  the  boy, 
suddenly  reining  up  short ;  "  Jamp  a  top  on't !  jamp  a  top  on't  I  "  added 
he,  "  BO  aa  to  level  the  'edge  with  the  ground,"  observing,  "  theae  Uttle 
places  often  give  one  werry  nasty  falls,"  This  feat  being  accomplished, 
Benjamin  climbed  on  to  Xerxes  again,  and  Jorrocks  desiring  him  to  keep 
on  Uie  right  of  the  cover,  parallel  with  him,  and  not  to  be  sparing  of  his 
woice,  rode  into  the  wood  after  his  hounds,  who  had  broken  away  with  a 
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whimper,  ripening  into  a  challenge,  the  moment  he  turned  his  horse's 
head  towards  the  cover. 

What  a  cry  there  was  I  The  boy  with  the  fox  in  a  bag  had  crossed 
the  main  ride  about  a  minute  before  the  hounds  entered,  and  they  took 
up  the  scent  in  an  instant. — ^Mr.  Jorrocks  thought  it  was  the  morning 
drag,  and  screamed  and  holloaed  most  cheerily — **  Talliho  1 "  was  heard 
almost  instantaneously  at  the  far  end  of  the  wood,  and  taking  out  his 
horn,  Mr.  Jorrocks  scrambled  through  the  nnderwood,  breaking  the 
briars  and  snapping  the  hazels,  as  he  went.  Sure  enough  the  fox  had 
gone  that  way,  but  the  hounds  were  running  flash  in  a  contrary 
direction.  '*  Talliho  1  talliho  I  hoop  !  hoop !  hoop !  away !  away  I 
away  !  "  holloaed  Mat  Maltby,  who,  after  shaking  the  fox  most  scientifi- 
cally, had  pocketted  the  sack. 

Ttoauff,  twang^  twang,  went  Mr.  Jorrocks's  horn,  sometimes  in  full, 
sometimes  in  divided  notes  and  half  screeches.  The  hounds  turn  and 
make  for  the  point.  Governor,  Adamant,  Dexterous,  and  Judgment 
came  first,  then  the  body  of  the  pack,  followed  by  Benjamin  at  full  gallop 
on  Xerxes,  with  his  face  and  hands  all  scratched  and  bleeding  from 
the  briars  and  brushwood,  that  Xerxes,  bit  in  teeth,  had  borne  him 
triumphantly  through,  ^aii^,  the  horse  shot  past  Mr.  Jorrocks,  Benjamin 
screaming,  yelling,  and  holding  on  by  the  mane,  Xerxes  doing  with  him 
just  what  he  liked,  and  the  hounds  getting  together  and  settling  to  the 
scent.  "  My  vig,  wot  a  splitter  I "  cried  Mr.  Jorrocks  in  astonishment, 
as  Xeixes  took  a  high  stone  wall  out  of  the  cover  in  his  stride,  without 
disturbing  the  coping ;  but  bringing  Ben  right  on  to  his  shoulder — 
"  Hoff,  for  a  fi'  pun  note  I  hoff  for  a  guinea  'at  to  a  Gossamer !  "  exclaimed 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing  his  whipperin*s  efforts  to  regain  the  saddle. — A 
friendly  chuck  of  Xerxes's  head  assists  his  endeavours,  and  Ben  scrambles 
bade  to  his  place.  A  gate  on  the  left,  let  Mr.  Jorrocks  out  of  cover,  on 
to  a  good  sound  sward,  which  he  prepared  to  take  advantage  of  by  getting 
Arterxerxes  short  by  the  head,  rising  in  his  stirrups,  and  hustling  him 
along  as  hard  as  ever  he  could  lay  legs  to  the  ground.  An  open  gate  at 
the  top  fed  the  flame  of  his  eagerness,  and,  not  being  afraid  of  the  pace 
so  long  as  there  was  no  leaping,  Jorrocks  sent  him  spluttering  through  a 
swede  turnip  field  as  if  it  was  pasture.  Now  sitting  plum  in  his  saddle, 
he  gathered  his  great  whip  together,  and  proceeded  to  rib-roast 
Arterxerxes  in  the  most  summary  manner,  calling  him  a  great,  lurching, 
rolling,  lumbering  beggar,  vowing  that  if  he  didn't  lay  himself  out  and 
go  as  he  ought,  he'd  "  boU  him  when  he  got  'ome."  So  he  jerked  and 
jagged,  and  kicked  and  spurred,  and  hit  and  held,  making  indifferent 
progress  compared  to  his  exertions.  The  exciting  cry  of  hounds  sounded 
m  front,  and  now  passing  on  to  a  very  heavy,  roughly  ploughed  upland, 
our  master  saw  the  hind-quarters  of  some  half-dozen  horses,  the  riaers  of 
which  had  been  in  the  secret,  disappearing  through  the  high  quick  fence 
at  the  top. 

"  Dash  my  vig,  here's  an  unawoidable  leap,  I  do  believe,"  said  he  to 
himself,  as  he  neared  the  headland,  and  saw  no  way  out  of  the  field  but 
over  the  fence — a  boundary  one ;  "  and  a  werry  hawkward  place  it  is  too," 
added  he,  eyeing  it  intently,  "  a  yawnin'  blind  ditch,  a  hugly  quick  fence 
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on  the  top,  and  may  be,  a  plougli  or  'arrow,  turned  teeth  huppermost,,  on 
the  far  side. 

"Oh,  John  Jorrocks,  John  Jorroeks,  my  good  frind,  I  wishes  you 
were  well  oyer  with  all  my  'eart — terrible  place,  indeed !  Giye  a  guinea 
*at  to  be  on  the  far  side,"  so  saying,  he  dismounted,  and  pulling  the 
snaffle-rein  of  the  bridle  oyer  his  horse's  head,  he  knotted  the  lash  of  his 
ponderous  whip  to  it,  and  yery  quietly  slid  down  the  ditch  and  climbed 
up  the  fence,  "  tohcho-inff "  and  crying  to  his  horse  to  *'  stand  still,'* 
expecting  eyery  minute  to  have  him  a  top  of  him.  The  taking-on  place 
was  wide,  and  two  horses  haying  gone  oyer  before,  had  done  a  little 
towards  clearing  the  way,  so  haying  gained  his  equilibrium  on  the  top, 
Mr.  Jorroeks  began  jerking  and  coaxing  Arterxerxes  to  induce  him  to 
follow,  pulling  at  him  much  in  the  st^le  of  a  school'^boy,  who  catches  a 
log  of  wood  in  fishing. 

"  Come  hup  1  my  man,*'  cried  Mr.  Jorroeks  ooaxingly,  jerkiBg  the 
rein ;  but  Artexerxes  only  stuck  his  great  resolute  fore  legs  in  adyance» 
and  pulled  the  other  way.  "  Oently,  old  fellow ! "  cried  he,  '*  gently, 
Arterxerxes  my  bony  1 "  dropping  his  hand,  so  as  to  giye  him  a  little 
more  line,  and  then  tnring  what  dOfect  a  jerk  would  haye,  in  inducing  him 
to  do  what  he  wanted.  Still  the  horse  stood  with  his  great  legs  before 
him.  He  appeared  to  haye  no  notion  of  leaping.  Jorroeks  began  to  wax 
angry.  "  Dash  my  yig,  youhugly  bnite !  "  he  exclaimed,  grinning  with 
rage  at  the  thoughts  of  the  run  he  was  losing,  "  Dash  my  yig,  if  you 
don't  mind  what  you're  arter,  I'll  get  on  your  back,  and  bunr  my  spurs 
i  your  sides.  Come  Hup  1  I  say,  you  huoly  beast  1 "  roared  he,  giying 
a  tremendouB  jerk  of  the  rein,  upon  which  the  horse  flew  back,  pulling 
Jorroeks  downwards  in  the  muddy  ditch.  Arterxerxes  then  threw  up  his 
heels  and  ran  away,  whip  and  all. 

>  Meanwhile,  our  bagman  played  his  part  gallantly,  running  three 
quarters  of  a  ring,  of  three  quarters  of  a  mile,  chiefly  in  view,  when, 
feelip[|g  exhausted,  he  threw  himself  into  a  furze-patch,  near  a  farm-yard, 
where  Dauntless  yery  soon  had  him  by  the  back,  but  the  smell  of  the 
aniseed,  with  which  he  had  been  plentifully  rubbed,  disgustmg  the 
houud,  he  chucked  him  in  the  air  and  let  him  fall  back  in  the  bush. 
Xerxes,  who  had  borne  Ben  gallantly  before  the  body  of  the  pack,  came 
tearing  along,  like  a  poodle  with  a  monkey  on  his  back,  when,  losing  the 
cry  of  hounds,  the  horse  suddenly  stopped  short,  and  off  flew  Benjamin 
beside  the  fox,  who,  all  wild  with  fear  and  rage,  seized  Ben  by  the  nose, 
who  ran  about  with  the  fox  hanging  to  him,  yelling,  "  Murder !  murder  I 
murder ! "  for  hard  life. 

And  to  crown  the  day's  disasters,  when  at  length  our  fat  friend 
got  his  horse  and  his  hounds,  and  his  damaged  Benjamin  scraped 
together  again,  and  re-entered  Handley  Cross,  he  was  yelled  at,  and 
hooted,  and  rid  coat!  rid  coat! — ed  by  the  children,  and  made  an 
object  of  unmerited  ridicule  by  the  fair  but  rather  unfeeling  portion  of  the 
populace. 

"  Lauk !  here's  an  old  chap  been  to  Spilsby !  "  shouted  Betty 
Lucas,  the  mangle-woman,  on  getting  a  yiew  of  his  great  mud-stained 
back. 
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** Hoot!  he's  always  tumblin'  off,  that  ard  chap/'  responded  Hra. 
Hardbake,  the  itinerant  lollypop-seller,  who  was  now  waddling  along 
with  her  tray  before  her. 

"  Sich  old  fellers  have  ne  business  out  a  huntin' ! "  observed  Miss 
Bampling  the  dressmaker,  as  she  stood  staring  bonnet-box  on  arm. 

Then  a  marble-playing  group  of  boys  suspended  operations  to  give 
Jorrocks  three  cheers ;  one,  more  forward  than  the  rest,  exclaiming, 
as  he  eyed  Arterxerxes,  "  A !  what  a  shabby  tail  I  A !  what  a  shabby 
tail!" 

Next  as  he  passed  the  Barley-mow  beer-shop,  Mrs.  Grallon  the  landlady, 
who  was  nursing  a  child  at  the  door,  exclaimed  across  the  street,  to  Bhish 
the  barber's  pretty  but  rather  wordy  wife — 

"  A — a — a  !  ar  say  Panny  I — old  fatty's  had  a  fall  I" 

To  which  Mrs.  Blash  repUed  with  a  scornful  toss  of  her  head,  at  our 
now  admiring  friend — > 

"  Hut !  he's  always  on  his  back,  that  old  feller." 

'*  Not  'alf  so  often  a«  you  are,  old  gal ! "  retorted  the  now  indignant 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  spurring  on  out  of  heajing. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Tlil  COGKNSY  WHIPPEll-IN. 

"  When  will  your  hounds  be  going  out  again  think  ye,  Mr.  Benjan^  f  " 
inquired  Samuel  Strong,  a  country  servant  of  all  work,  lately  arri¥(|d  at 
Handley  Cross,  as  they  sat  round  the  saddle-room  fire  of  the  DragOA  Inn 
yard,  in  company  with  the  persons  hereafter  enumerated,  the  d^  after 
the  run  described  in  the  last  chapter. 

Samuel  Strong  was  just  the  sort  of  man  that  would  be  Samufil  Strong. 
Were  his  master  to  ring  his  bell,  and  desire  the  waiter  to  tell  tht*' Boots" 
to  send  his  servant  *'  Samuel  Strong  "  to  him,  BooU  would  pick  Sam  out 
of  a  score  of  servants,  without  ever  having  seen  him  before.  He 
was  quite  the  southern-hound  breed  of  domestics.  Large-headed,  almost 
lop-eared,  red-haired  (long,  coarse,  and  uneven),  fiery  whiskers, 
making  a  complete  fringe  round  his  harvest  moon  of  a  face,  with  a 
short  thick  nose  that  looked  as  though  it  had  been  sat  upon  by  a  heavy 
person.  In  stature  he  was  of  the  middle  height,  square-built  and  terribly 
clumsy. 

Nor  were  the  defects  of  nature  at  all  counterbalanced  by  the  advantages 
of  dress,  for  Strong  was  clad  in  a  rural  suit  of  livery,  consisting  of  a  foot- 
man's morning  jacket  of  dark  grey  clothe  with  a  stand-up  collar,  plenti- 
fully besprinkled  with  large  brass  buttons,  with  raised  edges,  as  though 
his  master  were  expecting  his  crest  from  the  herald's  college.    Moreover, 
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the  jacket,  either  from  an  origioal  defect  in  its  construction,  or  from  that 
propensity  to  shrink,  which  iurerior  clothes  uafortanalely  hare,  had  so 
contracted  its  dimenuons,  that  the  waist-buttons  weie  half-wBir  np 
Samuel's  back,  and  the  lower  ones  were  just  wheie  the  top  ones  ought  to 
be.    The  shrinking  of  the  eleeres  placed  a  pair  of  large  sernceable- 


\ 


lookiof^  hands  in  nervously  striking  relief.  The  waistcoat,  broad  blue 
and  white  stripe,  made  up  stripe  lengthways,  was  new,  and  probably  tho 
tailor,  bemoaning  the  scanty  appearance  of  Sam's  nether  man,  had  ueter- 
mineil  to  make  some  atonement  to  his  front,  for  the  waistcoat  extended 
full  four  inches  below  bis  coat,  and  concealed  the  upper  part  of  a  very 
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baggy  pair  of  blue  plush  shorts,  that  were  met  again  by  very  tight  drab 
gaiterSy  that  evidently  required  no  little  ingenuity  to  coax  together  to 
button*  A  six  shilling  hat,  with  a  narrow  silver  band,  and  binding  of 
the  same  metal,  and  a  pair  of  darned  white  Berlin  gloves,  completed  the 
costume  of  this  figure  servant. 

Beii^jamin  Brady — or  '*  Binjimin  " — was  the  very  converse  of  Samuel 
Strong.  A  little  puny,  pale-faced,  gin-drinking-looking  Cockney,  with  a 
pair  of  roving  pig-eyes,  peering  from  below  his  lank  white  hair,  cut 
evenly  round  his  head,  as  though  it  had  been  done  by  the  edges  of  a 
barber's  basin.  Benjamin  had  increased  considerably  in  his  own  opinion, 
by  the  acquisition  of  a  pair  of  top-boots,  and  his  appointment  of  whipper- 
in  to  the  hoimds,  in  which  he  was  a  good  deal  supported  by  the  deference 
usually  paid  by  country  servants  to  London  ones. 

Like  all  inn  saddle-rooms,  the  Dragon  one  was  somewhat  contracted  in 
its  dimensions,  and  what  little  there  was,  was  rendered  less,  by  sundry 
sets  of  harness  hanging  against  the  walls,  and  divers  saddle-stands, 
boot-trees,  knife-deaners,  broken  pitchforks,  and  bottles  with  candies  in 
their  necks,  scattered  promiscuously  around.  Nevertheless,  there  was  a 
fire,  to  keep  *'  hot  water  ready,"  and  above  the  fire-place  were  sundry 
smoke-dried  hand-bills  of  country  horses  for  the  by-gone  season — 
"  Jumper — Clever  Clumsy — ^Barney  Bodkin — Billy  Button,  &c.'* — while 
logs  of  wood,  three-legged  stools,  and  inverted  horse-pails,  served  the 
place  of  chairs  around. 

On  the  boiler-side  of  the  fire,  away  from  the  door — for  no  one  has  a 
greater  regard  for  No  1  than  himself — sat  the  renowned  Benjamin  Brady, 
in  a  groom's  drab  firock  coat,  reaching  down  to  his  heels,  a  sky-blue  waist- 
coat, patent  cord  breeches,  with  grey  worsted  stockings,  and  slippers, 
airing  a  pair  of  very  small  mud-stained  top-boots  before  the  fire,  occasion- 
ally feeling  the  scratches  on  his  face,  and  the  bites  the  fox  inflicted  on  his 
nose  the  previous  day — ^next  him,  sat  the  "  first  pair  boy  out,"  a  grey- 
headed old  man  of  sixty,  whose  jacket,  breeches,  boots,  entire  person,  in 
fact,  were  concealed  by  a  long  brown  holland  thing,  that  gave  him  the 
appearance  of  sitting  booted  and  spurred  in  his  night-shirt.  Then  came 
the  ostler's  lad,  a  boy  of  some  eight  or  nine  years  old,  rolling  about  on 
the  flags,  playing  with  the  saddle-room  cat ;  and,  immediately  before  the 
fire,  on  a  large  inverted  horse-pail,  sat  Samuel  Strong,  while  the  circle 
was  made  out  by  Bill  Brown,  (Dick  the  ostler's  one-eyed  helper) "  Tom," 
a  return  post-boy,  and  a  lad  who  assisted  Bill  Brown,  the  one-eyed  helper 
of  Dick  the  ostler — when  Dick  himself  was  acting  the  part  of  assistant 
waiter  in  the  Dragon,  as  was  the  case  on  this  occasion. 

'*  When  will  your  hounds  be  going  out  again  think  ye,  Mr.  Ben- 
jamin ? "  was  the  question  put  by  Samuel  Strong,  to  our  sporting 
Leviathan. 

*'  'Ang  me  if  I  knows,"  replied  the  boy,  with  the  utmost  importance 
turning  his  top  boots  before  the  fire.  "  It's  precious  little  consequence,  I 
thinks,  ven  we  goes  out  again,  if  that  gallows  old  governor  of  ours  persists 
in  'unting  the  'ounds  himself.  I've  aU  the  work  to  do  !  Bless  ye,  we 
should  have  lost  'ounds,  fox,  and  all,  yesterday,  if  I  hadn't  rid  like  the 
werry  wengeance.     See  'ow  I've  scratched  my  mug,"  added  he,  turning 
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up  a  rerj  pasty  and  much  scratched  countenance.  '*  If  I'm  t6  *unt  the 
'oundsy  and  rUk  my  neck  at  e? ery  stride,  I  must  ha?e  the  wages  of  a 
'untsman,  or  blow  me  tight  as  the  old  'un  says,  he  maj  suit  himself/* 

**  What'n  a  diap  is  your  old  gen'ieman  f  "  inquired  ihe  '*  first  pair  boy 
out,"  who,  having  been  in  service  himself,  where  he  might  have  remained 
if  he  could  have  kept  sober,  had  still  a  curiosity  to  know  how  the  world 
of  servitude  went  oti. 

"  Oh,  hang'd  if  I  knows,"  replied  Beigamin,  **  preoioas  mm  'un  I 
assure  you.  Whiles,  he's  well  enough — then  it's  Bin  Uiis,  and  Bm  that» 
and  Bin  you'll  be  a  werry  great  man.  Bin,  and  such  like  gammon ;  and 
then  the  next  minute,  praps,  he's  in  a  reg^  sky-blue,  swearin'  he'fi  cut 
my  liver  and  lights  out,  or  bind  me  apprentice  to  a  fiddler-^but  then  I 
knows  the  old  fool,  and  he  knows  he  carnt  do  without  me,  so  we  just 
battle  on  the  best  way  we  can  together,**  added  Ben  with  a  knowing  toss, 
of  his  head. 

"  You'll  have  good  wage  I  'spose,*'  rejoined  Samuel,  with  a  sigh,  for 
his  '*  governor  "  only  gave  him  ten  pounds  a  year,  and  no  perquisites,  or 
^*  stealings  "  as  the  Americans  honestly  cfdl  them. 

"  Precious  little  of  that  I  assure  you,"  replied  Bei\jamin — •*  at  least 
the  old  warment  never  pays  me.  He  swears  be  pays  it  to  our  old  'oman ; 
but  I  believe  he  pockets  it  himself,  an  old  ram ;  but  I'll  have  a  reckoning 
with  him  some  of  these  odd  days,  or  1*11  be  off  to  the  diggins.  '*  What'n 
a  blackguard's  your  master?"  now  asked  Ben,  thinking  to  get  some 
information  in  return. 

"  Hush  ! "  replied  Samuel,  astonished  at  Ben's  freedom  of  speech,  a 
thing  not  altogether  understood  in  the  country. 

"  A  bad  'un  Til  be  bund,"  continued  the  little  rascal,  "  or  he  wouldn't 
see  you  mooning  about  in  such  a  rumbustical  apology  for  a  coat,  with  laps 
that  scarce  cover  you  decently;"  reaching  behind  the  aged  post-boy, 
and  taking  up  Mr.  SamueFs  fan-tail  as  he  spoke.  "I  never  sees  a  servant 
in  a  cutty-coat,  without  swearing  his  master's  a  screw.  Now  these  droll 
things  such  as  you  have  on,  are  just  vot  the  great  folks  in  London  give 
their  flunkeys  to  carry  coals,  and  make  up  fires  in,  but  never  to  go  staring 
from  home  with.  Then  your  country  folks  get  hold  of  them,  and  think 
by  clapping  such  clowns  as  you  ih  them,  to  make  people  believe  that 
they  have  other  coats  at  home,  'fell  the  truth  now,  old  baggy-breeches, 
have  you  another  coat  of  any  soit  ?  " 

"  Yee'as,"  replied  Samuel  Sfrong,  "  I've  a  fustian  one." 

"  Vot,  you  a  fustian  coat  I  "  repeated  Benjamin  in  astonishment,  "  vy  I 
thought  you  were  a  flunkey !  " 

"  So  I  am,"  replied  Samuel,  "  but  I  looks  ater  a  bus  and  shay  as  well." 

"  Crikey  I  "  cried  Benjamin,  "  here's  a  figure  futman  wot  looks  arter 
a  'oss  and  chay — ^Vy  you'll  be  vot  they  call  a  man  of  '  all  vork,"  a  wite 
nigger — a  wite  Uncle  Tom  in  fact !  dear  me,"  added  he,  eyeing  him  in  a 
way  that  drew  a  peal  of  laughter  from  the  party,  "  vot  a  curious  beast 
you  must  be !     I  shouldn't  wonder  now  if  you  could  mow  P  " 

"  With  any  man,"  replied  Samud,  thinking  to  astonish  Benjamin  with 
his  talent, — 

^'AndsowP'* 
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•*Tee'iiBand80w." 

«  And  ploo?"  (plough.) 

"  Never  tried — dare  say  I  could  though." 

"  And  do  Tou  feed  the  pigs  ?  "  inquired  Benjamin, 

'*  Tee'as  when  Martha's  away." 

••And  who's  Martha?" 

"  Whoy  she's  a  widder  woman,  that  lives  a'  back  o'  the  church.-^She's 
a  son  a-board  a  steamer,  and  she  goes  to  see  him  whiles." 

**  Your  governor's  an  apothecary,  I  suppose  by  that  queer  button," 
observed  Benjamin,  eyeing  Sam*s  coat.  *'  Wot  we  call  a  chemist  and 
druggist  in  London.  Do  you  look  after  the  red  and  green  winder  bottles 
nowF  Crikey,  he  don't  look  as  though  he  lived  on  physic  altogether, 
do  he?"  added  Benjamin  turning  to  Bill  Brown,  the  helper,  amid  the 
general  laughter  of  the  company. 

**  My  master's  a  better  man  than  ever  you'll  be,  you  little  ugly  sinner," 
replied  Samuel  Strong,  breaking  into  a  glow,  and  doubhng  a  most 
serviceable-looking  fist  on  his  knee. 

"  We've  only  your  word  for  that,"  replied  Benjamin,  "  he  don't  look 
like  a  werry  good  'un  by  the  way  he  rigs  you  out.  'Ow  many  slayeys 
does  he  keep?" 

"  Slaveys,"  repeated  Samuel,  "  slaveys,  what  be  they  P  " 

"  Vy  cook-maids  and  suchlike  h'animals — women  in  general." 

"  Ow,  two — one  to  clean  the  house  and  dress  the  dinner,  t'other  to 
milk  the  cows  and  dress  the  childer." 

"  Oh,  you  *ave  childer,  'ave  you,  in  your  'ouse  ?  "  exclaimed  Beiyamin 
in  disgust.  "  Well  come,  our's  is  bad,  but  we've  nothing  to  ekle  (equal) 
that.  I  wouldn't  live  where  there  are  brats  for  no  manner  of  con- 
sideration." 

"  You've  a  young  Missis,  though,  haven't  you  ?"  inquired  the  aged  post- 
boy, adding,  "  at  least  there  was  a  young  lady  came  down  in  the  chay 
along  with  the  old  folk." 

"  That's  the  niece,"  replied  Benjamin — "  a  jolly  nice  gal  she  is  too — 
often  get  a  tissy  out  of  her — That's  to  say,  she  don't  give  me  them 
herself  exactly,  but  the  young  men  as  follows  her  do,  so  it  comes  to  the 
same  thing  in  the  end.  She  has  a  couple  of  them  you  see,  first  one  pays, 
ftnd  then  t'other.  Green,  that's  him  of  Tooley  Street,  gives  shiUings 
because  he  has  plenty ;  then  Stobbs  wot  lives  near  Boroughbridge,  gives 
half-crowns,  because  he  hasn't  much.  Then  Stobbs  is  such  a  feller  for 
kissin'  of  the  gals. — *  Be'have  yourself  or  I'll  scream,*  I  hears  our  young 
lady  say,  as  I'm  a  listenin'  at  the  door.  '  BonH^  says  he,  kissin'  of  her 
again,  'you'll  hurt  your  throat, — let  me  do  it  for  you.'  Then  to  hear 
our  old  cove  and  Stobbs  talk  about  'unting  of  an  evening  over  their  drink, 
you'd  swear  they  were  as  mad  as  'atters.  They  jump,  and  shout,  and 
sing,  and  talliho  1  till  they  whiles  bring  the  street-keeper  to  make  them 
quiet." 

"  You  had  a  fine  run  t'other  day,  I  hear,"  observed  Joe,  the  deputy- 
helper,  in  a  deferential  tone  to  Mr.  Brady. 

'*  Uncommon  I "  replied  Benjamin,  shrugging  up  his  shoulders  at  the 
reoollection  of  it,  and  clearing  the  low  bars  of  the  grate  out  with  his  toe. 
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"  They  tell  me  your  old  governor  tumbled  off,"  ooniinued  Joe,  "  and 

lost  his  '088." 

"  Werry  like,'*  replied  BeDJamin  with  a  grin, "  he  generally  does  tumble 
h'off.  I'm  dashed  if  it  ar'nt  a  disgrace  to  an  'oss  to  be  ridden  by  such  a 
lubber  1  A  great  fat  beast !  he's  only  fit  for  a  vater  carriage."  Haw  ! 
haw !  haw  1  haw  I  haw  1  haw !  went  the  roar  of  laughter  among  the 
party ;  haw  1  haw  I  haw  1  haw !  haw  i  pealed  the  second  edition. 

'*  He's  a  precious  old  file  too,"  resumed'the  little  urchin,  elated  at  the 
popularity  he  was  acquiring,  ''to  hear  him  talk,  I'm  blow'd  if  you 
wouldn't  think  he'd  ride  over  an  'ouse,  and  yet  somehow  or  other,  he's 
never  seen  after  they  go  away,  unless  it  be  bowling  along  the  'ard  road ; 
— t'other  momin'  we  had  as  fine  a  run  as  ever  was  seen,  and  he  wanted 
to  give  in  in  the  middle  of  it,  and  yesterday  he  stood  stiuin'  like  a  stuck 
pig  in  the  wood,  stead  of  ridin'  to  his  'ounds.  If  I  hadn't  been  as 
lively  as  a  lark,  and  lept  like  a  louse,  we  should  never  have  seen  an  'ound 
no  more.  They'd  have  run  slap  to  France,  or  whatever  there  is  on  the 
far  side  of  the  hill,  if  the  world's  made  any  further  that  way.  Well,  I 
rides,  and  rides,  for  miles  and  miles,  as  'ard  as  ever  the  'oss  could  lay  legs 
to  the  ground,  over  every  thing,  'edges,  ditches,  gates,  stiles,  rivers, 
determined  to  stick  by  'em, — see  wot  a  mug  I've  got  with  rammin  through, 
the  briars — feels  just  as  if  I'd  had  it  teased  with  a  pair  of  wool-combs ; 
howsomever,  I  did,  and  I  wouldn't  part  company  with  them,  and  the 
consequence  was,  we  killed  the  fox — my  eyes,  such  a  wopper  1 — ^longer 
than  that,"  said  he,  stretching  out  both  his  arms,  "  and  as  big  as  a  bull 
•^fierce  as  fury — flew  at  my  snout — nearly  bit  it  off — kept  a  hold  of  him 
though — and  worried  his  soul  out — people  all  pleased — farmer's  wife  in 
particklar — offered  me  a  drink  o'  milk — axed  for  some  jackey — had  none, 
but  gave  me  whiskey  instead, — ^Yill  any  man  here  sky  a  copper  for  a 
quartern  of  gin  P"  inquired  Benjamin,  looking  round  the  party.  **  Then 
who'll  stand  a  penny  to  my  penny,  and  let  me  have  a  first  go  ?  "  No  one 
closing  with  either  of  these  handsome  offers,  Ben  took  up  his  tops,  looked 
at  the  soles,  then  replacing  them  before  the  fire,  felt  in  his  stable-jacket- 
pocket,  which  was  lying  over  his  own  saddle,  and  bringing  out  a  very  short 
dirty  old  clay-pipe,  he  filled  it  out  of  the  public  tobacco-box  of  the 
saddle-room,  and  very  complacently  crossing  his  legs,  proceeded  to  smpke. 
Before  he  had  time  to  make  himself  sick,  the  first  pair  boy  out,  interrupted 
him  by  asking  what  became  of  his  master  during  the  run. 

•*  Oh!  dashed  if  I  know,'*  replied  Benjamin,  **  but  that  reminds  me  of  the 
best  of  the  story — We  killed  our  fox  you  see,  and  there  were  two  or  three 
'ossmen  up,  who  each  took  a  fin  and  I  took  the  tail,  which  I  stuck 
through  my  'oss's  front,  and  gathering  the  dogs,  I  set  off  towards  home, 
werry  well  pleased  with  all  I  had  done.  Well,  after  riding  a  very  long 
way,  axing  my  way,  for  I  was  quite  a  stranger,  I  came  over  a  hill  at  the 
back  of  the  wood,  where  we  started  from,  when  what  should  I  see  in  the 
middle  of  a  big  ploughed  field  but  the  old  'un  himself,  an  'unting  of  his 
'oss  that  had  got  away  from  him.  There  was  the  old  file  in  his  old 
red  coat  and  top-boots,  flounderin'  away  among  the  stiff  clay,  with  a 
hundredweight  of  dirt  stickin'  to  his  heels,  gettin*  the  'oss  first  into  one 
comer  and  then  into  another,  and  all  but  catchin'  hold  of  the  bridle,  when 
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the  nag  would  akake  his  head,  aa  much  aa  to  say,  *  Not  vet,  old  diap,* 
uid  trot  off  to  the  h'opponte  comer,  the  old  'an  grinnin  with  h'anser 
and  wexatiiMi,  and  foUowin'  acroaa  the  deep  wet  ridge  and  furrow  in  hia 
tops,  reg'larly  chumin'  the  water  in  them  at  he  went. 

"Then  the  'osa  would  begin  to  eat,  and  Jorrocks  would  take  *  Bell'a 
Life*  or  *  The  Field*  out  of  hia  pocket,  and  pretend  to  read,  sneaking 
nearer  and  nearer  all  the  time.  When  he  got  a  few  yards  off,  the  'osa 
would  atop  and  look  round,  aa  much  aa  to  say,  *  I  sees  yon,  old  cock,' 
and  then  old  J.  would  beffin  cozin' — *  WAoay,  my  old  feller,  wkthOj/f— 
»lo-«y,  my  old  bony,'  (Beigamin  imitating  hia  maater's  manner  by  coaxing 
the  old  post-boy),  until  he  got  close  at  him  again,  when  the  *os8  would 

£'?e  a  half-kick  and  a  snort,  and  set  off  again  at  a  quiet  jog-trot  to  the 
r  comer  again,  old  J.  grinnin'  and  wowin'  wengeance  against  him  as  he 
went. 

'*  At  last  he  spied  me  a  lookin'  at  him  through  the  hish  *edge  near  the 
gate  at  the  comer  of  the  field,  and  cuttin'  across,  he  cned,  *  Here  Binji- 
min  I  BiNJiMiN,  I  say ! '  for  I  pretended  not  to  hear  him,  and  was  for 
outtin*  away, '  lend  me  your  quad  a  minute  to  go  and  catch  mine  upon ; ' 
so,  accordingly,  I  got  down,  and  up  he  climbed.  *  Let  out  the  stirraps 
four  *oles,'  said  he,  quite  consequential,  shufEIng  himself  into  his  seat ; 
•Vot  you've  cotched  the  fox  'avejre?'  said  he,  lookin*  at  the  bmsh 
danglin*  through  the  'ead  stall.  *  Yes,'  says  I  to  him  says  I,  *  we've 
ooMed  him.'  Then  vot  do  you  think  says  he  to  me  ?  Vy,  says  he  to  me, 
iaya  he,  '  Then  cotch  my  'oss,'  and  away  the  old  wagrant  went,  'oss, 
'ounds,  brush,  and  all,  tellin'  everybody  he  met  as  how  he'd  cotched  the 
fox,  and  leavin'  me  to  mn  about  the  ploughed  land  after  his  great  hairy- 
heel'd  nag — my  tops  baint  dry  yet  and  never  will,  I  think,"  added  Ben- 
jamin, putting  them  closer  to  the  fire,  and  giving  it  another  poke  with 
hbtoe. 

**  What'n  'osses  does  he  keep  ?  "  inquired  the  return  post-boy. 

"  Oh,  precious  rips,  I  assure  you,  and  no  mistake.  Bless  your  'cart, 
our  old  chap  knows  no  more  about  an  'oss  than  an  'oss  knows  about  him, 
but  to  hear  him  talk — Oh,  Grikey  1  doesn't  he  give  them  a  good  character, 
especial  ven  he  wants  to  sell  vim.  He  von*t  take  no  one's  adwice  neither. 
Says  I  to  him  t'other  morain'  as  he  was  a  feelin'  of  my  'oss's  pins,  *  That 
ere  'oss  would  be  a  precious  sight  better  if  you'd  blister  and  turn  him  out 
for  the  vinter.'  '  Blister  and  turn  him  out  for  the  vinter !  you  little 
rascal,'  said  he,  lookin'  as  though  he  would  eat  me,  '  I'll  cut  off  your  'cad 
and  sew  on  a  button,  if  you  talks  to  me  about  blisterin'.'  Says  I  to  him, 
saya  I,  *  You're  a  thorough-bred  old  hidiot  for  talking  as  you  do,  for 
there  isn't  a  gmm  in  the  world  *  what  doesn't  swear  by  blisters  I '  I'd 
blister  a  cork  leg  if  I  had  one,"  added  Benjamin,  "  so  would  any  grum. 
Blisterin'  against  the  world,  says  I,  for  everything  except  the  worms. 
Then  it  isn't  his  confounded  stupidity  only  that  one  has  to  deal  with,  but 
he's  such  an  unconscionable  old  screw  about  feeding  of  his  'osses — always 
sees  every  feed  put  afore  them,  and  if  it  wam't  for  the  matter  of  chopped 

*  Benjamin  spoko  truth  there^  for  let  a  groom  bo  ever  so  ignorant,  he  can 
always  recommend  a  blister. 
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iiiions  (onions)  that  1  mixes  with  their  corn,  1  really  should  make  nothing 
oat  of  my  stable,  for  the  old  'unpays  all  his  own  bills,  and  orders  his  own 
staff,  and  yen  that's  the  case  those  base  mechanics  of  tradesmen  never 
stand  nothin'  to  no  one." 

"  And  what  do  yoa  chop  the  onions  for,  Mr.  Benjamin  ?  "  inquired 
Samael  Strong. 

''Chop  inions  for  I "  exclaimed  Ben  with  astonishment,  *'  and  is  it 
possible  that  you've  grown  those  great  fiery  viskers  on  either  side  of  your 
chuckle  head  and  not  be  hup  to  the  chopped  inion  rig?  My  eyes,  but 
you'll  never  be  able  to  keep  a  oal,  1  thmk!  Yy  you  double-distilled 
fool " 

"  Come,  sir,"  interrupted  Samuel,  again  doubling  his  enormous  fist, 
that  would  almost  have  made  a  head  for  Beujamin,  amid  a  general  roar  of 
laughter,  "keep  a  clean  tongue  in  your  head,  or  I'll  knock  your  teeth- 
dawn  your  thr6at." 

'*  Oh,  you're  a  man  of  that  description,  are  you  I  "  exclaimed  Benjamin,- 
pretending  to  be  in  a  fright,  "  you  don't  look  like  a  dentist  either  some- 
how— poor  hignorant  hass.  Yy  the  chopped  inion  rig  be  just  this — ^you 
must  advance  a  small  brown  out  of  your  own  pocket  to  buy  an  inion,  and- 
chop  it  werry  small.  Then  s'pose  your  chemist  and  druggist  chap  gives 
his  'oss  four  feeds  a-day  (vich  I  s'pose  will  be  three  more  nor  he  does), 
and  sees  the  grain  given,  which  some  wicked  old  warmints  will  do,  vou 
take  the  sieve,  and  after  shakin'  the  com,  and  hissin'  at  it  well,  just 
take  half  a  handful  of  chopped  inion  out  of  your  jacket  pocket,  as  you  pass 
up  to  the  'oss's  'ead,  and  scatter  it  over  the  who'ats,  then  give  the  sieve  a 
shake,  and  turn  the  whole  into  the  manger.  The  governor  seeing  it 
there,  will  leave,  quite  satisfied  that  the  'oss  has  had  his  dues,  and  per- 
haps may  get  you  out  of  the  stable  for  half  an  hour. or  so,  but  that  makes 
no  odds,  when  you  goes  back  you'll  find  it  all  there,  and  poulterers  like  it 
none  the  worse  for  the  smell  of  the  inions.  That,  and  pickin'  off  postage- 
stamps,  is  about  the  only  parquisite  I  has." 

"  Now,  Mr.  von  eye,"  said  he,  turning  to  Bill  Brown,  the  one-eyed 
helper,  "  is  it  time  for  my  'osses  to  have  their  bucket  of  water  and  kick 
in  the  ribs?" 

The  time  for  this  luxurious  repast  not  having  arrived,  Benjamin  again 
composed  himself  in  his  comer  with  his  pipe^  and  the  party  sat  in  mute, 
astonishment  at  his  wonderful  precocity. 

The  return  post-boy  (whose  time  was  precious)  at  length  broke  silence, 
by  asking  Benjamin  if  he  was  living  with  his  first  master. 

"Deed  am  I,"  replied  Ben,  knocking  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe,  "and 
had  I 'known  as  much  of  sarvice  as  I  does  now,  I'd  have  staid  at  school 
all  my  life — ^Do  what  they  will  at  school,  they  carn't  make  you  larn,  and 
there's  always  plenty  of  playtime.  Crikey,  'ow  well  I  remembers  the 
day  our  old  cock  kidnapped  me.  Me  and  putty-faced  Joe,  and  Peter 
Pink-eye  Eogers,  were  laying  our  heads  together  how  we  could  sugar  old 
mother  Gi^b's  milk,  that's  she  as  keeps  the  h'apple  and  purple  sugar-stick 
stall  by  the  skittle-ground  at  the  Eoyal  Artilleryman,  on  Pentonvflle  Hill ; 
veil,  we  were  dewisiug  how  we  should  manage  to  get  her  to  give  us  tick 
for  two  pennorth  of  Gibraltar-rock,  when  Mr.  Martin,  the  'ead  master^ 
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and  tail  maBter  too,  I  may  call  him,  for  he  did  lEdl  the  flogging,  came 
smiling  in  with  a  fat  stranger  at  his  'eels,  in  a  broad-brimmed  caster,  and 
^essian  boots  with  tassels,  werry  much  of  the  cat  of  old  Paul  Pry,  that  they 
used  to  paint  upon  the  'busses  and  pint  pots,  though  I  doesn't  see  no 
Paul  Prys  now  a-days. 

'*  Well,  this  'ere  chap  was  old  Jorrocks,  and  h'up  and  down  the  school 
he  went,  lookin'  first  at  one  bye  (boy)  and  then  at  another,  the  master  all 
the  while  begging  him  on,  just  as  the  old  'un  seemed  to  take  a  faaicj, 
swearing  they  was  all  the  finest  byes  in  the  school,  just  as  I've  since 
'card  old  J.  himself  chaunting  of  lus  'osses  yen  he's  'ad  one  for  to  sell, 
but  still  the  old  file  was  difficult  to  suit — some  were  too  long  in  the  body, 
some  in  the  leg,  others  too  short,  another's  'ead  was  too  big,  and  one 
whose  nose  had  been  flattened  by  a  brick-bat  from  a  Smithfield  drover's 
bye,  didn't  please  him.  WeU,  on  he  went,  h'up  one  form,  down  another, 
across  the  rest,  until  he  got  into  the  middle  of  the  school,  where  the 
byes  sit  hot  to  face,  with  their  books  on  their  knees,  instead  of  havin'  a 
desk  afore  them,  and  the  old  cock  havin'  got  into  the  last  line,  began 
h'ezamining  of  theiKi  werry  closely,  fearin'  he  was  not  goin'  for  to  get 
suited. 

"  *  Werry  rum,  Mr.  Martin,'  said  he,  *  werry  rum,  I've  been  to  the 
Idlt  and  bare-legged  school  in  'Atton  Garding,  the  green  coat  and  yellow 
breeches  in  'Ackney,  the  red  coat  and  blue  vestkits  at  'Olloway,  the  sky- 
blues  and  jockey-caps  at  Paddington  Green,  and  found  nothin'  at  all  to 
my  mind ;  must  be  gettin'  out  of  the  breed  of  nice  little  useful  botiys, 
I  fear,'  said  he,  and  just  as  he  said  the  last  words,  he  came  afore  me, 
with  his  'ands  behind  his  back,  and  one  'and  was  open  as  if  he  wanted 
summnt,  so  I  spit  in  it. 

•*  *  Hooi !  Mr.  Martin,'  roared  he,  jumpin'  round,  '  here's  a  bowy  spit 
in  my  'and !  the  biggest  gog  wotever  was  seen  1 '  showing  his  maule}  to 
Martin  with  it  all  runnin'  off ;  and  Martin  seeing  who  was  behind,  werry 
soon  fixed  upon  me — '  You  little  dirty,  disreputable  'bomination,'  said  he, 
sdzing  of  me  by  the  collar,  at  least  wot  should  have  been  a  collar,  for  at 
the  Corderoy's  they  only  give  us  those  quaker-like  upright  sort  of  things, 
such  as  old  fiery-face  there,"  looking  at  Samuel  Strong,  **  has  on.  Says 
Martin  to  me,  says  he,  laying  hold  on  me  werry  tight,  '  vot  the  deuce  and 
old  Davey,  do  you  mean  by  insultin'  a  gen'leman  that  will  be  Lord 
Mayor  ?     Sir,  I'll  flog  you  within  half  a  barley-corn  of  your  life  ! ' 

."  *  Beg  pardon,  sir,  beg  pardon,  sir,'  I  cried,  *  thought  the  genleman 
had  a  sore  'and,  and  a  little  hointment  'd  do  it  good.' 

" '  Haw  !  haw  1  haw  I '  roared  Jorrocks,  taking  out  a  red  cotton 
wipe  and  rubbing  his  'and  dry,  '  haw  I  haw !  haw  I  werry  good,  Mr. 
Martin,  werry  good — promisin'  botfy  that,  I  thinks,  promisin'  bo«y  that, 
likes  them  with  mischief — likes  them  with  mischief,  poopeys  (puppeys) 
and  botfys — never  good  for  nothin'  unless  they  'ave. — Don't  you  mind,' 
laid  he,  pokin'  Martin  in  the  ribs  with  his  great  thick  thumb,  '  don't  you 
mind  Beckford's  story  'bout  the  pointer  and  the  turkeys?'  Martin 
didn't,  so  J.  proceeded  to  tell  it  afore  all  the  school.  *  Ye  see,'  said 
he,  '  a  gent  gave  another  a  pointer  poop,  and  enquiring  about  it  a  short 
time  arter,  the  gent  wbo  got  it  said  he  feared  it  wasn't  a  goin'  to  do  him 
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aoy  good,  cot  as  how  it  hadn't  done  him  any  'ann.  But  meetin'  him 
again  a  fortnight  arter,  he  changed  his  tune,  and  thought  well  on  him, 
for,'  says  he,  'he's  killed  me  heighteen  turkeys  since  I  saw  you — hawl 
hawl  haw!---he!  hel  he  I — ^ho!  hoi  hoi' — a  gufihw  in  which  the  saddle- 
room  party  joined." 

Wbm  the  laaghter  subsided,  Ben  was  unanimously  requested  to  continue 
his  narraliye. 

**  And  what  did  the  old  gent  sa^  about  you?"  asked  Sam,  expecting 
to  hear  that  Ben  got  a  good  thrashmg  for  lus  dirty,  disrespectful  conduct. 

"  0,  why,"  replied  Ben,  considering — "  0,  why,  arter  he  had  got  all 
quiet  again,  and  his  wipe  put  back  into  his  pocket,  he  began  handlin'  and 
lookin'  at  me,  and  then,  arter  a  ffood  examination,  he  says  to  Martin, 
quite  conseouential-like — '  'Ow  old's  the  rogue  ? ' 

''Now  Martin  know'd  no  more  about  me  than  I  know'd  about  Martin; 
but  knowin'  the  h'age  that  Jorrocks  wanted  a  bye  of,  why,  in  course,  he 
said  I  was  just  of  that  age,  and  knowin'  that  I  should  get  a  precious  good 
hiding  for  spittin'  in  the  old  covey's  'and,  if  I  staid  at  the  Cordooy's, 
whv  I  swore  that  I  was  uncommon  fond  of  'osses,  and  gigs,  and  'amess, 
ana  such  like,  and  after  the  old  file  had  felt  me  well  about  the  neck,  for  he 
had  an  Ida  that  if  a  bye's  big  in  the  neck  in  course  o'  time  he'll  get  big 
all  over,  he  took  me  away,  promising  Martin  the  two  quarterages  our  old 
gal  had  run  in  arrear  for  my  laming — though  hang  me  I  never  got 
none— out  o'  my  wage,  and  would  ye  believe  it,  the  old  gudgeon  kept  me 
gdn'  on  from  quarter  to  quarter,  for  I  don't  know  'ow  many  quarters, 
sayin'  he  hadn't  viped  off  the  old  score  for  my  schoolin',  just  as  if  I  had 
any  business  to  pay  it ;  at  last,  one  day  as  I  was  a  rubbin'  down  the 
ohesnut  'oss  as  he  sold  to  the  chap  in  Tooley  Street,  he  comes  into  the 
stable.  All!  of  pride,  and  I  thought  rather  muzzy,  for  he  bumped  first 
agin  one  stall  and  then  agin  another,  so  says  I  to  him,  says  I,  *  Please, 
sir,  I  vants  for  to  go  to  the  Veils  this  evening.' 

•*  •  To  the  Veils  1 '  repeated  he,  staring  with  astonishment — •  To  the 
VeUsl^Wot  Veils  ?• 

** '  Baguigfft  I '  said  I,  and  that's  a  place,  Mr.  Baconface,"  observed 
Ben,  turcdng  to  Samuel  Strong, "  that  you  shouldn't  be  hung  without  seeing 
— skittles^  bowls,  stalls  all  around  the  garding,  like  stables  for  'osses, 
where  parties  take  their  tea  and  XX — all  painted  sky-blue  with  red 
pannels — gals  in  shiny  vite  gowns  and  short  sleeves,  bare  down  the  neck, 
singing  behind  the  h'organ  with  h'ostiich  feathers  in  their  'cads — all 
beautiful — admission  tun-penoe — a  game  at  skittles  for  a  penna — and 
every  thing  elegant  and  quite  genteel — musn't  go  in  that  queer  coat 
of  jours  though,  or  they'd  take  you  for  a  Bedlamite,  and  may  be  send  you 
to  the  hulks — queer  chaps  the  Londoners — Once  knowd  a  feller,  quite  as 
queer  a  lookin'  dog  as  vou,  barrin'  his  nose,  which  was  a  bit  better,  and 
not  so  red.  Well,  he  had  a  rummish  cove  of  a  governor,  who  dapt  him 
into  a  nut-brown  suit,  with  bright  basket  buttons,  and  a  glazed  castor, 
with  a  broad  welwet  band  '  all  round  his  'at,'  and  as  he  was  a  mizzlin' 
along  Gower  Street,  where  his  master  had  just  come  to  Hve  firom  over 
^t'other  side  of  the  vater,  vot  should  he  meet,  but  one  of  the  new  polish 
y>liee),  who  seeing  luoh  a  h'object,  insisted  he  was  mad;  and  nothin' 
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would  sanre  him,  but  that  he  wu  mad ;  and  avay  he  took  him  to  the 
station  'ouse,  and  from  thence,  afore  the  beak,  at  Bow  Street,  and 
nothin'  but  a  sendin*  for  the  master  to  swear  that  they  were  his  clothes, 
and  that  he  considered  them  livery,  saved  the  fellow  from  transportation, 
for  if  he'd  stolen  the  clothes  he  couldn't  have  been  more  galvanised  than 
when  the  new  polish  grabbed  him. 

''Well,  but  that  isn't  what  I  was  a  goin'  to  tell  you  about.  Blow 
these  boots,"  said  he,  stooping  down  and  turning  them  again,  "they 
never  are  goin'  for  to  dry.  Might  as  well  have  walked  through  the 
Seinpentine  m  them.  I  was  goin'  to  tell  you  of  the  flare-up  the  old  'un 
ana  I  had  about  the  Yells.  *  Well,'  says  I  to  him,  says  I, '  I  vants  for  to 
go  to  the  Yells.' 

««Yot  Yells? •  said  he. 

"  *  Bagnigge,'  says  I.  *  Bagnigge  be  d — d,*  said  he, — no  he  didn't 
say,  *  be  d---d,'  for  (he  old  'un  never  swears  except  he's  h'outrageously 
h'angry.  But,  howsomever,  he  said,  I  shouldn't  go  to  the  Yells,  for  as 
'ow,  Bfrs.  Muffin,  and  the  seven  Miss  Mufiins,  from  Primrose  Hill,  were 
oomin'  to  take  their  scald  with  him  that  evening,  and  he  vanted  me  to 
carry  the  h'um,  while  Batsey  buttered  and  'anded  round  the  bread. 

"  *  Well,'  but  says  I  to  him,  says  I,  *  that  don't  h'argufy.  If  I'm  a 
grum,  I'm  a  grum,  if  I'm  a  butler,  I'm  a  butler,  but  it's  out  of  all 
conscience  and  calkilation  expectin'  a  man  to  be  both  grum  and  butler. 
Here  'ave  I  been  a  cleanin'  your  useless  screws  of  bosses,  and  weshing 
your  hugly  chay  till  I'm  fit  to  faint,  in  h'order  that  I  might  have  a  night 
of  enjoyment  to  myself,  and  then  you  wants  me  to  carry  vater  to  your 
nasty  old  boiler.  A  man  should  have  double  wage,  'stead  of  none  at  all, 
to  stand  such  vork.' 

"**0w  do  you  mean  none  at  all?*  said  he,  grinnin*  with  anger, 
*  dosn't  I  pay  your  old  mother  a  sovereign  annually  four  times  a-year  P ' 

"Yot's  that  to  meP*  said  I,  *my  mother  don't  do  your  work 
does  sheP' 

"  •  Dash  my  vig ! '  said  he,  gettin'  into  a  reglar  blaze.  *  You  little 
ungrateful  'ound,  I'll  drown  you  in  a  bucket  of  barley  water,'  and  so  we 
got  on  from  bad  to  worse,  until  he  swore  he'd  start  me,  and  get  another 
Do«y  from  the  Corderoy's. 

" '  Quite  unanimous,'  said  I,  '  quite  unanimous,  in  course  you'll  pay  up 
my  wages  afore  I  go,  and  that  will  save  me  the  trouble  of  taking  of  you 
to  Hicks  Hall.'  At  the  werry  word, '  Hicks  Hall,'  the  old  gander  turned 
quite  green  and  began  to  soflen.  'Now,  Binjimin,'  said  he,  'that's 
werry  unkind  o'  you.  If  you  had  the  Hen  and  Chickens  comin'  to  take 
their  pumpaginous  aqua  (which  he  says  is  French  for  tea  and  coffee)  with 
yon,  and  you  wanted  your  boiler  carried,  you'd  think  it  werry  unkind  of 
Batsey  if  she  wouldn't  give  you  a  lift  ? '  Then  he  read  a  long  lector 
about  doing  as  one  would  be  done  by,  and  all  that  sort  of  gammon  that 
Martin  used  to  cram  us  with  of  a  Sunday.  Till  at  last  it  ended  in  his 
^vin'  me  a  half-crown  to  do  what  he  wanted,  on  the  understandin'  that  it 
was  none  of  my  vork,  and  I  says  that  a  chap  wot  does  everything  he's 
bid,  like  that  suckin'  Sampson  there,"  eyeing  Samuel  Strong  with  the 
most  ineffable  contempt,  "  is  only  fit  to  be  a  tinker's  jack-ass."     Samuel 
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looked  as  thougli  be  .would  annihilate  the  boy  as  soon  as  he  made  up  bis 
mind  where  to  hit  him,  and  Benjamin,  unconscious  of  all  danger,  stooped, 
and  gave  the  eternal  tops  another  turn. 

"We  never  heard  nothin'  of  your  comin'  until  three  days  afore  you 
cast  up,"  observed  BUI  Brown,  with  a  broad  grin  on  his  countenance  at 
Benjamin's  audacity  and  Samuel's  anger. 

*'It  wem't  werry  likely  that  you  should,"  replied  Benjamin,  looking 
up,  "  for  as  'ow  we  hadn't  got  our  own  consent  much  afore  that.  -  Our 
old  cove  is  a  reg'lar  word-and-a-blow  man.  •  If  he  does,  he  doea,  and  if  he 
don't,  why  he  lets  it  alone.  Give  the  old  'un  his  due,  he's  none  o'  your 
talkin'  chaps,  wot's  always  for  doin'  somethin',  only  they  don't.  He 
never  promised  me  a  cow-hidin'  yet,  but  he  paid  it  with  interest.  As 
soon  as  ever  he  got  the  first  letter,  I  know'd  there  was  somethin'  good  in 
the  wind;  for  he  gave  me  half  a  pot  of  his  best  marmeylad,  and  then  a  few 
days  after  he  chucked  me  a  golden  sovereign,  tellin'  me,  go  and  buy.  a 
pair  of  new  tops,  or  as  near  new  as  I  could  get  them  for  the  money," 

"  And  what  did  you  pay  for  them  P  "  inquired  both  post-boys  at  once, 
for  the  price  of  top-boots  is  always  an  interesting  subject  to  a  stable- 
servant. 

*' Guess!"  replied  Benjamin,  holding  them  up,  adding,  V mind,  they 
are  nothing  like  now  what  they  were  when  I  bought  them ;  the  Jew 
told  me,  though  it  don't  do  to  believe  above  half  what  those  gents,  tell 
you,  that  they  belonged  to  the  Markiss  of  Castlereagh's  own  tiger,  and 
that  he  had  parted  with  them  because  they  didn't  wrinkle  in  quite  as 
many  folds  as  his  Majesty  wished.  Here  was  the  fault,"  continued 
Benjamin,  holding  one  of  the  boots  upon  his  hand  and  pressing  the  top 
downwards  to  make  it  wrinkle.  "  You  see  it  makes  but  eight  wrinkles 
between  the  top  and  the  'eel,  and  the  Markiss's  gen'lman  swore  as  how  he 
would  never  be  seen  in  a  pair  wot  didn't  make  nine,  so  he  parted  with 
them,  and  as  I  entered  'Oly  veil  Street  from  the  east,  I  spied  them  'anging 
on  the  pegs  at  Levy  Aaron's,  that's  the  first  Jew  vot  squints  on  the  left 
'and  side  of  the  way,  for  there  are  about  twenty  of  them  in  that  street 
with  queer  eyes. 

"  *  Veskit ! '  said  he,  •  vashin'  veskit,  werry  sheep ;  half  nothin'  in  fact,' 
just  as  these  barkers  always  chaff. 

"  *  No,'  said  I,  passing  on — *  Yon  don't  s'pose  /  wears  cast-oflfs !  * 

"  *  Clow  for  shell,'  then  said  he, — *  Bes'h  price,  bes'h  price.' 

"*Nor  to  shell  neither,'  said  I,  mimickin'  of  him.  *l'll  swap  my 
shoes  for  a  pair  of  tops  if  you  like.' 

"  *  Vot  viU  you  give  in  ?  '  axed  Levy  Aaron. 

"  *  Nothin','  said  I,  determined  to  begin  low  enough. 

"  *  Valk  in  then,'  said  he,  quite  purlite,  *  'onour  of  your  custom's  quite 
enough,'  so  in  I  went.  Such  a  shop  1  full  o'  veskits  covered  with  gold 
and  fiowers,  and  lace,  and  coats,  without  end,  with  the  shop  sides,  each 
as  high  as  a  hay-stack,  full  o'  nothin'  but  trousers  and  livery  breeches. 

" '  Sit  down,  shir,'  said  he,  'anding  me  a  chau:  without  a  back,  while 
his  missis  took  the  long  stick  from  behind  the  door  with  a  hook,  and 
fished  down  several  pairs  of  tops.  They  had  all  sorts  and  sizes,  and  all 
colours  too.     Mahogany,  vite,  rose-colour,  painted  vons ;  but  I  kept  my 
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eye  on  the  low  pair  I  bad  seen  outside,  till  at  last  Mrs.  Levy  Aaron 
handed  them  through  the  winder.'    I  pulls  one  on. 

« <  Uncommon  fit/  said  Levy  Aaron,  slappin'  the  sole  to  feel  if  all  my 
foot  was  in;  'much  better  leg  than  the  Markiss  o'  Castlereagh's  tiger; 
youll  lire  with  a  Duke  before  you  die.' 
"  *  Let's  have  on  t'other,'  said  I. 

<<  <  Yon's  as  good  as  both,'  said  he.  '  Oh  1 '  says  I,  twiggin'  vot  he  was 
after, — '  If  you  thinks  I'm  a  man  to  bolt  with  your  boots,  you'r  mistaken ;' 
.BO  I  kicked  off  the  one  I  had  on»  and  bid  him  'and  me  my  shoes.  Well, 
.  then  he  began  to  bargain—'  Thirty  shilling  and  the  shoes.'  I  was  werry 
'  angry  and  wouldn't  treat.  '  Five-and  twenty  shilling  tpUkaui  the  shoes 
.then.'  Still  I  wouldn't  touch.  '  Give  me  my  castor,'  said  Lbuttonin' 
.  up  my  podcet  with  a  slap,  and  lookin'  wecry  wicious.  '  You'r  a  nasty 
'Sospidons  old  warmint.'  Then  the  Jew  began  to  soften.  "Ononr 
.  bri^t,  he  meant  no  offence.'  '  One  shovereign  then  he  vod  take.'  '  Ghre 
.  me  my  castor,'  said  I. 

'' '  Good  momin',  Mrs.  Jewaster,'  which  means  female  Jew.  '  Seventeen 

,  and  sixpence  1 '    '  Go  to  the  devil,'  said  I.    '  Come  then,  fifteen  shiliin' 

.  and  a  psper  bag  to  put  them  in.'     '  No,'  said  I,  '  I'll  give  you  ten.' 

'  Done,'  said  he,  and  there  they  are.    A  nice  polish  they  had  when  I  got 

-them»but  the  ploughed  land  has  taken  the  shine  off.     Howsomever,  I* 

s'pose  they'll  touch  up  again  ?  " 

"  Not  they,"  replied  Bill  Brown,  who  had  been  examining  one  of  thom 
yery  minutely,  ''they  are  made  of  nothing  but  brown  paper  1" 

"  Brown  paper  be  'anged  I "  exclaimed  Benjamin.     "  Your  'ead's  more 
1  like  made  of  brown  paper." 

"Look. there  then  1 "  rejoined  Bill  Brown,  running  his  thumb  through 
the  instep,  and  displaying  the  brown  paper  through .  the  liquid  varnish 
with  which  it  had  been  plentifully  smeared. 

"  Haw,  haw,  kaw,  kaw,  haw,  haw,  haw,^'  pealed  the  whole  of  the  saddle- 
room  party,  in  the  midst  of  which  Ben  bolted  with  his  brown-paper 
boots. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

SI&  ABCHET  DEPECABDE. 

As  yet  our  distingnislied  friend  was  in  no  position  for  taking  the  field, 
for  though  he  had  got  a  pack  of  hounds — such  as  they  were — he  had 
neither  huntsman  to  hunt  them,  nor  horses  for  a  huntsman  to  ride  if  he 
had  one.  He  was  therefore  in  a  very  unfinished  condition.  Horses, 
however,  are  soon  got,  if  a  man  has  only  money  to  pay  for  them,  and  a 
master  of  hounds  being  clearly  the  proper  person  to  buy  all  the  horses 
that*  other  peoole  want  to  sell,  Mr.  Jorrocks  very  soon  had  a  great 
many  yeiy  handsome  offers  ef  that  sort.  Among  others  he  received  a 
stiffish,  presenting-his-compliments  note,  from  the  celebrated  gambler, 
Sir  Archibald  Depecarde,  of  Pluckwelle  Park,  and  the  Albany,  London, 
stating  that  he  had  a  very  fine  bay  horse  that  he  modestly  said  was  too 
good  for  his  work,  and  which  he  should  be  glad  to  see  in  such  good  hands 
as  Mr.  Jorrocks's.  Sir  Archey,  as  many  of  our  readers  doubtless  know — 
some  perhaps  to  their  cost — is  a  very  knowing  hand,  always  with  good 
looking,  if  not  good  horses,  which  he  is  ready  to  barter,  or  play  for,  or 
exchange  in  any  shape  or  way  that  conduces  to  business.  His  recherche 
little  dinners  in  the  Albany  are  not  less  famous  for  ''do*s^'  than  his  more 
extended  hospitality  at  Pluckwelle  Park,  whither  he  brings  such  of  his 
fiats  as  require  more  deliberate  preparation  and  treatment  than  the  racket 
of  London  allows.  Now  our  friend  Mr.  Jorrocks,  though  not  exactly 
swallowing  all  the  butter  that  was  offered  him,  had  no  objection  to  see  if 
there  was  anything  to  be  made  of  Sir  Archey's  horse,  so  by  way  of 
being  upsides  with  him  in  dignity,  he  replied  as  follows  :— - 

"  M.F.H.  John  Jorrocks  presents  his  compliments  to  Sir  Archibald 
Depecarde,  and  in  reply  to  his  favour  begs  to  say  that  he  will  take  an 
early  hopportunity  of  drivin'  over  to  Pluckwelle  Park  to  look  at  his 
quadruped,  and  as  the  M.F.H.  'ears  it  is  a  goodish  distance  from  Handley 
Cross,  he  will  bring  his  night  cap  with  him,  for  where  the  M.F.H.  dines 
he  sleeps,  and  where  the  M.F.H.  sleeps  he  breakfasts." 

Sir  Archey  thought  the  answer  rather  cool — especially  from  a  mere 
tradesman  to  a  man  of  his  great  self-importance,  but  being  of  opinion 
that  there  is  no  account  between  man  and  man  that  money  will  not  settle, 
he  determined  to  square  matters  with  the  M.F.H.  by  putting  an  extra  hi, 
or  10^.  on  the  horse.  He  therefore  resolved  to  pocket  the  affront  and  let 
matters  take  their  chance. 

As  good  as  his  word,  one  afternoon  a  few  days  after,  our  plump  friend 
was  seen  navigating  his  vehicle,  drawn  by  a  Duncan  Nevin  screw,  along 
the  sinuosities  of  Sir  Archibald's  avenue,  in  the  leisurely  way  of  a  gentle- 
man eyeing  the  estate,  and  gaining  all  the  information  he  could  by  the 
way,  and  having  arrived  at  the  Corinthian  columned  portico,  where  he 
was  kept  waiting  longer  than  he  liked,  he  was  shocked  to  find,  by  the 
unlocking  and  unbolting  of  the  door,  that  Sir  Archey  was  "  from  home  " 
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— '*  just  gone  to  town*'^to  look  after  a  gamUing-lioiue  in  whicli  he  had 
a  share  on  the  sly). 

**Da8h  myvigl**  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  nearly  stamping  the  bottom 
of  the  yehide  out  with  hia  foot,  and  thinking  whether  it  was  possible  to 
tool  Duncan  Nevin's  hack  back  to  Handley  Cross.  **D<Uk  my  tigr*  repeated 
he,  "  didn't  he  know  I  was  a  comin'  P  " 

"Beg  pardon,  sir,"  replied  the  footman,  rather  abashed  at  the  Jorrooks 
Tehemence  (who  he  at  first  took  for  a  prospectus  man  or  an  atlas-monger). 
"Begpardon,  sir,  but  Ibeliere  Mrs.  Markham,  sir,  has  a  message  for  you 
air — if  you'll  allow  me,  sir,  I'll  go  and  see,  sir." 

**  Go,"  grunted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  indignant  at  the  slight  thus  put  on  his 
M.F.H.-ship. 

The  footman  presently  returned,  followed  by  a  very  smiling  comely- 
looking  personage,  dressed  in  black  silk,  with  sky-blue  ribbons  in  her 
jaonty  little  cap  and  collar,  who  proceeded  in  a  most  Yoluble  manner  to 
express  with  her  hands,  and  tongue,  and  eyes.  Sir  Archibald's  regrets  that 
he  had  been  suddenly  summoned  to  town,  adding  that  he  had  left  word 
that  they  were  to  make  the  expected  guest  as  comfortable  as  possible, 
and  show  him  every  possible  care  and  attention. 

"  Ah,  weU,  that's  summut  like,"  smiled  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  a  jerk  of 
his  head,  thinking  what  a  good-looking  woman  she  was.  In  another 
instant  he  was  on  the  top  step  of  the  entrance  beside  her,  giving  her  soft 
hand  a  sly  squeeze  as  she  prepared  to  help  him  out  of  his  reversible 
ooat.  "  Take  the  quad  to  the  stable,"  said  he  to  the  footman,  and  bid 
'em  take  great  care  on  'im — adding,  with  a  leer  at  the  lady,  *'  gave  a- 
most  a  'underd  for  him."  So  saying,  hack  like,  the  horse  was  left  to 
take  its  chance,  while  our  fat  friend  followed  the  fair  lady  into  the 
library. 

"  111  have  a  fire  lighted  directly,"  observed  she,  lookmg  round  the 
spadous  apartment,  which,  like  many  bachelors'  company  rooms,  felt  pretty 
innocent  of  fuel. 

**  Fiddle  the  fire  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  fiddle  the  fire !  dessay 
you've  got  a  good  *un  in  your  room, — ril  go  tkere*' 

"  Couldn't  for  the  world^'*  whispered  Mrs.  Markham,  with  a  shake  of 
her  head,  glancing  her  large  hazel  eyes  lovingly  upon  Jorrocks.  "  What ! 
if  Sir  Archey  should  hear !  " 

"  Oh,  he'U  never  hear,"  rejoined  our  friend  confidently. 

**  Wouldn't  he  f  "  retorted  Mrs.  Markham,  "  you  don't  know  what  ser- 
vants are  if  you  think  that.  Bless  ye  I  they  watch  me  just  as  a  cat  watches 


a  mouse." 


"  Well,  then,  you  must  come  in  to  m^,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  adding 

-— "  I  can't  be  left  mopin'  alone,  you  know." 

"  It  must  be  after  they've  gone  to  bed,  then,"  whispered  the  lady. 

A  hurrying  housemaid  now  appearing  with  a  red  hot  poker,  Mrs. 

Markham  drew  back  and  changed  the  whispering  conversation  into  an 

audible, 

"  And  please  sir,  what  would  you  like  to  *ave  for  dinner,  sir  ?  " 
"  Oh,  I  don't  care,"  shrugged  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  wot  'ave  you  got  ?  " 
"There's  soup,  and  fish,  and  meat,  and  game,  and  poultry ;  whatever 

you  like  to  'ave  I  dare  say." 
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"  ffumpi,"  miued  Hr.  Jorrocks,  wbliiDg  tbe  housemaid  further,  "  I'll 
'ave  a  bit  o'  fish,  with  a  beef  steak,  and  a  fizzaut  to  follow,  say — " 

"  No  soup  P  "  observed  Mrs.  MarVbam, 

"So;  I  doesn't  care  nothin'  'bout  soup,  'less  it's  turtle,"  replied fae 
,  nith  a  tost  of  his  head.  . 

"  I'm  afraid,  there  is  no  turtle,  air,"  replied  Urs.  Markham,  well 
biowiag  there  was  not.     "  Oravy,  macaroni,  mulligatawne.y." 

"  No,  jest  fish,  and  steak,  and  fizzant,"  rgoined  Hr.  Jorrocks,  "  Cod 
and  hoister  sauce,  say — and  p'raps  a  couple  o'  dozen  o'  hoiaters  to  begin 
—jest  as  a  whet  you  know, ' 


with,- 


"  Any  nceeU  t "  asked  the  lady  significantly. 

"  No,  111  'are  my  sweets  arter,"  winked  Mr,  J.  licking  his  lips. 
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"  Open  tart,  apple  fritters,  omelette,  any  thing  of  that  sort  ?  "  continues 
she ;  intimating  with  her  eye  that  the  loitering  housemaid  might  hear  his 
answer. 

"No;  I'll  fill  hup  the  chinks  wi'  cheese/'  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  stroking 
his  stomach. 

"  And  wine?  "  asked  the  housekeeper ;  adding,  '^  the  butler's  away  with 
Sir  Archey,  but  I  'ave  the  key  of  the  cellar.** 

'^  That's  all  right  I"  exclaimed  our  friend,  adding,  'TU  drink  his 
'ealth  in  a  bottle  of  his  best." 

"  Port  P  '*  asked  Mrs.  Markham. 

"  Port  in  course/'  replied  Mr.  J.  with  a  hoist  of  his  eyebrows,  adding, 
•"  but  mind  I  doesn't  call  the  oldest  the  best — ^far  from  it — it's  oftentimes 
the  wust.  No,"  continued  he,  ''  give  me  a  good  fruity  wine ;  a  wine 
with  a  grip  o'  the  gob,  that  leaves  a  mark  on  the  side  o'  the  glass ;  not 
your  weak  woe-begone  trash,  that  would  be  water  if  it  wasn't  wine." 

"P'raps  you'd  like  a  little  champagne  at  dinner,"  suggested  Mrs. 
Markham. 

'  "  Champagne,"  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks  thoughtfully,  "  Champagne  I 
well,  I  wouldn't  mind  a  little  champagne,  only  I  wouldn't  like  it  hiced ; 
doesn't  want  to  'ave  all  my  teeth  set  a  chatterin'  i  mv  'ead  ;  ham't  got 
so  far  advanced  in  gentility  as  to  like  my  wine  froze — I'm  a  Post 
Hoffioe  Directory,  not  a  Peerage  man,"  added  he  with  a  broad  grin. 

"Indeed,"  sxniled  Mrs.  Markham,  not  exactly  understanding  the 
simile. 

"  Polks  talk  about  the  different  grades  o'  society,"  observed  Mr. 
Jorrodcs,  with  a  smile  and  a  pshaw,  *'  but  arter  all's  said  and  done  there 
are  but  two  sorts  o'  folks  i'  the  world,  Peerage  folks,  and  Post  Hofiice 
Directoiy  folks,  Peerage  folks,  wot  think  it's  all  right  and  proper  to  do 
their  tailors,  and  Post  Hoffice  Directory  folks  wot  think  it's  the  greatest 
sin  under  the  sun  not  to  pay  twenty  shillins  i'  the  pund — greatest  sin 
under  the*  sun  *cept  kissin'  and  then  tellin',"  added  he,  in  an  under  tone, 
with  a  wink,  as  he  drew  his  hand  across  his  jolly  lips. 

''Well,  then,  you'll  have  it  iced,"  observed  Mrs.  Markham,  in  a  tone 
« for  the  housemaid  to  hear.     "Just  a  few  minutes  plunge  in  the  pail, — 
enough  to  dull  the  glass  p'raps  ?"  continued  she. 

"Well/' mused  our  friend,  "as  you  are  mistress  o' the  revels,  III 
'leave  that  to  you,  and  I  makes  no  doubt,"  added  he,  with  another  sly 
squeeze  of  her  soft  hand,  now  that  the  housemaid's  back  was  turned, "  I 
shall  fare  uncommon  well." 

And  Mrs.  Markham,  seeing  that  the  maid  was  bent  on  out-staying  her, 
sailed  away  with  a  stately  air,  ordering  her,  in  a  commanding  tone,  to 
"  bring  some  wood  to  the  fire." 

And  Mr.  Jorrocks,  we  need  scarcely  say,  had  a  very  good  dinner,  aAd 
spent  his  evening  very  pleasantly. 


T3;a?33zrx 
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^*/f>*«,  *iWl  Mm  tte^Jm  bnM(  m  tlw  nf  to  tke  koa^  k  thHgU  ke 
Afij^  M  tTAR  M«  tHVW  kni  Wft  waa,  aad  look  at  kb  prapo«d  [iwXhMt. 

/f*t^t*Ai¥A'rttK.  Mifitfit4/f,  t«ii-«UUcd  stabfe,  viik  a  two-itdl  oM 
h^yrt^,  rti  wlr-*  »*¥«  «i  /-/jvple  rf  iluxituig  ponits,  of  wUeli  Mt. 
Kak^M^  t^AA  #^ri«rft|||l)'  t  tbm  eroHuig  the  cxntral  paasi^e,  tbej 
tflff^Mf  ff^W  t«rr-«Ult,  Hfxl  fntovd  npoa  a  MKnewliat  bcttB  eon- 

^ff*f    l^^fi  Ml^ifffl    Mf.  iiirti)rk»'»  hiiDdred-giiiiiea   lione,   with    a 
wr^fAfrM  ftM  ^fftf  'ff  «  rHK  'FfHT  It,  IbeD  a  pair  of  better«lotlied  browna 


^ 


"inif  'mot  'ories;"  then,  aa  Mr.  Jorrocks 

lirll^it  livritt'tliiI'Ml  III*  iHtyond,  thinking  that  would  be  his 

f|  inlwl  lirrii   wiililfiiily  Ijy  the  arm,  with  a  "  take  care  of 

«H'  f      //w7/  *;rA  y«  fo  a  eerlainly  I  " 

"  W'.||  \\h'»  wloliMii  l>  li«r'  olmnrvei)  Mr.  Jorroclu  coolly,  eyeing  the 

(t»f<i  ithll  liilil  Wk  dnr*  HPiil  niittHirfliit  whita  of  the  eye. 

"  Mutt  fiMfuM*  tirtth  uHv*  I "  rejillad  Mr.  Bupabot.    "  If  he  was  to 
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get  you  off,  be'd  stand  considerin*  whether  he  should  kick  out  your  right 
eye  or  your  left." 

"/»-deed,"  mused  Mr.  Jorrocks — "pleasant  'oss  to  'ave." 

**  We*re  expectin*  an  old  gent  from  Handley  Cross  to  look  at  'im^** 
observed  the  keeper,  "  but  I  think  he'll  have  to  be  crazier  than  they  say 
he  is  afore  he  buys  'iro.^ 

"  I  think  so  too,"  assented  Mr.  Jorrocks — stumping  on  out  of  beds* 
reach. 

They  then  got  the  dogs  out  of  the  kennel,  and  proceeded  to  the 
pheasants. 

Mr.  Jorrocks,  being  out  of  practice,  did  not  make  much  of  a  hand  at 
irst,  which,  coupled  with  the  injunctions  all  the  servants  were  under  to 
make  the  stranger  as  comfortable  as  possible,  induced  Snapshot  to  take 
him  to  the  home  cover,  when  the  pheasants  rising  in  clouds  and  the  hares 
streaming  out  like  sand  ropes,  our  worthy  fiiend  very  soon  bagged  his  five 
brace  of  pheasants  and  three  hares.  Snapshot,  now  thinking  "  tipping 
time"  was  come,  and  feeling  for  his  pheasants,  proposed  a  truce,  when  l^r. 
Jorrocks,  handing  him  the  gun,  picked  out  three  brace  of  the  best  birds, 
with  whidi  hM  trudged  away,  leavmg  the  astonished  Snapshot  to  follow  with 
the  rest.  Hares  he  woul^'t  take,  thinking  his  riotous  hounds  would  kill 
him  nlenty  of  them.  He  then  very  coolly  locked  the  pheasants  up  in  his 
vehide,  and  ordering  the  horse  to  be  put-to,  was  ready  for  a  start  by  the 
time  it  came  to  the  door.  With  a  loving  leave-taking  of  Mrs.  Markham, 
he  was  presently  in  his  rattle-trap  and  away.  A  favourable  road  incline 
with  the  horse's  head  towards'home,  sent  the  hundred  guinea  nag  along, 
and  Mr.  Jorrocks  began  to  think  it  "  wasn't  so  bad  as  it  seemed." 

As  he  neared  the  last  unlodged  gates  in  Sir  Archey's  grounds,  he  saw 
another  vehide  approaching,  and  each  driver  thinking  to  get  the  other  to 
open  the  gate,  they  timed  themsdves  so  as  to  meet  with  it  between  them. 

"  Sky  ye  a  coppper  who  opens  it  1 "  at  length  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
after  a  good  stare  at  his  much  muffled  up  vU-i-vU. 

"  Eads  or  tails  ?  "  continued  he,  producing  a  half-a-crown  piece-^ 
''  Eads  t  win  1  tails  you  lose  I" 

"  Heads ! "  cried  the  stranger. 

"  Its  tails  I  "  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  pretending  to  look  at  it, "  so  you 
opens  it." 

The  youth  then  got  out  and  did  so. 

"  Prop  it  hopen  I  prop  it  hopen ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  adding, 
**  there  am'nt  no  cattle  in  either  fidd,  and  it  may  as  well  stand  that  way 
as  not.'* 

The  gentleman  did  as  he  was  bid,  drawing  his  vehide — a  German 
waggon  with  three  crests  (very  symptomatic  of  money)— alongside  of 
Mr.  Jorrocks's. 

"  You'll  be  agoin*  to  Sir  Harchey's,  I  guess,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
after  scrutinising  his  fat,  vacant  face  intently. 

"  I  am,"  replied  the  stranger. 

"  Well,  I'm  jest  a  comin'  from  there,"  continued  our  friend,  stroking 
his  chin  complacently,  thinking  of  the  pheasants  and  the  fun  he 
had  had. 

''  Indeed/'  smiled  the  gentleman. 
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"  He'a  not  at  'ome,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"At  home  to  me**  replied  the  stranger,  with  a  man-of-the-house 
sort  of  air. 

** Humph**  mused  Mr.  Jorrocks,  adding,  after  a  pause, — "Well,  now 
blow  me  tight,  I  shouldnt  be  at  all  apprised,  if  they're  been  a  takin'  o' 
me  for  you.  Thought  they  were  sweeter  upon  me  than  a  mere  'oss-dealin' 
case  required,  unless  indeed  they  took  me  for  a  most  egregius  John 
Ass." 

"  Hope  they've  used  you  well,"  observed  the  stranger. 

"  Capital,**  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  and  if  it  wasn't  that  I  'ave  a  'ticklar 
engagement,  I  wouldn't  mind  retumin'  and  spendin'  the  evenin'  with 
you.  Independent  of  a  capital  dinner,  I  had  just  as  good  a  drink  as 
man  need  wish  for.  Amost  two  bottles  of  undeniable  black  strap, 
besides  et  ceteras,  and  no  more  'ead  ache  than  the  crop  o'  my  wip." 

"  Indeed,"  observed  the  stranger,  thinking  he  was  lucky  to  escape  such 
a  aand-bag. 

•*  True,  I  assure  you,"  aflirmed  Jorrocks — **  shouldn't  know  that  I'd 
taken  more  nor  iny  usual  quantity ;  shot  as  well  as  ever  I  did  i'  my  life 
tins  momin',  and  altogether  I'm  uncommon  pleased  with  my  jaunt,  and 
that  reminds  me,"  continued  he,  flourishing  his  whip  bag-man-i-cally 
over  his  head,  and  thinking  how  he  had  got  to  the  windward  of  Sir 
Archey,  "  you  can  do  summat  for  me — I'm  Mr.  Jorrocks,  the  M.F.fi. — 
you'll  most  likely  have  'eard  o'  me — I  'unts  the  country.  Well,  I've  been 
to  look  at  an  'oss  of  Sir  Harchey's — a  weny  nice  h'animal  he  is,  but  'ardly 
hup  to  my  weight — I'm  a  sixteen  stunner  you  see.  Ave  the  goodness  to 
make  my  compliments  to  Sir  Harchey,  and  tell  'im  I'm  werry  .much 
'bliged  by  his  purlite  hoffer  on  'im,  and  that  I'm  weny  sorry  he  wasn't 
at  'ome,  so  that  I  might  'ave  'ad  the  pleasure  o'  makin'  his  personal 
'quaintance,  as  well  as  that  of  his  Fort;"  so  saying,  Mr.  Jorrocks 
shortened  his  hold  of  the  reins,  and  dropping  the  point  of  his  whip  sdenti- 
^cally  into  the  Handley  Cross  hack,  bowed  to  his  friend,  and  bowled  away 
homewards. 

And  when  Sir  Archey  returned,  and  found  the  indignities  that  had  been 
put  upon  him,  he  was  exceeding  wrath,  and  vowed  vengeance  against  the 
grocer. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

A  SPOBTING  LECTOR. 

Fob  some  dajs  after  Mr.  Jorrocks's  return  from  Pluckwelle  Park. 
Diana  Lodge  was  literally  besieged  with  people,  offering  him  horses  of 
every  sort,  size,  and  description.  A  man  **  wanting  a  horse " — andt 
confound  it  1  some  people  are  always  '*  wanting  "  them,  and  never  buy,— • 
a  man  "  wanting  a  horse,"  we  say,  is  always  an  object  of  interest  to  the 
idle  and  unemployed,  looking  out  for  horses  for  other  people;  and 
Handley  Cross  being  as  idle  a  place  as  any,  everybody  seemea  bent  upon 
propagating  the  great  M.P.H.'s  wants.  Even  the  ladies,  who  don't 
generally  bestir  themselves  in  such  matters,  seemed  smitten  with  the 
mania;  and  a  horse  being  a  horse  with  them,  the  curiosities  their 
inquiries  produced  were  very  amusing.  The  horses  that  came  were  of 
aU  prices,  from  a  hundred  guineas  down  to  thirty  shilling^;  indeed, 
Mrs.  Pearlash,  the  laundress,  intimated  that  she  mi^ht  take  **  rayther  " 
less  than  thirty  for  her  old  woe-begone  white  Bosinante.  Our  worthy 
M.F.H.  was  indebted  to  his  wife  for  the  offer  of  it;  Mrs.  Jor- 
rocks  making  the  subject  of  ''osses"  one  of  her  standing  topics  of 
conversation,  as  well  with  her  visitors  as  to  all  those  with  whom  she  came 
in  contact.  Having  casually  mentioned  her  great  sporting-spouse's  wants 
to  Mrs.  Pearlash,  that  useful  functionary,  sticking  her  fists  in  her  sides 
for  the  purpose  of  revolving  the  matter  in  her  mind,  said,  "  Well,  now, 
she  didn't  know  but  they  might  part  with  their  horse,  and  she'd  ask  her 
old  man; '-  who  readily  assented  to  the  sale  of  an  animal  that  could 
hardly  crawl.  Jorrocks  was  highly  indignant  when  it  came,  and  desired 
Mrs.  J.  not  to  meddle  with  matters  she  didn't  understand. 

Mr.  Jorrocks,  on  his  part,  having  about  satisfied  himself  that  hunting  a 
pack  of  hounds  was  a  very  different  thing  to  riding  after  them,  as  near  to 
them  or  as  far  off  as  he  liked,  repelled  all  inquiries  as  to  when  he  would 
be  gomg  out  again,  and  when  he  would  begin  to  advertise,  by  saying, 
mysteriously,  *'  that  he  must  get  things  a  little  forwarder  fust."  The  fact 
was,  he  wanted  to  pick  up  a  huntsman  at  whip's  wages,  and  had  written 
to  sundry  friends  in  the  City  and  elsewhere,  describing  what  he  wanted, 
and  intimating  that  the  whip  might  occasionally  have  to  "  'unt  the 
'ounds  when  he  was  away,  or  anything  of  that  sort."  His  City  friends, 
who  didn't  approve  of  his  proceedings,  and,  moreover,  had  plenty  of  other 
matters  to  attend  to  of  their  own,  gave  his  letters  very  little  heed,  if 
indeed  they  took  any  notice  of  them  at  aU.  Some  of  his  old  cronies  shook 
their  heads,  and  said  they  "  wished  any  good  might  come  of  it ; "  while 
others  said  "  he'd  much  better  have  stuck  to  his  shop  ;  "  adding  a  wish 
that  thin^  might  continue  "  serene  "  in  the  ''  lane." 

Altogether  Jorrocks's  proceedings  were  not  approved  of  in  the 
commmial  world,  where    hunting  and  gambling  are  often  considered 
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synonymous.  He^  however,  was  all  swagger  and  cock-a-hoop,  vowing 
that  he  had  got  *'the  best  pack  of  'ounds  in  the  world;"  adding,  that 
••  they  would  make  the  foxes  cry  *  Capevi !  *  " 

Belinda's  beauty  and  unaffected  manners  drew  Mrs.  Jorrocks  plenty 
of  callers,  who  soon  found  herself  a  much  greater  woman  at  Handley 
Cross  than  she  was  in  Great  Coram  Street. 

Belinda  might  have  had  an  offer  eveiy  day  in  the  week,  but  somehow 
the  suitors  never  could  get  the  old  girl  out  of  the  room — an  error  into 
which  ladies,  who  trade  in  beauty  other  than  that  of  their  own  daughters, 
are  very  apt  to  fall.  Mrs.  Jorrocks  wouldn't  admit  that  she  was  in  any 
ways  indebted  to  Belinda  for  her  company,  and  of  course  sat  to  receive 
her  own  guests.  Not  that  Belinda  wanted  any  of  their  offers ;  for,  as 
Ben  intimated,  she  had  a  young  chap  in  her  eye,  who  will  shortly  appear 
in  our  pages :  but  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  like  a  skilful  old  mouser,  as  she  was, 
did  not  let  that  out. 

So  Belinda  was  talked  of,  and  toasted,  and  toasted,  and  talked  of, 
and  **  set  out"  for  no  end  of  people.  Tht  Jorrocks's  funds  rose  ten  per 
cent,  at  least  from  having  her,  and  the  Bamington  ones  were  depressed  to 
a  similar  extent. 

Our  great  M.  F.  H.  not  finding  any  responses  to  his  inquiries  for  a 
whip,  and  being  dreadfully  anxious  to  be  doing,  resolved  to  make  known 
his  wants  through  the  medium  of  the  newspraers ;  and  while  his  bold 
advertisement  for  a  "  huntsman  *'  (not  a  whip  wno  could  'unt  the  'onnds 
occasionally)  was  working,  he  bethought  him,  instead  of  exposing  hit 
incompetence  as  a  huntsman,  to  display  his  sporting  knowledge  in  a 
lecture,  in  which  he  could  also  inculcate  the  precepts  he  wished  practised 
towards  himself,  both  at  home  and  in  the  field. 

Accordingly,  he  enlisted  the  assistance  of  Captain  Doleful,  to  whose 
province  such  arrangements  seemed  peculiarly  to  belong,  and  the  large 
room  of  the  Dragon  was  engaged  and  tastefully  fitted  up  under  their 
joint  superintendence.  A  temporary  platform  was  placed  at  the  far  end, 
surmounted  by  a  canopy  of  scarlet  cloth,  tastefully  looped  up  in  the  centre 
with  an  emblematical  sporting  device,  formed  of  a  hunting-cap,  a  nur  of 
leather  breeches,  a  boot-jack,  and  three  foxes'  brushes.  Inside  the 
canopy  was  suspended  a  green-shaded  lamp,  throwing  a  strong  light  upon 
the  party  below,  and  the  room  was  brilliantly  lighted  with  wax  both  from 
the  chandeliers  and  reflecting-mirrors  against  the  wall.  The  doors  were 
besieged  long  before  the  appointed  hour  for  commencing,  and  ere  the 
worthy  lecturer  made  his  appearance  there  was  not  standing  room  to  be 
had  in  any  part.  The  orchestra  was  also  full,  and  in  it  "  we  observed 
many  elegantly  dressed  ladies,"  as  the  reporters  say. 

Precisely  at  eight  o'clock  Mr.  Jorrocks  ascended  the  platform,  attended 
by  Captain  Dolefal,  Koger  Swizzle,  Borneo  Simpkins,  and  Abel  Snorem, 
and  was  received  with  the  most  enthusiastic  cheering.  He  wore  the  full- 
dress  uniform  of  the  hunt ;  sky-blue  coat  lined  with  pink  silk,  canary- 
coloured  shirts,  and  white  silk  stockings.  His  neckcloth  and  waistcoat 
were  white,  and  a  finely  plaited  shirt-frill  protruded  through  th^  stand-up 
collar  of  the  latter.  Bunches  of  white  ribbon  dangled  at  his  knees.  In 
his  hand  he  held  a  roll  of  notes,  while  some  books  of  reference  and  a 
bier  of  brandy  and  water,  were  placed  by  Benjamin  on  a  table  at  the 
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bac^k  of  the  plfttfonn.    Beiyamin  liad  on  hu  new  red  frock  with  blue 
collar,  cord  bieechet,  and  white  Btockings. 


After  boiriiig  moit  familiarly  to  the  company,  Mr.  Jorrocks  dearei)  his 
Toice  with  a  aubatantial  kem,  and  then  addressed  the  meeting. 

"BeloTcd  'earers! — belated  I  may  call  you,  for  though  I  have  not  the 
pteaanre  of  knowin'  many  of  you,  I  hope  wcrry  soon  to  make  your 
m^mate  acquaintance.  Beloved  'earers,  I  say,  I  have  come  'ere  this 
eveaia*  for  the  double  purpose  of  seeing  you,  and  instructin'  of  you  on 
tboM  matters  that  have  brought  me  to  this  your  beautirul  and  salubri- 
■ome  town.  (Cheers.)  lieautiful  I  may  call  it,  for  its  architectural 
proportions  are  fcrand,  and  salubrisome  it  must  be  when  it  boasts  so 
maoy  cheerful,  vigorous  countenances  as  I  now  see  gathered  around  me. 
(Load  applause.)  And  if  by  my  comin',  I  shall  spread  the.i^reat  light  of 
sportin'  knowledge,  and  enable  you  to  perserve  those  glowin'  mugs  when 
far  removed  from  these  waters,  then  shall  I  be  a  Itetter  doctor  than  either 
Swizzle  or  Sebastian,  and  the  day  that  drew  John  Jorrocks  from  the 
■ugars^of  retirement  in  Great  Coram  Street  will  henceforth  remain  red- 
lettered  in  the  mental  calendar  of  his  eiiBtence.  (Loud  cheera.)  Red- 
lettered  did  I  layP  ah!  wot  a  joyous  colour  to  denote  a  great  and 
glorioua  ewent !  Believe  me  there  is  no  colour  like  red — no  sport  like 
'noting. 

"Blue  coaU  imd  canaries,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  looking  down  at  hia 
legs,  "are  well  enough  for  dancin'  in,  but  the  man  wot  does  much 
dandn'  .wiU  not  do  much  'unting.  But  to  business — Lectorin'  is  all 
the  go — and  why  should  sportin*  be  excluded  f  Is  it  because  sportin'  ia 
ita  own  champion  F  Away  with  the  idea  I  Are  there  no  pints  on  whicb 
grey  experience  can  show  the  beacon  lights  to  'ot  youth  and  indis- 
cretion P — Aasnredly  there  are !  Full  then  of  hardour — full  of  keenness, 
one  pure  ooncentrated  essence  of  'unting,  John  Jorrocks  comes  to  enlighten 
all  men  capable  of  iuatmctiou  on  pints  that  all  wish  to  be  considered 
oouTersant  with. 

"  Well  did  that  great  man,  I  think  it  was  Walter  Scott,  but  if  it  wai'nt. 
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'twas  little  Bartley,  the  boot-maker,  say,  that  there  was  no  young  man 
wot  would  not  rather  have  a  himputation  on  his  morality  than  on  his 
'ossmanship,  and  yet,  how  few  there  are  wot  really  know  anything  about 
the  matter !  Oh,  but  if  hignorance  be  bliss  'ow  'appy  must  they  be ! 
(Loud  cheers  and  laughter.) 

"  'Unting  is  the  sport  of  kings,  the  image  of  war  without  its  guilt,  and 
only  five-and-twenty  per  cent,  of  its  danger  I  In  that  word,  *  'unting,' 
wot  a  ramification  of  knowledge  is  compressed  I  The  choice  of  an  'oss — 
the  treatment  of  him  when  got — ^the  groomin'  at  home,  the  ridin'  abroad 
— the  boots,  the  breeches,  the  saddle,  the  bridle,  the  'ound,  the  'untsman, 
the  feeder,  the  Fox  1  Oh  1  how  that  beautiful  word.  Fox,  gladdens  my 
'eart,  and  warms  the  declinin'  embers  of  my  age.  (Cheers.)  The  'oss  and 
the  'ound  were  made  for  each  other,  and  natur  threw  in  the  Fox  as  a 
connectin'  link  between  the  two.  (Jjoud  cheers.)  He's  perfect  sym- 
metry, and  my  affection  for  him,  is  a  perfect  paradox.  In  the  summer  I 
loves  him  with  all  the  hardour  of  affection ;  not  an  'air  of  his  beautiful 
'ead  would  I  hurt ;  the  sight  of  him  is  more  glorious  nor  the  Lord 
Mayor's  show  !  but  when  the  hautumn  comes — when  the  brownin'  copse 
and  cracklin'  stubble  proclaim  the  farmer's  fears  are  past,  then,  dash  my 
vig,  'ow  I  glories  in  pursuin'  of  him  to  destruction,  and  holdin'  him  above 
the  bayin'  pack  !     (Loud  cheers.) 

"  And  yet,**  added  Mr.  Jorrocks  thoughtfully,  '*  it  ar'nt  that  I  loves 
the  fox  less,  but  that  I  loves  the  'ound  more,  as  the  chap  says  in  the 
play,  when  he  sticks  his  friend  in  the  gizzard.  (Boars  of  laughter  and 
applause.) 

"  The  'oss  loves  the  'ound,  and  I  loves  both ;  and  it  is  that  love  wot 
bdngs  me  to  these  parts,  to  follow  the  all-glorious  callin'  of  the  chase,  and 
to  enlighten  all  men  capable  of  illumination.  To-night  I  shall  instruct 
you  with  a  lecture  on  dealui'. 

''  *  O  who  shall  counsel  a  man  in  the  choice  of  a  wife  or  an  'oss  ? ' 
asks  that  inspired  writer,  the  renowned  Johnny  Lawrence.  '  The  buyer 
has  need  of  a  hundred  eyes,  the  seller  of  but  one,  says  another  equestrian 
conjuror.  Who  can  take  up  an  'oss  book  and  read  'bout  splints,  and 
spavins,  and  stringalts,  and  corns,  and  cuttin',  and  farcy,  and  dropsy,  and 
fever,  and  thrushes,  and  grease,  and  gripes,  and  mallenders,  and  sallenders, 
and  ring-bones,  and  roarin',  etcetera,  etoeterorum,  without  a  shudder 
lest  such  a  complication  of  evils  should  fall  to  his  lot  ?  Who  can  expect 
a  perfect  'oss,  when  he  sees  what  an  infinity  of  hills  they  are  heirs  to  ? 
I  'opes  I  haven't  come  to  'Andley  Gross  to  inform  none  on  you  what  an 
'oss  is,  nor  to  explain  that  its  component  parts  are  four  legs,  a  back-bone, 
an  'ead,  a  neck,  a  tail,  and  other  etceteras,  too  numerous  to  insert  in  an 
'and-bill,  as  old  Georgey  Eobins  used  to  say. 

"  'Eavens,  wot  a  lot  of  rubbish  has  been  written  about  'osses  1 "  con- 
tinued the  worthy  lecturer,  casting  up  his  eyes. 

'*  I  took  a  fut  rule  t'other  night  and  measured  off  a  whole  yard  and  an 

'alf  of  real  down-right  *ard  printiii'  on  the  single  word  'oss ;  each  suc- 

ceedin'  writer  snubbin'  the  last,  swearin'  he  know'd  nothin',  until  one 

would  expect  to  arrive  at  the  grand  climax  of  hignorance*  instead  of 

^^^kanin'  wisdom  as  one  went.     There  was  Bartlet,  and  Bracken,  and 

''^^^^Imi,  and  Griffiths,  and  Taplin,  and  Stewart,  and  Youatt,  and  'Ands, 

^bwrence,  and  Wite,  and  Fercival,  and  Hosmer,  and  Feters,  and 
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ABonymoas  by  'Ookem,  and  Wilkinsoo  oq  Lock-jaw,  and  Colman,  and 
Sewell,  and  Plapperiey,  and  Caveat  Emptier,  ail  snubbin'  each  other  like 
80  many  anoba. 

^^  Away  with  ikem  all,  my  11**  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocka,  throwing  out 
hia  handa,  to -the  imminent  danger  of  hia  supportera  right  and  lef^. 
"  Away  with  them  all  I  Away  with  all  auch  rubbish,  say  I !  John 
JoiTOcka  is  the  only  real  enlightened  sapient  sportsman;  and 'ere, '^fv 
from  this  lofty  hemiieuee  I  hurls .  defiance  at  the  whole  tribe  of  word- 
manglin',  grammar-strangling  cotation-crammin',  cocks !  bids  them  to  a 
grand  tilt  or  tournament  of  jaw,  where  hevery  man  may  do  his  best,  and 
ril  make  mince-meat  of  them  all — catermauchoasly  chaw  them  up,  as 
the  Americana  say.     (Loud  cheers.) 

''But,  gently  old  bouy,'*  oon tinned  he  to  himself,  "you  mus*nt  be  too 
*ard  on  the  fools,  or  youMl  kill  'em  out-right;  curb  your  wehemence 
a  Httle;  come.  Til  give  you  a  drop  o\  brandy  and  water;"  saying 
whidi,  Mr.  Jorrocks  retired  to  the  back  of  the  platform,  and  took  such  a 
swig  at  the  tumbler,  as  left  nothing,  as  he  observed,  to  '*  carry  over." 

Preaently  he  returned,  smacking  his  lips,  and  resumed  in  a  more 
oompoted  tone  a»  follows : — "  Talkiu'  about  writera,"  said  he, ''  the  best 
informed  man  to  my  mind  wot  ever  wrote  on  equestrian  matters,  was 
Mr.  Gambado,  who  held  the  distinguished  post  oif  ridin*-master  to  the 
Boge  of  Weniee.  Hosmer  may  be  mow  learned,  amd  Happerley  more 
li^iiiej,  but  for  real  down-right  shrewd  hobaerwation,  the  Doge's  man 
flogs  all  t'others,  as  the  Kentucky  boy  said.  Most  writers  go  out  of 
thflir  wi^  to  bring  in  summut  wot  doea  not  belong  to  Ibe  auhject,  but 
Qambadv  sticks  to  hia  text  like  a  leech.  Hbamo',  for  inatanoe,  tella  us 
t|at  •  kostrich  can  ootstrip  an  *oaa»  but  what  aiatter  doea  that  make, 
acein*  that  no  one  would  like  to  go  cuttin'  serosa  country  on  a  hoatrich 
that  could  get  mu  'oss.  Another  tells  us  how  many  'oases  Xerxea  had  in 
his  army  after  he  passed  the  Hellespont,  bat  it  would  have  been  far 
more  to  the  purpose  to  have  told  ua  how  many  Mason  or  Bartley  bought 
at  the  last  'Omcaade  fair. 

'*  Still  I  don't  mean  to  aay  that  Gambado  waa  all  over  right,  for  there 
are  points  upon  which  the  Doge's  man  and  I  differ,  though  fashion,  in 
course,  has  altered  things  since  his  time.  He  writes  upon  'osses  in 
general,  and  aays  little  about  those  for  carrying'  a  scarlet,  without 
briogin*  it  to  shame,  which  is  wot  we  most  want  information  upon. 
Some  of  his  positions  too  are  bad.  For  instance,  talkin'  of  eyes,  he  says, 
some  people  make  a  great  bother  about  an  'oaa's  eyes,  jest  as  if  they  have 
anything  to  do  with  his  haction,  and  Geoffery  says,  that  if  a  man  chooses 
to  ride  without  a  bridle  it  mav  be  matter  of  moment  to  him  to  have  an 
'osa  with  an  eye  or  two,  but  that  if  he  has  a  bridle,  and  also  a  pair  of 
eyes  of  his  own,  it  is  parfect/i>  immaterial  whether  the  'oss  sees  or  not. 
Now,  from  this,  I  thinks  we  may  infer  that  the  Doge  either  did  not  keep 
.^ounds,  or  that  the  country  he  'unted  was  flat  and  unenclosed,  otherwise 
Gambado  would  certainlie  have  felt  the  inconwenience  of  ridin'  a  blind 
'un*  Indeed,  I  almost  think,  from  his  declining  the  Bev.  Mr.  Nutmeg's 
offer  of  a  mount  on  his  brown  'oss,  that  Mr.  Gambado  either  was  not  a 
sportsman,  or  had  arrived  at  a  time  of  life  when  the  exertion  of  'unting 
was  too  great  for  him. 
,    '*  The  case  waa  thia^"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  taking  up  the  work, 
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"  and  tlie  advice  ii  aa  good  now  as  it  was  then.  Nutmeg  layi,  in  his  letter 
ta  the  ei-ridin'  niBster,  who  appears  to  have  been  actio'  as  a  sort  of  chamber 
counsel  on  'oss  cases : — '  You  must  know,  sir,  I  am  werry  fond  of  'unting, 
and  live  in  at  fine  a  aceatin'  country  as  any  in  the  kingdom.  The ,  soil  is 
pretty  stiff,  the.  leaps  large  and  frecjuent,  and  a  great  deal  of  timber  to 
get  over.  Now,  sir,  ivy  brown  'os«  is  a  werry  capital  'uuter ;  and  though 
'  he  is  slow,  and  I  cannot  absolutely  rtde  over  the  *ouad«  (indeed  the 


country  is  so  enclosed  that  I  do  not  aee  so  much  of  them  as  I  could  wish), 
yet,  ill  the  enil,  he  gencTally  brings  me  in  before  the  'untsman  goes  home 
with  the  di%9.' 

"  And  here  let  me  observe,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  breaking  o£f,  "  that 
that  i«  neitlier  good  sportiii'  nor  good  language,  and  Nutmeg,  I  should 
think,  had  been  one  of  your  Macadamizin'  happetite  'unting  parsons,  or 
he  would  neither  have  talked  of  ridin'  over  the  'ounds,  or  yet  being 
content  to  draggle  up  alter  the  worry,  and  just  as  the  dogi,  as  he  cidls 
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tbem,  were  going  home — ^But  let  that  pass.'*  Mr.  Jorrotks  then  resumed 
his  reading — 

"  '  Now,  sir,  my  brown  *oss  is  a  noble  leaper,  and  never  gave  me  a  fall 
in  his  life  in  that  way  ;  but  he  has  got  a  hawkward  trick  (though  he  clears 
everything  with  his  fore  legs  in  capital  style)  of  leaving  the  other  two  on 
the  wrong  side  of  the  fence ;  and  if  the  gate  or  stile  happens  to  be  in  a 
sound  state,  it  is  a  work  of  time  and  trouble  to  get  his  hind  legs  ov^. 
He  clears  a  ditch  finely  indeed,  with  two  feet,  but  the  others  constantly 
fall  in ;  that  it  gives  me  a  strange  pain  in  ray  back,  very  like  what  is 
called  a  lumbago ;  and  unless  you  kindly  stand  my  friend  and  instruct 
me  how  I  am  to  bring  these  hind  legs  after  me,  I  fear  I  shall  never  get 
rid  of  it.  If  you  please,  sir,  you  may  ride  him  a  'unting  yourself  any  day 
you  will  please  to  appoint,  and  you  shall  be  'eartUy  welcome.' 

*'  To  this  letter  Gambado  replied  as  follows  : — 

"  *  Beverend  Sib, 

"  *  Your  brown  'oss  being  so  good  an  'unter,  and  as  you  observe, 
having  so  fine  a  notion  of  leapin',  I  should  be  'appy  if  I  could  be  of  any 
service  in  assistin'  you  to  make  his  two  hind  legs  follow  the  others  ;  but, 
as  you  observe,  they  seem  so  werry  perwerse  and  obstinate,  that  I  cherish 
but  small  'opes  of  prewailin'  upon  them — I  have  looked  and  found  many 
such  cases,  but  no  cure — However,  in  examinin*  my  papers  I  have  found  out 
somethin'  that  may  prove  of  service  to  you,  in  your  werry  lamentable 
case — An  oat-stealer  or  ostler  has  informed  me,  that  it  is  a  common  trick 
played  upon  bagsters  or  London  riders,  when  they  are  not  generous  to  the 
sRSrvants  in  the  inn,  for  a  wicked  boy  or  two  to  watch  one  of  them  as  he 
turns  out  of  the  gateway,  aud  to  pop  a  bush  or  stick  under  his  'oss's 
tail,  which  he  instantly  brings  down  upon  the  stick  and  'olds  it  fast, 
kickin'  at  the  same  time  at  such  a  rate  as  to  dislodge  the  bagman,  that 
bestrides  him — Suppose  then,  when  your  'oss  has  flown  over  a  gate 
or  stile  in  his  old  way,  with  his  fore  legs  only,  you  were  to  dismount,  and 
clap  your  vip  or  stick  properly  under  his  tail,  and  then  mount  again  ;  the 
puttin'  him  in  a  little  motion  will  set  him  on  his  kickin'  principles  in 
a  hurry,  and  it's  ten  to  one  but  by  this  means  you  get  his  hind  legs  to 
follow  the  others — You  will  be  able,  perhaps,  to  extricate  your  stick  from 
its  place  of  confinement  when  you  are  up  and  over  (if  you  arn't  down) ; 
but  should  you  not,  it  is  but  sixpence  gone.  I  send  you  this  as  a  mere 
surmise ;  perhaps  it  may  answer  ;  perhaps  not. 

••  *  I  thank  you  for  your  offer,  which  is  a  werry  kind  one,  but  I  beg  to  be 
excused  accepting  it ;  all  my  hambitiou  being  to  add  to  the  theory  with 
as  little  practice  as  possible.' 

" '  Add  to  the  theory  with  as  little  practice  as  possible,'  "  repeated 
Mr.  Jorrocks, — "  That's  wot  a  great  many  writers  are  anxious  to  do  at 
the  present  day — But  to  proceed — Another  circumstance  wot  leads  me  to 
suppose  that  Jeffery  was  not  an  'unter  is  this.  In  some  obserwntions  in 
his  Preface  on  a  portrait  of  Mr.  Gambado  that  adorns  the  frontispiece, 
the  editor  says  that  it  was  done  by  a  friend  from  memory,  and  tinctured 
with  the  prejudice  of  friendship.  *  Jeffery,'  he  says, '  was  not  so  slim,  nor 
was  his  eye  so  poignant ;  nor  was  he  ever  known  to  be  possessed  of  a  pair 
of  top-boots  himself,  though  he  often  mentions  boots  in  his  writings.' 

"That  I  think,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "is  conclusive.    But  then 


\. 
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what  does,  it  prove?  .Why,  that  if  Gambado,  the  best  of  all  sportin* 
writers,  kuew  nothin'  of  'unting,  it  is  the  more  incumbent  on  John 
Jorrocks  to  supply  the  deficiency. 

**  But  whether  Gambado,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  speak  of  him  with 
such  familiarity,  was  a  fox-hunter  or  not,  it  is  quite  clear  that  he  possessed 
a  knowledge  of  'osses  far  superior  to  any  man  of  the  present  day.  '  The 
Academy  for  Grown  'Ossmen,'  is  a  perfect  text-book  in  its  way,  and  when 
a  man  has  read  Gambado's  instructions  how  to  choose  an  'oss,  how 
to  tackle  him  properly,  in  what  sort  of  dress  to  ride  him,  how  to  mount 
and  manage  him,  how  to  ride  him  out,  and  above  all  how  to  ride  him 
'ome  again,  duil  must  be  the  dog  wot  has  occasion  to  go  to  a  riding-school. 

'*  There  is  a  wast  of  fancy  about  dealin* — far  more  than  relates  to  the 
mere  colour  ^,  indeed  some  say  that  colour  is  immaterial,  and  there  is  an 
old  saw  about  a  good  'oss  never  being  of  a  bad  colour,  but  the  first 
question  a  green  'orn  asks  is  the  colour  of  the  prad.  Old  Steropes 
says,  if  you  have  no  predilection  that  way,  choose  a-  mouse-coloured  dun, 
for  it  has  the  peculiar  ad  wantage  of  lookin'  equally  well  all  the  year 
round.  A  black  list  down  the  back  makes  it  still  more  desirable,  as  the 
bystanders  will  suppose  you  are  ridin'  with  a  (»'upper,  a  practice  no 
finished  'ossmen  ought  to  neglect.  This  latter  point,  however,  is  confuted 
by  Gambado,  who  says,  '  be  werry  shy  of  a  crupper  if  your  *08S  naturally 
throws  his  saddle  forward.  It  will  certainlie  make  his  tail  sore,  set  him 
a  kickin*,  and  werry  likely  bring  you  into  trouble.' 

''How  perplexin'  must  all  this  be  to  a  beginner,"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Jorrdcks,  throwing  up  his  hands. 

"  The  height  of  an  'oss,  Gambado  says,  is  perfectly  immaterial,  pro- 
wided  he  is  higher  behind  tiian  before.  Nothin'  is  more  pleasin*  to  a 
traveller  than  the  sensation  of  continually  gettiu'  forward  ;  whereas  the 
ridin'  of  an  *oss  of  a  contrary  make  is  like  swarmin'  the  bannisters  of  a 
staircase,  when,  though  perhaps  you  really  advance,  you  feel  as  if  you  were 
goin'  backwards. 

"  Gambado  says  nothin'  about  the  size  of  an  'oss*s  head,  but  he  says 
he  should  carry  it  low,  that  he  may  have  an  eye  to  the  ground  and  see 
the  better  where  he  steps.  Some  say  the  'ead  should  be  as  large  as 
possible,  inasmuch  as  the  weight  tends  to  prewent  the  'oss  from  rearin', 
which  is  a  wice  dangerous  in  the  highest  degree ;  my  idea  is,  that  the 
size  of  the  *ead  is  immaterial,  for  the  'oss  doesn't  go  on  it,  at  least  he 
didn't  ought  to  do  I  know. 

"  The  ears  cannot  well  be  too  long.  Gambado  says,  for  a  judicious  rider 
steers  his  course  by  fixin*  his  eyes  between  them.  This,  however,  is  a 
disputed  point,  and  old  Dickey  Lawrence  recommends  that  they  should  be 
large  and  loppin'  in  a  horizontal  direction,  by  which  position  no  rain  can 
possibly  enter,  and  the  'oss  wiU  have  no  occasion  to  shake  his  'ead,  a 
habit  which  he  says  not  only  disturbs  the  brain,  but  frequently  brings  on 
the  mad  staggers. 

**  Here  again  the  doctors  differ  1 

"It  seems  agreed  on  all  hands  that  the  less  an  'oss  lifts  his  fore  legs, 
the  easier  he  will  move  for  his  rider,  and  he  will  likewise  brush  all  the 
atones  out  of  his  way,  which  might  otherwise  throw  him  down.  Gambado 
thinks  if  he  turns  his  toes  well  out,  he  will  disperse  them  right  and  left, 
and  not  have  the  trouble  of  kickin'  the  same  stone  a  second  time,  but 
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I  doD't  see  mucli  adwantage  in  this,  and  think  he  might  as  well  be  kickin' 
.the  same  stone  as  a  fresh  one. 

**  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  a  Boman  nose  like  Arterxerxes's  adds 
greatly  to  the  gpravity  of  an  'oes*s  countenance.  It  has  a  line  substantial 
jeomau-like  appearance,  and  well  becomes  the  father  of  a  family,  a  church 
dignitary,  or  a  man  in  easy  circumstances. — ^A  Bomm  nose  and  a  shovel 
hat  are  quite  unique. — Some  think  a  small  eye  a  .recommendation,  as 
they  are  less  exposed  to  injuries  than  large  ones,  but  that  is  matter 
of  fancy.  The  nostrils,  Lawrence  says,  should  be  small,  and  the  lips 
thick  and  leathery,  which  latter  property  aids  the  sensibility  of  the  mouth 
werry  considerably. — Some  prefer  an  arched  neck  to  a  ewe,  but  the  latter 
has  a  fine  consequential  hair,  and  ought  not  to  be  slighted. 

"  It  may  be  prc^judice,  but  I  confess  I  likes  an  'oss's  back  wot  inclines 
to  a  hog  bend. — ^Your  slack  backs  are  all  werry  well  for  carryin'  miiler*s 
sacks,  but  rely  upon  it  there's  nothin'  like  the  outward  bow  for  makin' 
them  date  their  leaps  properly.  Many  men  in  the  Surrey  remember  my 
famous  *08S  Star-gazer.  He  was  made  in  that  form,  and  in  his  leaps 
threw  an  arch  like  the  dome  of  St.  Paul's.  A  long  back  is  a  grand 
thing  for  a  family  'oss. — I've  seen  my  cousin  Joe  dap  six  of  his  brats  and 
his  light  porter  on  the  back  of  the  old  Crockerdile,  and  the  old  nag  would 
have  carried  another  if  his  tail  had  been  tied  up. — In  the  'unting  field, 
however,  one  seldom  sees  more  than  one  man  on  an  'oss,  at  a  time.  Two 
don't  look  sportin',  and  the  world's  governed  by  appearances. 

"  Some  people  object  to  high  blowers,  that  is,  'osses  wot  make  a  noise 
like  steam-engines  as  they  go.  I  don't  see  no  great  objection  to  them 
myself,  and  think  the  use  they  are  of  in  clearin'  the  way  in  crowded 
thoroughfares,  and  the  protection  they  afford  in  dark  nights  by  preventin' 
people  ridin'  against  you,  more  than  counterbahince  any  discouwenienoe. 
— Gambado  says,  a  bald  face,  wall  eyes,  and  white  legs,  answer  the  same 
purpose,  but  if  you  can  get  all  four,  it  will  be  so  much  the  better. 

"There  is  an  author  who  says  the  hip-bones  should  project  well  beyond 
the  ribs,  which  form  will  be  found  werry  conwenient  in  *ot  weather,  as 
the  rider  may  hang  his  hat  on  them  occasionally,  whilst  he  wipes  the 
perspiration  from  his  brow,  addin'  that  that  form  gives  the  hannimal 
greater  facility  in  passin'  through  stable-doors,  but  I  am  inclined  to  think, 
that  the  adwice  is  a  little  of  what  the  French  call  pleoMntre,  and  we  call 
gammon ;  at  all  events  I  don't  follow  it. 

"  Broken  knees  is  nothin'. — Where,  let  me  ax,  is  the  man  with  the  'oss 
that  he  will  swear  will  never  tumble  down  P  Geoffry  indeed  says,  '  Be 
sure  to  buy  a  broken-knee'd  'oss  whenever  he  falls  in  your  way  ;  the  best 
bit  of  flesh  that  ever  was  crossed  will  certainly  come  down  one  day  or 
another ;  whereas,  one  that  has  fallen  (and  scarified  himself  pretty  tightly) 
never  will  again,  if  be  can  help  it.' 

*'  At  an  American  'oss  sale,  I  read  of  t'other  day,  a  buyer  exclaims — 

"  •  Vy,  he's  broken  knee'd  P ' 

"  *  Not  at  all,  you  mister,'  cried  the  hauctioneer  pertly.  *  The  gen'le- 
man  wot  sells  this  'oss  always  marks  his  stud  on  the  knee,  that  he  may 
know  'em  again' — haw/  haw!  haw!  chuckled  Mr.  Jorrocks;  *  Lofty 
hactioned  'oss  I — struck  his  knee  again  his  tooth ! '  I  once  heard  a 
dealer  declare  on  behalf  of  a  broken-kneed  'un  in  the  city. 

"  There  is  an  okl  sayin'  in  Spain,  that  a  man  wot  would  buy  a  mule 
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without  a  fault  must  not  buy  one  at  all,  and  faultless  'osses  are  equally 
rare.  Gil  Bias's  mule,  if  I  recollects  right,  was  *  all  faults,'  and  there  are 
many  'osses  not  much  better.  To  be  sure  it  makes  a  marvellous  difference 
whethei^  you  are  representin*  the  'oss's  qualities  to  an'  expectant  pur- 
chaser, or  are  treatin'  yourself  to  a  bit  of  unwamished  truth  as  we  all 
must  do  occasionally.  It  is  an  unpleasant  reflection,  and  says  little  for 
the  morality  of  the  age,  or  the  merits  of  the  Reform  Bill,  that,  out  of 
London,  one  can  hardly  get  rid  of  an  'oss  without  more  or  less  doing 
wiolence  to  one's  feelin's  of  integrity.  '  The  purchaser  has  needs  of  a 
hundred  eyes,  the  seller  of  but  one,'  says  the  authority  I  quoted  before, 
but  dash  my  vig,  they  require  the  seller  to  make  up  in  tongue  what  he 
economises  in  wision. 

•'Warrantin'  an  'oss  is  highly  inconwenient,  'specially  when  you've 
reason  to  know  he*s  a  9crew,  and  it  requires  a  good  deal  of  management 
to  ewade  the  question  so  as  not  to  diminish  the  price.  I  generally  tries 
to  laugh  it  off,  sayiu',  *  Yy  really  warrantin'  is  quite  out  of  fashion,  and 
never  thought  of  at  Tat's ; '  or  if  the  buyer  is  a  young  un,  and  apparently 
werdant,  I  says,  "  Why,  faith,  /should  say  he's  all  right,  but  you  can  see 
the  'oss  yourself,  and  can  judge  better  nor  J .' 

"  Men  that  have  much  business  of  this  sort  ought  to  keep  a  slippery- 
tongued  grum  to  whom  they  can  refer  a  purchaser  iu  a  hoff  'and  sort  of 
way,  as  though  it  were  beneath  their  dignity  to  know  nothin'  of  the  kind, 
and  wished  the  grum  to  give  every  possible  information,  which  the 
warmint  knows  a  great  deal  better  nor  do. 

"  A  respectable  lookin'  grum  wot  can  lie  like  truth  is  truly  inwaluable 
to  gen'lemen  of  this  description.  If  a  man  is  rich,  he  may  cheat  you 
with  impunity ;  it  is  only  poor  men  wot  suffer  in  consequence.  Honesty 
is  of  no  use  to  licensed  'oss  dealers.  Every  man  supposes  they  are 
rogues  and  treat  them  accordingly.  Who  does  not  remember  old  bottle- 
nosed  Bichards  ?  When  any  one  axed  his  number,  he  said,  "  Oh,  you  ax 
any  shop-keeper  in  Hoxford-street  where  the  biggest  rogue  lives,  and  he'll 
be  sure  to  send  you  to  me  1 ' 

"  But  to  the  warranty,  as  I  said  before,  it's  werry  inconwenient  war- 
rantin', and  if  a  customer  sticks  to  his  point,  it  is  not  a  bad  dodge  to  try 
and  puzzle  him  by  makin'  him  explain  wot  he  means  by  a  sound  'oss,  and  if 
he  gets  any  way  near  the  point,  ax  him  if  he  can  lay  his  'and  on  his  'art, 
and  say  that  he  is  not  only  sound  but  free  from  all  impendin'  disease.  I 
once  frightened  a  chap  uncommon  when  we  got  this  far,  by  exclaimin', 
*  I'^m  dashed  if  there  ain't  a  hectic  flush  on  your  mug  at  this  moment  that 
looks  werry  like  consumption.'  He  closed  the  bargain  immediately,  and 
under  pretence  of  writin'  a  cheque,  went  into  the  'ouse  and  had  a  good 
look  at  himself  in  the  glass.  Tat  is  werry  clever  at  this  work,  and  when 
a  Johnny-raw  axes  him  if  he  warrants  an  'oss  sound,  he  exclaims  with  a 
hair  of  astonishment,  *  JFarrant  him  sound  \  Why  sir,  I  wouldn't 
warrant  that  he's  an  'oss,  let  alone  that  he's  sound ' — haw,  haw,  haw. 
My  friend  Dickey  Grunt,  who  lisps  werry  much,  did  a  clever  thing  in  this 
line  t'other  day.  He  sold  an  uncommon  green  'orn  a  broken-winded 
'oss,  Uthipwg  out  when  ax'd  if  he  warranted  him  sound,  '  Oh  in  courthe 
like  all  men  I  w-a-a-n-t  him  thound  ; '  whereupon  the  youth  paid  the 
money  and  dispersed  for  a  ride.  Presently  he  comes  back  with  a  werry 
long  wissage,  and  said,  '  Yy,  sir,  this  'ere  'oss  is  broken-winded.' 
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"  *  I  knows  it/  replies  Dick,  with  the  greatest  effrontery. 

" '  Then,  sir,  you  must  take  him  back  and  return  me  my  swag,  for  you 
warranted  him  sound.' 

**  *  No  thuch  thing,  my  good  fellow,'  replied  Dick,  '  you  mithtook  me 
altogether;  I  thaid  I  wanted  him  thonnd!  not  that  I  warranted  him 
thound.'     (Loud  laughter). 

'*01d  Joe  Smith  in  Chiswell  Street  had  a  wicious  nag  wot  would 
neither  ride,  nor  drive,  nor  'unt,  nor  do  anything  that  a  nag  ought. 
Well,  Joe  took  him  to  Bamet  fair,  where  lie  fell  in  with  a  swaggerin'  chap 
in  tight  nankeens  and  hessians,  who  axed  him  in  a  hoff  'and  sort  of  way, 
if  he  knowed  of  anything  that  would  knock  his  buggy  about,  to  which 
Joe  conscientiously  replied  he  did,  and  sold  him  his  'oss.  Having  got 
the  tin,  Joe  left  the  town,  for  Barnet  is  only  a  dull  place  of  recreation, 
when  what  should  come  past  him  like  a  flash  of  lightenin',  but  his  old  nag, 
with  his  'ead  i'  the  hair,  kickin'  and  millin'  the  splash-board  of  a  tidy 
yellow  buggy,  with  a  cane  back,  and  red  wheels  picked  out  with  green. 
Presently,  up  came  the  owner  on  a  grey  poster,  with  the  traces  all 
danglin'  at  his  'eels,  and  jist  as  he  neared  Joe,  the  old  nag  charged  the 
rails  of  the  new  mound,  snappin'  the  jimraey  shafts  like  carrots,  and 
Icavin'  the  rest  of  the  buggy  scattered  all  over  the  road. 

•• '  Hooi,  you  rogue  1  you  willain  1  you  waggabone  ! '  roared  the  buyer, 
gaspin'  with  rage  and  fatigue,  '  I'll  teach  you  to  sell  sich  nags  to  family 
men  of  fortin  I  You've  all  but  been  the  death  of  Mrs.  and  Miss  Juggins 
and  myself — Where  do  you  live,  you  complicated  abomination  of  a 
scoundrel  ? ' 

"  Now  Joe,  who  is  a  hoiley  little  chap,  cunnin'  as  the  devil,  and  not 
easily  put  out  of  his  way,  'special  ven  it's  his  interest  not  to  be  so,  let 
Jug  run  on  till  he  was  fairly  blown,  when  he  werry  coolly  observed, 
jinglin'  the  odd  pewter  in  his  breeches  pocket,  *  My  dear  sir,  you  are 
iabourin'  under  a  werry  considerable  mistake.  If  you  cull  to  mind  what 
you  axed  me,  it  was,  if  I  knowed  an  'oss  to  knock  your  buggy  about,  and 
egad !  if  he  hasn't  done  it  to  the  letter,  (pointin'  to  the  remnants  on  the 
road,)  I  don't  know  what  knockin'  about  is.' 

"  Haw,  haw,  haw !  **  laughed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  a  chuckle  in  which  the 
majority  of  the  company  joined. 

*'  Another  chap  that  I  know  had  an  'oss  that  was  a  capital  'unter,  and 
good  at  everything  but  'arness,  which  his  soul  disdained.  Well,  it  didn't 
suit  the  owner's  conwenience  to  keep  anything  but  what  the  lawyers  call 
qui  tarn  'osses,  that  is  to  say,  'osses  wot  will  ride  as  well  as  drive ;  so  he 
looked  out  for  a  customer,  and  presently  found  a  softish  sort  of  chap  in 
green  spectacles,  and  a  shiny  wite  'at,  who  having  tried  him  to  ride, 
axed  if  he  was  quiet  in  'arness.  To  this  the  owner  had  no  hesitation  in 
sayin'  yes,  for  he  had  seen  the  nag  standin'  in  'arness  without  movin'  a 
muscle,  but  when  the  buyer  wanted  to  tack  a  carriage  to  the  *ames8 — Oh, 
my  eyes  I  that  was  quite  a  different  story ;  and  my  lord  rebelled,  and 
kicked  the  woUure  to  bits.  The  buyer  tried  to  return  him,  but  the  owner 
conwinced  him  he  was  wrong,  at  least  he  conwinced  him  he  would  not 
take  him  back,  which  was  pretty  nearly  the  same  thing. 

"  Daddy  Higgins  in  Rupert-street  had  just  such  an  'oss  as  Joe  Smith's 
— one  of  the  reg'iar  good-for-not bin's — and  sold  him  to  a  quaker  to  draw 
his  cruelty  wan,  assurin'  him,  when  axed  if  he  was  quiet  in  harness,  that 
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it  would  delight  Hobadiah's  eyes  to  see  him  draw.  Wdil,  the  qnaker 
tried  to  tackle  him,  but  the  'oss  sooti  sent  his  'eels  through  the  splash 
board,  and  when  Hobadiah  remonstrated,  all  the  Daddy  did  was  to  laugh, 
and  assure  him  it  would  delight  his  eyes  to  see  him  dfaw,  for  the  'oss 
would  never  bear  a  pair  of  shafts  in  his  life. 

**  But  enough  of  sellin' — It's  time  I  was  sayin'  somethin'  about  buyin' 
•—No  easy  matter  either. 

" '  Speakin'  of  his  time,  Gambado  said  it  was  immaterial  whether  a 
purchaser  went  to  Tattersall's,  or  Haldridge's,  or  Meynell's  'unt,  or  to  his 
Majesty's,  for  it  was  probable  he  would  be  taken  in  wherever  he  went,  and 
things  are  pretty  much  in  the  same  state  now. 

"  The  less  a  man  knows  about  an  'oss,  the  more  he  expects,  and  the 
greater  the  probability  of  his  thinkin'  himself  done.  Oh,  my  beloved 
earers,  'appy  is  the  day,  when  brimful  of  hignoranoe,  the  tyro  enters  on 
his  first  'oss  dealin'  speckilartion — Great  may  be  his  greenness,  but  age 
and  experience  will  cure  all  that,  and  who  would  not  barter  grey-'eaded 
gumption  for  the  joyousness  of  youthful  confidence  and  indiscretion  P  For 
that  pure  werdancy,  wot  sends  ingenuous  youth  up  back-slums  in  seareh 
of  'oases  advertisin'  for  kind  masters  rather  than  high  prices,  the  property 
of  noblemen  deceased,  or  hofiicers  goin'  abroad.    (Applause.) 

"  When  I  was  a  bouy,  clods  came  to  London  expectin  to  find  it  paved 
with  gold,  and  many  wot  read  the  newspaper  adwertisements,  must  think 
it's  the  real  place  for  humanity  and  'oss  flesh — sich  shape — sich  synunelry 
— sich  action — sich  temper,  the  most  timid  may  ride,  and  sich  bargains  I 
Who  would  trudge,  when  for  twenty  pounds  he  can  have  a  cob  fit  to  carry 
a  castle,  or  a  canterin'  thorough-bred,  that  a  child  may  ride.  The  werry 
trials  they  hofier  would  keep  a  man  goin',  prototded  he  oould  but 
get  them, 

"  No  man  fit  to  be  at  large  will  ever  trouble  a  puff  advertisemetit.  If 
he  does,  he  will  find  himself  saddled  with  an  'oss  that  isn't  worth  his 
saddle,  or  may  be,  taken  to  a  police-office  for  stealin'  of  him.  Next,  let 
him  awoid  choppiu'  aud  changin'.  We  know  what  we  have,  but  we  don't 
know  what  we  may  get,  is  a  werry  treasurable  truism. 

"  Whatever  may  be  the  risks  of  out-and-out  dealin',  there  is  no  doubt 
but  exchangin'  is  by  far  the  most  certain  loss ;  and  it  is  one  of  those  pro-* 
vokin'  uncertain  certainties,  for  a  man  is  never  certain  wot  he  loses.  '  If 
he  don't  suit,  I'll  take  him  back,'  says  a  dealer ;  no  doubt  he  will,  but 
will  he  return  you  the  tin  ?  No  such  thing !  He'll  give  you  somethin' 
worse,  and  make  you  give  him  somethin'  for  doiu'  so,  and  the  ofteneryou 
change,  the  worse  you'll  be  mounted. 

"There's  an  old  sayin'  that  it's  easier  to  perceive  the  wrong  than 
pursue  the  right ;  and  I  reckon  it's  a  vast  easier  to  tell  a  man  wot  he 
should  not  buy  than  wot  he  should.  Walk  along  Piccadilly  any  summer 
afternoon,  and  see  the  seedy  screws  shakin'  on  the  cab-stands ;  there  is 
age,  wice,  and  infirmity,  unaided  by  blisters  or  bran  mashes.  Flesh 
covers  a  multitude  of  sins,  but  cabby  stands  forth  in  the  familiar 
anatomy  of  high  bones,  and  yet  there  be  good  shapes  and  good  pints  to 
admire,  but  no  one  would  think  of  buy  in'  a  cab  'oss  I  Still  there  is  much 
good  awoidance  to  be  learned  by  lookin'  them  over. 

"  *  Who  wants  to  buy  an  'oss,  wot  can  walk  five,  and  trot  twenty  miles 
an  hour  ? '  exclaimed  a  wag  among  the  crowd  before  the  bettin'  room  at 
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,  Doncuter.  *  I  do  1 '  '  I  do  1'  '  I  do  I '  rejtlied  a  ioata  woicea. 
if  I  bean  of  muA  «  one,  I'll  let  yam  know,'  replied  the  pntlenun  ;  and 
wejTj  umilv  is  my  aitivatioa  with  regud  to  Hdwiaiu'  you  where  to  po^ 
ehue.  One  thing  ii  quite  certain,  that  yott  can't  buy  esperienoe  with 
another  maii'a  money,  but  then,  harin'  to  pay  for  it,  he  will  do  best  wot 
gets  it  for  least. 

"  The  firit  itep  towards'  a  purchaae  la  to  make  up  your  mind  what  aort 
of  an  'ou  you  want ;  'untw,  'ackoey,  charger,  coach,  or  '  qui  tamer.' 
Thia  ia  a  moat  importaat  point,  etpecial  where  yoa  go  to  a  dealer's,  where 
they  never  have  less  than  thirty  or  forty,  and  as  many  more  cximin'  from 
'Onicaatle  or  "Owdeu,  or  at  their  farou  in  the  oountry.    for  want  of  this 


previous  arrangement,  I  once  saw  a  rum  scene  between  Septimus  Green, 
old  Verd  Antique's  ninth  son,  and  Tommy  Doeni,  wot  kept  the  Pelican 
Livery  and  Bail  Stables  in  Cripplegate.  Old  Tommy  was  on  the  eve  of 
his  perihodical  bankruplcy,  end  jest  afore  ahuttiu'  up,  Septimus  arrired 
flourialiin'  his  cambric,  with  hia  white  jeans  strapped  mider  hi«  cbnmmj 
leaiber  opera  boots,  and  a  tartaa  Joinville  acrois  his  nsck.  Old  Tom 
eyed  him  as  he  swaggered  down  the  hile,  and  having  exchanged  nods, 
Septimus  began  nzin'  Tommy  if  he  Lad  anything  in  his  line,  jest  aa 
though  he  bought  on  'oaa  eveiy  other  di^.  Tommy  panted  and  otmaidered, 
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runniA'  his  mind's  eye,  as  it  were,  through  the  seven  stalls,  and  the  ten 
stalls,  and  the  fifteen  stalls,  and  all  the  loose  boxes,  and  then  as  usual  he 
called  for  Joe.  Joe  was  the  pictur  of  a  dealer's  man ;  red  nose,  blear 
eyes,  long  body,  short  legs, — and  master  and  man  were  one.  After  a 
little  side  talk,  in  the  course  of  which  Tommy  heard  with  regret  that  the 
brown  was  at  Greenwich,  and  the  roan  at  Dulwich,  and  the  white  at 
Blackheath,  and  lialf  a  dozen  others  of  Oreen's  cut  away  on  trial,  Tommy 
exclaimed,  with  a  hair  of  sudden  enlightenment,  '  But  Joe,  there's  the 
cow !  jest  slip  on  the  'altar,  and  bring  her  hup  the  ride.' 
'  Cow  ! '  exclaimed  Septimus,  '  I  wants  an  'oss  ! ' 
•  Well^  but  see  her  out  at  all  ewents/  replied  Tommy  in  the  sweetest 
manner  possible,  '  lookin'  costs  nothin',  added  he. 

•*  *  But  I  doesn't  vont  a  cow  ! '  roared  Septimus,  bustin'  with  rage. 

"  Jest  then  the  street  gates  closed,  and  hup  came  Joe,  runnin'  the  cow 
as  he  would  an  'oss,  old  Tommy  praising  her  haction,  and  the  way  she 
lifted  her  leg,  swearing  she  never  would  come  down,  takin'  no  notice  of 
Green  stormin'  and  swearin'  he  didn't  want  a  cow,  he  wouldn't  take  a 
cow  in  a  gift ;  and  I  really  believe  if  I  hadn't  been  there,  old  Tommy 
would  have  talked  him  into  it — for  he  certain/t^  bad  the  most  buttery 
tongue  that  ever  was  hung — and  the  gates  were  locked  into  the 
bargain. 

"  But  let  us  narrow  the  field  of  'oss  speckilation,  and  view  our  buyer 
on  the  road  to  a  dealer's  in  search  of  an  'unter.  No  man  should  go  there 
in  black  silk  stockin's ;  dress  trousers  are  also  out  of  character.  And  here 
I  may  observe  that  there  be  two  sorts  of  fox-'unters — the  quiet  fox- 
'unter  wot  goes  out  werry  swell,  but  comes  home  and  resumes  the 
appearance  of  a  gemman,  and  the  Tom-and-Jerry  fox-'unter  wot  goes 
out  now  and  then,  to  smoke  cigars,  pick  up  a  steeple-chaser,  wear 
groomish  clothes,  and  be  able  to  talk  of  the  'ounds.  The  latter  are  not 
the  men  for  the  dealer's  money.  They  turn  the  stables  over  from  end  to 
end,  worm  out  the  secrets,  and  keep  a  register  of  the  fluctuations  in  price 
of  each  'oss.  Some  act  as  middle-men  between  the  buyer  and  seller, 
gettin'  wot  they  can  out  of  each  for  their  trouble.  '  I  can  buy  him 
cheaper  than  you,'  they  say,  and  so  they  benefit  the  buyer  by  pocketin' 
the  difference.  These  are  the  bouys  to  bother  a  dealer's  vig  1  A  vink 
from  them  stops  many  a  bargain,  while  an  appro vin'  nod  from  such  dis- 
tinguished judges  drives  ingenuous  youth  into  extempore  bargains  that 
they  would  otherwise  bring  half  their  acquaintance  to  inspect. 

"  When  three  men  enter  a  yard,  a  dealer  seldom  opens  out.  Two  are 
plenty  for  business — if  the  buyer  is  j»^a-green,  he  had  better  get  some 
riper  friend  to  play  first  fiddle,  and  he  must  be  spectator.  If  he  has  a 
button  at  his  'at  and  'olds  his  tongue,  he  may  pass  for  a  quiet  fox-'unter, 
and  so  command  respect.  There's  '  masonry  '  in  fox-'unting,  and  a  loop 
in  at  the  liniu',  or  a  button  behind,  will  do  more  than  all  the  swagger  and 
bluster  in  the  world. 

It  is  an  inwariable  rule  with  the  dealers  to  praise  the  bad  points  and 
let  the  good  'uns  speak  for  themselves.  It  is  a  waste  of  time  observin' 
that  an  'oss  is  large  in  the  'ead  or  light  in  the  carcase,  'cause  a  contra- 
diction is  sure  to  follow.  It  is  equally  useless  axin*  the  age  of  a  dealer's 
oss,  because  they  are  all  '  six  h'oflf.*  If  you  object  to  shape,  make,  or 
colour,  they  will  tell  you  it's  all  fancy!     That  some  folks  like  a  happle, 
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others  a  honion,  and  Lord  So-and-So  would  give  any  price  for  sich  an 
*088.  As  to  hargufying  with  a  dealer,  that's  quite  out  of  the  questio'tiy 
because  he  has  his  cut  and  dried  answers  to  eveiy  obserwation  you  can 
make,  and  two  or  three  grums  to  swear  to  what  he  says.  Keep,  therefore, 
in  mind  what  Gambado  said  about  being  donet  keep  also  in  view  the  sort 
of  nag  you  want,  and  don't  be  talked  into  buyin'  a  cow,  and  when  an  'oss 
of  your  figure  makes  his  appearance,  look  him  full  in  the  face,  as  though 
you  were  used  to  such  interviews.  If  you  have  read  about  sand-cracks, 
and  sallenders,  and  sit-fasts,  and  thorough-pins,  and  quitters,  and  locked 
jaws,  and  curbs,  you  will  save  yourself  the  trouble  of  enquirin'  after  any 
of  them  by  axin'  the  dealer  if  he'll  warrant  him  sound.  In  course  he'U 
say  yes,  and  you  may  then  proceed  with  your  view.  The  precept '  no 
Alt  no  *oss,'  is  well  to  be  borne  in  mind  perhaps,  as  also  '  no  'ock  no 
*unter.'     Now  'ark  forward ! 

"  The  dealer,  what  with  his  tongue  and  his  whip,  will  keep  you  and  the 
nag  in  a  state  of  trepidation. 

-  "  All  the  good  qualities  'oss  flesh  is  heir  to  will  be  laid  to  his  charge, 
and  there  will  be  nothin'  you  can  ax  but  what  he  will  be  able  to  do — 
'  Leap  !  Lor  bless  you,  Sir,  I  vish  you'd  see'd  him  last  Friday  gone  a  week 
with  the  Clueen's  staggers  at  Slougb.  We  was  a  runnin'  old  Skylark,  wot 
always  goes  straight,  when  he  planted  the  field  at  a  six  foot  vail,  dashed 
and  coped  with  broken  bottles — Not  another  'oss  looked  at  it,  and  Davis 
declared  he  never  seeM  sich  a  lip  iu  his  life.' 

•'  Spooney. — *  Vill  he  go  in  'amess,  do  you  think  P  * 

"  Dealer. — *  Quietest  crittur  alive !  Jack's  eldest  bouy  here,  a  lad  o'  thir- 
teen, driv  him  and  another  to  Mile  End  and  back,  'long  the  Strand, 
through  Elect  Street,  Cheapside,  and  all,  busiest  time  o'  day,  and  he 
nouther  looked  to  the  right  nor  the  left.     Lay  your  leg  over  him,  sir  I ' 

*'  Now  this  latter  is  an  inwitation  for  the  gen'leman  to  mount,  and  if  so 
be  he  of  the  button  has  never  been  much  used  to  ride,  he  had  better  let 
his  friend  use  his  leg,  or  should  neither  be  werry  expert,  let  the  dealer's 
man  throw  his  over.  Some  'osses  don't  like  strangers,  and  nothin'  looks 
so  foolish  as  a  man  floored  iu  a  dealer's  vard.  Still  mountin'  is  the  first 
step  in  practical  'ossmauship,  and  it  don't  need  no  conjuror  to  know  that 
unless  a  man  mount  he  can  have  no  ride.  Should  our  friend  think  well 
of  the  nag's  looks,  perhaps  he  cannot  begin  his  acquaintance  too  soon.  If 
he  sees  no  wite  of  the  eye  or  symptoms  of  wice,  no  ooaxin'  or  whooain', 
or  shoulderiu'  to  get  him  to  stand,  let  him  march  boldly  up  and  mount, 
like  William  the  Conqueror.  'Osses  are  queer  critturs,  and  know  when 
we  are  frightened  of  them  just  as  well  as  we  do  ourselves.  Born  to 
be  controlled,  they  stoop  to  the  forward  and  the  bold  1 

"  If  Green'orn  gets  fairly  up,  the  chances  are  he  likes  his  mount.  It  is 
pleasant  to  find  one's  self  carried  instead  of  kicked  off,  and  some  'osses 
never  ride  so  well  as  on  trial.  Out  then  Spooney  goes,  and  tries  all  his 
paces ;  a  self-satisfied  smile  plays  on  his  mug,  as  rein  on  neck  he  returns 
down  the  covered  ride,  and  the  dealer,  with  a  hair  of  indifference,  axes, 
*  'Ow  he  likes  him  ? ' 

"  Spooney. — *  Why  pretty  well — but  I  think  he  nry-ther  pulls — I  fear 
he'll  be  windictive  with  'ounds.' 

**Ikaier. — '  FhIUI  Yy,  if  you  jpit^  at  him,  in  all  humane  probability 
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ke'U  puU  at  YOU— otiienrise  jou  might  ride  him  with  a  thread,'  addin' 
aside,  *  I  sella  Mses  not  'aads.     Finest  mouth'd  nag  I  ever*  was  on  ! ' 

"  Spooney » — 'Well,  bnt  you'll  take  a  fee-tie  less  than  what  you  ax?  *^ 

"  I>ealer.*^^  Oonkln't  take  a  ftirdin*  less ! — guvc  within  three  sovs.  of 
fhat  myself,  and  brought  hkn  aU  the  vay  from  'Omeastle— Squire  Smith 
will  take  him  if  you  don't — indeed,  here  eomes  his  grum/ 

**  Here  the  dealer's  liTeried  and  booted  servant  appears. 

''The  bargain  is  then  (dosed — the  money  paid,  a  warranty  included  in 
the  stamped  reoeipt»  and  Spooney's  first  ride  is  to  Pield's,  or  the  Weteri- 
nary  College,  to  hare  him  examined.  One  pound  one  is  thus  added  to 
his  price. 

•  "  Thus,  my  beloved  'earers,*  concluded  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  hare  I  con- 
ducted you  tlirough  the  alUperikms  journey  of  your  first  deal,  showin'  how 
warious  and  conflictin'  are  the  opinions  relative  to  'osses,  and  how,  as  in 
many  cases,  wot  is  one  man's  meat  is  anither  man's  puzzon.  Far  be  it 
from  me  to  say,  that  you  will  be  much  wizer  from  anything  you  have 
heard,  for  the  old  stager  will  find  nothin'  but  what  he  knew  before,  while 
all  that  can  be  taught  the  beginner  is  not  to  be  too  sanguinary  in  his 
expectations. 

"  '  Turn  about  is  fair  play,'  as  the  devil  said  to  the  smoke-jack,  and  it 
n  only  right  that  those  wot  have  inwested  capital  in  the  purchase  of  expe- 
rience, should  be  allowed  to  get  a  little  back.  By-and-by  it  will  be 
Green'om's  turn,  and  then  little  Spooney,  who  now  goes  sneakin'  up  the 
yard,  will  swagger  boldly  in,  commandin'  the  respect  and  attention  of  the 
world. 

*'  We  must  all  creep  afore  we  ean  walk,  and  all  be  bitten  afore  we  can 
bite.  But  let  not  ingenuous  youth  despair !  If  his  *os8  is  not  so  good 
as  he  might  be,  let  him  cherish  the  reflection  that  he  might  have  been  far 
worse!  Let  him  apply  that  moral  precept  so  beautifully  inculcated 
towards  his  better  'alf : — 

'"  Be  to  his  faults  a  little  blind, 
Be  to  his  wirtues  ever  kind.* 

"  So  shall  little  Spooney  jog  on  rcjoicin'  1  Each  succeedin'  year  shall 
find  him  better  mounted,  and  at  each  fresh  deal,  he  will  become  a  wiser, 
and,  I  'opes,  an  'appier  man." 

Mr.  Jorrocks  concluded  amidst  loud  and  universal  applause. 

A  loud  call  being  then  made  on  Eoger  Swizzle,  that  genius  at  length 
stepped  forward,  and  after  a  few  preparatory  hems,  declared  that  "  of  all 
the  lectures  he  had  ever  listened  to,  either  at  Guy's,  Bartholomew's,  or 
elsewhere,  he  had  never  heard  one  so  replete  with  eloquence,  genius,  and 
genuine  information.  (Cheers.)  **  Hunting,  and  Handley  Cross  waters  " 
(theoriginal  Spa!  some  one  cried  out),  ''the  original  Spa,  of  course,"  repeated 
Boger,  "  would  cure  every  complaint  under  the  sun,  and  if  he  hadn't  such 
a  wash-ball  seat,  he  declared  he'd  turn  sportsman  himself.  Before  they 
dispersed,  however,  let  them  pay  a  tribute  of  respect  to  the  gentleman  to 
whom  they  were  indebted  for  such  a  great  sporting  luminary — he  pro- 
j^sed  three  cheers  for  Captain  Doleful." 

Captain  Doleful  returned  thanks,  and  proposed  three  cheers  for  Boger 
wizzle,  after  which  the  minority  of  the  male  portion  of  the  meeting 
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ntolyed  iliemselveB  into  a  brandy-aBd-water  committee  (Jorrocks  in  the 
diairX  which  sat  very  late,  and  resulted  in  our  friend  being  left  to  pay 
greater  share  of  the  shot. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

— ♦— 

HUNTSMAN    WANTED. 


WANTED  IMMEDIATELY,  for  the  HANDLEY  CROSS  FOX- 
*"  HOUNDS,  a  strong;  active,  bold,  eDterprising  young  man,  iu  the  above 
capacity.  He  must  be  desperately  fond  of  hunting,  and  indefatigable  in  the 
pmrsuit  of  it  He  must  be  shrewd,  sensible,  good-tempered,  and  sober;  exact, 
eiTil,  and  cleanly ;  a  good  horseman,  and  a  good  groom ;  his  voice  must  be  strong, 
dttur,  and  musical ;  and  his  eye  so  quick,  as  to  perceive  which  of  his  houn<& 
carries  the  scent  when  all  are  running ;  and  ho  must  have  so  excellent  an  ear  as 
always  to  distinguish  the  forcinost  hounds  when  ho  does  not  see  them.  He  must 
be  quiet,  patient,  and  without  an  atom  of  conceit.  Address  (post  paid),  stating 
Ml  particulars  as  to  age,  size,  weight,  previous  service,  &a,  to  M.F.U.  John 
JoBBOOKs,  Diana  Lodge,  Handley  Cross  Spa. 

Such  was  the  special  advertisement  that  our  friend  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with 
the  aid  of  the  editor,  drew  up  for  insertion  in  that  gossiping  publication 
the  "Handley  Cross  Paul  Pry,"  from  whence  it  was  copied  into  the 
**  Post,"  and  the  London  sporting  papers  generally,  producing  an  immense 
sensation  in  the  world  of  servitude. 

People  whose  establishments  are  regulated  with  such  regard  to 
laziness,  that  John  knows  whether  it  is  his  business  to  brush  his  master*s 
hat,  or  James's,  can  have  little  idea  how  those  in  middle  life  get  served  at 
all,  or  yet  the  sort  of  servants  that  otfer  themselves  for  any  situation  that 
may  be  vacant. 

Thus,  great  Herculean  ploughmen  will  offer  themselves  as  postillions, 
and  failing  that,  will  consider  themselves  equally  fit  for  butlers;  while 
fellows  that  have  never  been  in  a  stable,  will  undertake  the  charge  of 
horses  and  carriages,  and  drive  if  required. 

The  above  striking  advertisement  soon  caused  Diana  Lodge  to  be 
besieged  by  all  the  idle,  dog-stealing  raffs  in  the  country — ^flash,  slangey- 
looking  scamps  in  long  waistcoats,  greasy  livery  coats  with  covered 
buttons,  bagji^y  breeches,  and  square-toed  gaiters,  buttoning  in  front  of 
the  knee,  lliey  all  spoke  iu  the  highest  terms  of  themselves,  and  though 
none  of  them  had  ever  hunted,  they  all  thought  they'd  '*  like  it,"  and  one 
had  actually  got  so  far  in  a  hunting  establishment,  as  to  have  been  what 
he  called  second  pad  groom — ^viz.,  a  helper  at  twelve  shillings  a- week. 
The  following  sample  will  show  the  general  character  of  the  corre- 
spondence. 

**  EnOEBASTON. 

"  Sib, 

"  I  am  in  whant  of  a  situation.  Seeing  your  advertsment  in  the 
life  papey  If  a  greable  to  you  it  whoidd  sate  me  verrey  well  I  have  not 
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been  in  survioe  be  fore  I  have  been  A  Horse  Dealer  for  my  self  and'  with 
my  Father  But  I  have  no  doubt  that  I  am  oompident  to  take  the 
situation  for  I  been  used  to  hunting  all  my  life  and  have  rode  in  sum  of 
the  furst  Steeple  Chases  in  the  country  I  can  refure  you  to  John  Cock's 
Esq.  Cocks'  Hall,  near  Beccles.  I  have  been  yoused  to  hunt  with  many 
fine  hounds — Stag  Hounds,  Beagles,  and  all,  and  know  all  about  them. 
I  am  marled  but  no  famley,  onley  my  self  and  wife.  I  am  28  years  of 
age  10  stone  wight  But  as  for  wage  I  shall  leave  for  you  to  state  if  every 
other  thing  meets  your  approbation  I  have  a  friend  that  is  Butler  with 
Captain  Bioxer,  at  Bath,  you  can  right  to  him  if  you  think  proper  As  E 
knows  my  self  and  famely, 

'*  I  remain 
•*  Yours 

"  Obdiaint 
"  Servant 

"Thomas  Loggan. 
"  To  John  Jorbocks,  Esq., 

"Or  THB  Handlet  Cross  Hunt, 
"Handlkt  CBOfia.*' 

"  Warmintier, 
"  SlE, 

"  On  hearing  you  want  a  huntsman,  I  take  the  liberty  of  writing 
to  enquire  after  the  place  I  thoroly  understand  my  business  either  as 
groom  or  coachman  and  have  been  accustomed  with  hounds  I  live  at 
present  with  John  Jones  Esq.  at  Warminster  as  groom  and  garduer  where 
I  leave  on  Thursday  first  if  you  want  a  servant  I  shall  be  glad  to  serve 
you  as  I  am  a  married  man. 

'*  Your  obedient  servant, 

"  John  Craketuobfe. 

"  To  Mb.  Jobrocks,  Esq. 

"Handley  Cross." 

"  Dear  Sie, 

"  I  take  the  liberty  of  writing  those  Few  Lines  to  you  Hereing 

that  you  are  In  Want  of  A  Servant  And  I  Am  in  Want  of  A  Situation  If 

you  Have  No  Objections  And  I  have  Been  in  the  Racing  Stables  Seven 

Years  And  My  Age  is  23  And  Stands  About  65  foot  6^  And  My  Wages 

Will  be  S0£  A  Year  And  If  you  thought  I  Should  Suit  You  Direct  to 

Mark  Spraggfon,  North-fleet  And  for  My  Caracter  Inquire  of  Major  Barns 

of  Horton  Hall  Near  York  And  My  Weight  is  A  bout  9  stone.     I  am 

disengaged  in  the  woman  way. 

"  Your  humble  Servant, 

"  Mark  Puncheon. 
*'  To  J.  JoBBOCKS,  Esq., 

"Fox   HUNTBB, 

"Handlbt  Cross.'* 


"  Sib, 

"  I  saw  in  your  advertisement  wanted,  a  single  young  man  as 
himtsman  with  a  tow  days  a-week  pack  of  hounds,  I  should  like  to  know 
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what  the  celerj  will  be,  u  I  think  I  could  fulfill  this  situation  very  well, 
mj  weight  is  9|  stones,  Pkase  to  write  with  return  of  Post  about  the 
Celery  and  where  the  sitoaiion  is,  You  will  much  Oblige 

"  I  remain  your 

«<  bumble  Servant, 

**  John  Green. 

"Mb.  JoBBOcxs,  M.F.H." 

"  Sir, 

"  I  write  these  few  lines  to  inform  yon  that  I  have  seen  in  the 
Fi^d  paper  that  you  are  in  want  of  a  young  man  as  huntsman  to  your 
hounds  and  I  have  sent  these  few  lines  to  say  I  am  a  marred  man  and  has 
a  family  but  I  cannot  move  my  Wife  for  4  years  to  come  for  I  have  8 
Boys  at  trade  and  they  get  their  meat  and  lodge  at  home  so  if  you  do  not 
get  one  to  suet  you  I  should  be  happy  to  wait  on  you  if  you  think  that  I 
will  suet  you  I  have  been  with  boath  fox  Hounds  and  Harriers  to  take 
care  of  them  in  the  Kennels  and  Hunting  them  in  the  field  and  I  can 
Groom  my  own  Horses  to  which  I  like  to  take  Car  of  my  own  Horses 
allways  as  for  my  Age  is  52  years  and  my  Weight  is  9  stone  and  has 
been  5  years  in  my  last  sittuation  but  I  do  not  wish  to  give  you  the 
trouble  to  write  back  if  you  get  one  to  suet  you  for  I  can  be  at  liberty 
in  a  Week's  Notice,  so  if  you  think  I  will  suet  you  my  wages  is  one 
Pound  per  Week  and  meat  in  the  House  likewise,  and  Close  to  hunt  in  so 
1  remain 

"  Your  humble  Servant, 

"  John  Cox. 
"  Please  to  Direct  to 
Mr.  John  Cox, 
(Huntsman) 
Epsom." 

"  To  Mr.  John  Jorrocks, 

''Master  of  Hounds,  Handlet  Cross." 

Finding  the  applications  by  letter  becoming  numerous,  Mr.  Jorrocks 
soon  discontinued  answering  those  which  he  did  not  think  held  out  any 
prospect  of  suiting,  but  the  following  from  the  well-known  Dick  Bragg 
roused  his  bik  into  the  answer  that  succeeds  : — 

"  Dear  Sir, 

"  Seeing  that  you  are  in  wants  of  an  energetic  gent  to  hunt 
your  hounds,  I  beg  to  represent  my  qualifications  for  the  appointment. 
l*ve  held  office  Sir  in  some  first  rate  administrations,  yes  Sir,  in 
some  first  rate  administrations  Sir ;  my  Lord  lleynards  Sir  of  Turkey- 
pont  Park  Sir,  the  Duke  of  Downeybird  of  Downeybird  Castle  Sir, 
but  my  precious  health  not  being  quite  adequate  to  the  mental  exertion 
and  bodily  fatigue  consequent  on  a  four  or  five  days  a  week  establishment, 
I  have  determined  to  sink  the  dignities  of  life  a  little  in  favor  of  Peace 
and  quietness  and  should  have  no  objection  to  negotiate  an  alliance  with 
you  for  the  management  of  your  hounds  and  country. 
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*'One  thing  I  should  stipulate  at  sfarting,  namely,  that  if  we  do  not 
agree,  you  will  have  the  kindness  not  mention  this  application  as  it  would 
cause  me  to  lose  caste  in  the  rank  of  life  in  which  I  have  heretofore 
moved. 

"  That,  I  feel  assured  from  your  high  merchantile  reputation  I  may 
rely  upon — ^Tes  Sir,  I  feel  assured  from  your  high  merchantile  reputation 
I  may  rely  upon — ^To  proceed  then — In  course  you  would  allow  me  to 
appoint  my  own  whips,  an  arrangement  that  I  have  always  found  to  be 
most  inducive  to  sport,  for  none  but  a  huntsman  knows  whether  his  whips 
play  properly  into  hia  hands  or  not,  and  there  is  nothing  like  having  the 

Eower  to  turn  thom  off  for  making  them  to  do  as  they  ought.  I  don't 
old  with  Beckford  that  a  first  whip  should  be  a  second  huntsman.  No 
Sir,  no — I  say,  a  whipper-in  can  be  made,  but  a  huntsman's  talent  must  be 
bom  with  him — I  should  basely  dissemble  if  I  hesitated  ^o  declare  that  in 
sporting  science  my  abilities  shall  yield  to  none,  I  will  hunt  a  fox  with 
any  man — with  the  great  Lord  Elcbo  himself ! 

"  To  descend  to  particulars  however ;  perhaps  you'll  allow  me  to  ask 
what  your  salary  is — also  what  the  draft  hounds  may  be  worth  yearly  per 
annum,  and  what  you  think  the  vails  will  come  to — Also  if  I  shall  be 
allowed  a  boy  to  brush  my  clothes  and  clean  my  boots,  as  I  shouldn't  like 
to  have  any  dirty  work  to  do — A  line  to  the  Comer  will  find  me,  and 
hoping  to  establish  a  mutually  advantageous  connection,  I  beg  to  subscribe 
myself 

'*  Yours  obediently, 

"  KicHARD  Bragg. 

"P.S.  ^'Qtiick*  should  be  the  word,  as  such  a  chance  doesn't  offer 
every  day. 

"To  —  JoRROCKES,  Esq.,  iLF.H., 
*♦  &c.  &c.  &c. 
"Handley  Cross." 

Jorrocks  was  desperately  angry  when  he  got  this.  He  grinned  with 
rage  when  he  read  it,  to  think  that  any  one  should  think  he  was  such 
a  fool  as  be  taken  in  by  it.  At  first  he  was  for  writing  Dick  a  stiff 
•*  M.  F.  H.  John  Jorrocks  presents  his  compliments  "  note,  but  thinking 
that  would  not  be  sufficient  relief  to  his  mind,  he  turned  his  attention  to 
an  abusive  letter  calling  Dick  all  sorts  of  conceited  cocktail  humbugs, 
which  he  sprawled  over  a  sheet  of  foolscap  with  his  great  round  school-boy 
hand,  when  it  occurred  to  him  that  the  banter  tack  would  be  more  telling 
and  mortifying,  so  after  a  good  deal  of  consideration  he  concocted  the 
following: — 

"Sir, 

"  I  am  werry  much  obliged  by  your  purlite  communication,  and 
much  regret  that  it  did  not  come  a  little  sooner,  as  I  thinks  you  seem 
jest  the  sort  of  man — I  beg  pardon — gentleman  I  want. — I  doesn't  care 
a  dump  about  money  further  nor  as  it  enables  one  to  pursue  the  pleasures 
0*  the  chace,  and  if  you'd  shown  us  the  first  chop  sport  you  propose,  I'd  ha* 
given  you  aich  a  kick  at  Christmas  as  would  have  sent  you  right  hup  into 
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the  fini  daas  carriage  of  service,  and  I  makes  no  doubt  my  example 
would  have  been  followed  by  all  the  generously  disposed  cocks  of  my  'unt. 
Unfortunately  the  appointment  is  filled  up,  though  perhaps  100/.  a-yeai, 
and  perquisites  by  fair  means  or  foul — which  in  course  I  winks  at,  to  the 
tone  of  50Z.  more — might  not  have  been  worth  your  consideration,  though 
Christmas  presents  would  make  the  salary  up  good  200Z.  a-year.  I 
dees  all  the  dirty  work  myself,  and  you  might  have  worn  wite  kids  on 
non-'unting  days. 

"  Yours  to  serve, 

"  John  Jorrocks, 

'*  Qrooer,  Tea  dealer,  and  M.F.H. 
"  To  Mr.  Richard  Braoq, 
"  Messrs.  Tattersall's, 
"Htdb  Park  Corker, 
••  London." 

"  Here's  a  cove  vants  you,"  said  Benjamin,  as  he  brought  in  a  candle 
to  seal  the  foregoing. 

"  Yants  me,"  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  who  can  it  be  P  "    • 

Benjamin,  — "DonH  know — von't  tell  me — says  his  name's  Pigg — comes 
from  the  north — Scotland,  I  should  think  by  his  tongue." 

Mr.  Jorrocks. — "  Pigg — humph — Scotland — humph — Shouldn't  wonder 
if  he's  one  of  these  place-'unting  coves — the  town's  full  of  them.** — 
Never  saw  an  advertisement  work  so.— •"  There,"  continued  he,  as  he 
finished  sealing  the  letter,  *'  take  that  to  the  Post,  and  mind  you  don't 
pick  the  'ead  off,  and  here,  Bii^imin,"  continued  Jorrocks,  '*  send  the 
riggin!" 

"  Tez-ur,"  said  Benjamin,  taking  his  departure. 


l2 


ha:)Di,£I  csoss: 


CHAPTER  XX. 


J.t.M£S    FIGG. 


Sc&KCELT  had  Mr.  Jorrocka  composed  himself  in  his  red  i 
nudience  chair,  ere  a  Bledge-hammer  sort  of  blon  at  the  door  announced 
the  approach  of  the  stranger. 

Come  in  !  roared  the  M.F.H.  in  a  corresponding  tone,  and  the  order 
being  obeyed,  our  friend  had  a  view  of  his  caller. 

He  was  a  tall,  ppindle-shanked  man,  inclining  to  liald,  with  flowing 
grey-streflken  locks  suoding  a  sharp-featured,  weather-beaten  face,  Ut  up 
with  bright  hazel  eyes.  A  iJrop  hung  at  his  nose,  and  tobacco  juice 
simmered  down  the  deeply  indented  furrowa  of  his  chin.  His  dress  was  a 
strange  mixture  of  e mart-coloured,  misfitting  clothes.  A  blue  and  white 
cotton  kerchief  was  twisted  carelessly  round  his  scraggy  neck — a  green- 
bai£e  jacket,  with  the  back  buttons  almost  between  hie  shoulders,  flattened 
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upon  a  pair  of  baggy  dirty-wbite  cords,  between  wbicb,  and  a  little  red 
waistcoat,  a  vast  protuberance  of  soiled  linen  appeared.  His  shrunk  drab 
motber-of-pearl  buttoned  gaiters,  dragged  upon  an  ill-shaped  leg,  making 
hit  stooping,  lathy  figure  more  ungainly,  and  the  scantiness  of  his  upper 
garments  more  apparent.  His  hands,  encased  in  shiny  yellow  ochre- 
coloured  gloves,  were  thrust  a  long  way  through  the  little  jacket  sleeves, 
between  whidi  and  the  gloves,  coarse  dirty  wrist-bands  appeared— one 
hand  clutched  a  boy's  tumed-up  hat,  and  the  other  rested  on  a  rugged 
oak  staff. 

*'  Humph  !  "  grunted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  as  he  eyed  him,  observing  aloud 
to  himself,  <'Yot  a  long-legged  beggar  it  is,"  inwardly  resolving  he 
wouldn't  do. 

"  Your  sarvant.  Sir,"  said  the  figure,  shuffling  the  little  hat  into  the 
staff  hand,  while  he  raised  the  other  to  his  forehead,  and  kicked  out 
behind.     "  Heard  tell  ye  was  in  wants  of  a  hontsman." 

"  Humjih^*  grunted  Mr.  Jorrocks  again,  ''you  don't  look  much  like 
one.    Vcre  d'ye  come  from  ?  " 

"  Cannynewcassel,"  replied  Pigg.  "A,  ar's  frae  Harwich  last,"  added 
he  *' but  ar's  a  native  of  Paradise,  aside  Cannynewcassel — ye'U  ken  Cauuy- 
uewcassei  nae  doubt,"  observed  he,  running  the  words  together. 

"  Cam't  say  as  'ow  I  do,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks  thoughtfully,  still 
eyeing  the  bird  of  Paradise.     "  Is  it  any  way  near  Dundee  ?  " 

"Dundee !  no — what  should  put  that  i'  your  head? "  snapped  Pig?:. 

"  Wot  should  put  that  i'  my  'ead  1 "  retorted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  boiling 
np.     "  Vy,  it  must  be  near  somewhere !" 

"Near  somewhere!"  now  exclaimed  Pigg,  indignant  at  the  slight 
thus  put  on  his  famous  city.  "  Why,  it's  a  great  town  of  itsel' — ye 
surely  ken  Newcassel  where  arle  the  coals  come  frae  ?  " 

"You  said  Candied  Newcassel,"  enunciated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  slowly  and 
emphatically — "  you  said  Candied  Newcassel,"  repeated  he, "  from  which  [ 
natterally  concluded  it  was  near  Dundee,  where  they  make  the  candied 
confectionary.  I  get  ray  marmeylad  from  there.  I'm  not  such  a  hignorant 
hass,"  continued  he,  "  as  not  to  know  where  Newcastle  is.  I've  been  i' 
Scotland  myself!  Durham  at  least." 

They  then  took  a  good  long  stare  at  each  other,  each  thinking  the  other 


a  "  rum  un." 


Jorrocks  gave  tongue  first.  "  Wot  'ounds  have  you  been  with  ?  " 
aiked  he. 

"  A,  a  vast,"  replied  Pigg,  "  yen  way  and  another." 

"  Yen  way  and  another,"  muttered  Mr.  Jorrocks,  still  eyeing  him 
intently. 

"Aye,  ar'  ken  all  the  hounds  amaist.  Tyndale,  and  D'orm,  and 
Horworth,  and  arl." 

"  Ah,  but  those  'ill  be  Scotch  dogs,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  a  country 
I  knows  nothin'  whatever  on — have  you  been  in  any  civilized  country  ?  " 

"  Aye,  civil,  aye,  they're  all  civil  enough — 'gin  ye're  civil  to  them.  If 
ye  set  up  your  gob,  they'll  mump  it,  ar's  wam'd." 

"  No — no — ^that's  not  wot  I  mean,"  retorted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  getting 
angry  and  shuffling  about  in  his  seat.  "  I  want's  to  know  if  you've  ever 
.be^  in  ai^  of  the  crack  countries  ?  " 
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'  •*  Cracked  coTintries,"  repeated  Pijrg  thoughtfully,  scralching  his  head 
— **  cracked  countries,  aye — ^yeas — Warlesend," 

"No  I  no!  **  growled  Mr.  Jorrocks,  kicking  out  his  legs,  **any  of  the 
cut  'em  down  and  ang  'em  up  to  dry  countries  ?  '*  asked  our  master,  thinking 
to  exterminate  Pigg  and  be  done. 

•*  Why — no — ar'  hannut,"  drawled  Pigg,  twiddling  his  hat  about. 

*'  Ah  then,  you'll  not  do  for  me,"  replied  our  friend,  with  a  supercilious 
chuck  of  the  chin. 

"  Why,  why,  sir,"  replied  Pigg,  "  ye  ken  best." 

"  Ye  ken  best,"  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  aloud  to  himself,  adding  ''  what 
a  rum  beggar  it  is  to  be  sure." 

They  then  kept  eyeing  each  other  again  for  a  while. 

**  C%;7t-founded  nuisance,"  muttered  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  himself,  *'  not 
being  able  to  get  an  'untsman,"  recollecting  the  boiled  lobster,  Plaster  of 
Paris  Poll  Parrot  merchant,  and  other  scenes.  **  G:m-founded  nuisance 
indeed."    Then  he  thought  he'd  sound  Pigg  again. 

*'  Do  you  think  now,"  continued  he,  speaking  very  slowly,  and  looking 
very  intertly  at  the  applicant.—"  do  you  ihink  now  you're  ekle  to 
my  place  P  first-rate  establishment,  splendid  pack  of  *ounds,  inwaluable 
'osses,  swell  country,  critical  field.'* 

"  Why,  now,  it's  not  for  me  to  say,"  replied  Pigg,  turning  his  quid,  •*  but 
ar's  fond  o'  hunds,  and  ar'd  de  my  best  te  please  ye." 

"  Well,"  thought  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  that's  summut  at  all  events,  let  me 
be  master,  which  is  agreeable.  Wouldn't  ha*  been  so  with  Mr.  Bragg  I 
guess.  You  can  ride  I  'spose  ?  "  observed  he,  addressing  the  applicant  in 
a  more  conciliatory  tone. 

Flffff. — "  Ride  I  aye,  ar  wish  ar'd  nout  else  tc  de." 

Mr,  Jorrocks. — "  And  clean  an  'oss?  '* 

P//7y. — "Aye,  ne  doubt, — ffrum  him,  that's  to  say." 

"  You'll  be  icerry  keen,  I  s'pose  P  "  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  brightening  as 
he  went. 

"  Ar's  varra  hungry,  if  that's  what  ye  mean,"  replied  Pigg,  after  a 
moment's  consideration. 

"  No,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  I  means,  you'll  be  desperation  fond  of 
'unting. 

"  Pond  o'  huntin' !  Oh  faith  is  I — there's  nout  like  huntin." 

"  Dash  my  vig  1  so  say  I,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  still  brightening  up, 
"  so  say  I !  it's  the  real  Daffy's  Elixir  !  The  Cordial  Balm  o'  Gilead  1  The 
concentrated  Essence  o*  Joy  ! — Vot  weight  are  you  P  you're  long  in  the 
leg,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  surveying  him  from  head  to  foot. 

"  Ar's  lang,  but  ar's  leet,"  replied  Pigg,  looking  down  at  his  spindle 
shanks,  "  ar's  sure  ar  dinna  ken  what  ar  weighs — may  be  elivin  stun." 

"  lu  course  you're  a  bachelor  P  "  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  Oh  quite,'  replied  Pigg,  "  ar  niver  fashes  the  women  folk." 

Mr.  Jorrocks, — "  Vot's  your  pedigree  P  'ow  arc  you  bred  in  fact  P  ** 

Pi^g. — "A — why — sink" — ^hesitated  the  speaker,  twisting  the  hat  about 
hun'iedly,  "  ar  dinna  ken  nout  about  that.  Ar  de  believe  though,  gin  ar 
had  me  dues,  ar'd  be  a  gen'lman  this  day — only  ye  see,  sir,  you  see,"  con- 
tinued be,  "  mar  fore  elder  John,  ye  see  John  Pigg,  willed  away  arle  wor 
brass  to  the  Formory,  ye  see^  and  left  me  wi'  fairly  nout,    G'u^  ye  gan  to 
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the  Newcassel  Forroory,  ye'Il  see  arle  aboot  it,  in  great  goud  letters, 
clagged  agin  the  walls.     Sink  I  but  he'd  better  ha  gien  me  it." 

**  Humph,*'  grunted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  not  catching  a  quarter  of  this 
hurried  run-together  sentence.  "  Uumph^'  repeated  he,  looking  him  over 
attentively,  thinking  how  to  get  him  to  speak  English.  "  Wot  d'ye  say 
your  father  was  ?  '*  at  length  asked  he. 

Pigg. — "  Ah,  ar  dinna  ken  nout  about  that ;  ar's  heard  tell  ar  was 
dropped  some  where  i'  Canny  Newcassel,  but  ar  niver  kenned  ne  body  i' 
the  shape  o'  father  or  friend  but  mar  coosin  Deaviiboger — you'll  hav* 
heard  tell  of  mar  coosin  Deaviiboger,  ne  doot." 

**  Can't  say  as  'ow  I  have,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks;  "  is  he  a  great  man 
for  the  'unt  ?  " 

"No,  deil  a  bit,"  laughed  Pigg,  "it  was  just  that  we  fell  out  about.  Says 
Deaviiboger  to  me  yen  momin,  as  I  was  gannin  to  Gosforth  Gates  to  see 
the  hunds  throw  oflF,  says  he  to  me  says  he,  '  If  thou  doesn't  yoke  thy 
cart  and  gan  and  lead  tormots,  thou  needn't  fash  thyself  to  come  back  here 
ony  more ;  ar'll  hav'  ne  gentlemen  sportsmen  'bout  mar  farm.' 

"  Says  ar,  to  Deaviiboger,  *  Deaviiboger,'  says  ar,  *  thou  surely  wadn't 
grudge  a  man  the  matter  of  a  hunt,  nr  that's  always  i'  the  way  and  ready 
to  oblige; '  but  he's  a  deuce  of  a  man  when  he's  angered  is  mar  coosin 
Deaviiboger,  and  he  swore  and  cussed  that  if  ar  went  ar  shouldn't  come 
back — A,  a,  a,  how  he  did  swear  and  cuss — ar  really  think  he  didn't  leave 
a  part  o'  me  uneussed — 'cept  my  teeth  and  nails,  so  ye  see  we  quarrelled 
and  parted  ye  see. 

"But  he's  a  good  man  i'  the  main,  is  mar  coosin  Deaviiboger,"  continued 
P!gg»  "  only  he  canna  bear  the  hunds,  and  as  sure  as  iver  winter  cam  round 
the  Deavil  an'  I  were  sure  to  have  a  dust ;  but  that's  all  done  now  and 
ended,  so  ar'll  always  speak  well  o'  the  ard  Deavil,  for  he  was  a  good  frind 
to  me,  and  gav'  mc  monny  an  ard  suit  o'  claes,  and  monny  a  half-crown 
at  the  Cow  Hill  and  such  like  times — dare  say  he  gave  me  tbis  very  hat 
ar  hev  i'  my  hand,"  continued  Pigg,  thrusting  out  the  little  chapeau  as 
he  spoke. 

"  Can  you  *unt  a  pack  of  'ounds  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Jorrocks,  wishing  to 
get  Pigg  on  to  the  old  tack. 

"Why  now  it's  not  for  me  to  say,"  replied  Pigg,  "  but  ar's  used  to  hunds, 
and  ar's  fond  o'  hunds,  and  have  travelled  all  o'er  the  world  amaist — ^Bliss 
ye,  all  the  sportin'  gentlemen  ken  me.  King  o'  Hungary  and  all  1 " 

"Well,   you  shall  eat  as   your   'ungry,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  not 

catching  the  last  sentence,  "  but  I  wants  to  know  more  about  you  and 

your  pretensions — an  'untsraan  holds  a  conspikious  place  in  the  world's 

eye,  and  it  be'oves  an  M.F.I  I.  to  be  werry  'tickler  wot'un  aone  he  selects. 

.Tell  me  now  can  you  holloa  ?  " 

"  Hoop,  and  holloa,  and  talli-ho  I  "  exclaimed  Pigg,  at  the  top  of  his 
voice,  his  eyes  sparkling  with  animation. 

"  Gently,**  exclaimed    Mr.  Jorrocks,    partaking  of   his  enthusiasm, 
■ "  you'll  frighten  the  ladies  ;  tell  me  now,  wot  wage  do  you  want  P  " 

"  What  wage  ?  A  ar  dinne  ken ! — we'll  not  differ  'bout  the  matter  o' 
wage — W^hat  is  ar  to  de  ?  " 

"  Vy,  you'll  have  to  'unt  and  feed  the  'ounds,  clean  two  'osses,  look 
arter  the  tackle ;  see  that  all's  on  the  square^  in  fact." 
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«*  Ar  can  de  all  that,**  replied  Pigg,  "  and  break  yeer  *ard  bones  into 
the  bargain.** 

"  Humph  ?  JFeny  kind,**  granted  Mr.  Jorrocks. 
'    **  Ar  mean  *ard  kennel  bones,"  explained  Pigg,  seeing  Mr.  Jorrocks 
looked  irate. 

"  Oh,  I  twig,'*  replied  our  master,  resuming  his  smile,  "  break  'em  for 
the  farmers — for  turnip  manure,  in  fact — We'll  go  on  'bout  the  wage." 

•*  Ar'd  like  to  have  my  vitteU  i'  the  house,  if  you  have  ne  objection," 
resumed  Pigg, 

"In  the  'ouse,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  considering,  "I  doesn't  know 
about  that — to  be  sure  you  are  light  i'  the  girth,  and  don*t  look  like  a 
great  grubber,  but  'unting  makes  one  werry  'ungry." 

"Bless  ye,  ar  eat  nout,"  replied  Pigg,  rubbing  his  hand  over  his 
stomach,  to  show  how  flat  it  was,  "  and  ar'd  take  a  vast  less  wage  gin  ar 
were  fund  in  the  house." 

Mr.  Jorrocks. — "  S'pose  then,  we  say  eighteen  pounds,  your  meat,  and 
a  suit  of  clothes.'* 

Fiffp, — "  Say  twenty,  and  ar'll  find  mysel', — ar've  a  capital  cap  ar  got 
in  a  raffle,  and  a  red  coat  *ard  Sebright  gave  me." 

"  No,  no,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  none  of  your  cast-ofiFs,  The  *Andley 
Cross  'ounds  must  be  turned  out  properly. 

•'  Well,  then,"  replied  Pigg,  "  you  mun  hev  it  your  own  way ;  see  gi* 
us  my  arles." 

"  Your  wot  P  "  inquired  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

Fi^g. — "  My  arles !  we  always  get  arles  i'  wor  country." 

Mr,  Jorrocks, — "  Wot  all  your  wittles  at  once  P  " 

Fiffp. — "  No,  man — sir,  ar  mean — summut  to  bind  bargain  like." 

Mr,  Jorrocks, — "  I  twig !  See,  there's  a  shillin'  for  you.  Now  go 
and  get  your  dinner — be  werry  keen,  mind." 

Pigg  ducked  his  head  as  he  took  the  money,  and  slouched  joyfully  out 
of  the  room. 

Jorrocks  then  threw  himself  back  in  his  red  morocco  huntingchair,  hoping 
he  might  answer,  and  wishing  that  he  hadn't  been  rather  precipitate  in  the  bar- 
gain. If  Pigg  didn't  suit, his  boots  wouldn't  fit  anybody  else.  Still  he  looked 
more  promising  than  any  of  the  others,  and  Jorrocks  hoped  he  was  keen. 

"  It  might  ha*  been  better  p'raps,"  said  he,  as  he  took  up  a  leg  to 
nurse,  and  entered  upon  a  study  of  the  ceiling — "  it  might  ha'  been  better 
if  I'd  made  some  inquiries  about  him — but  confound  it,  wot  tradesman 
can  tell  anything  about  an  'untsman,  and  who  else  could  I  ask  P  Any- 
thing's  better  nor  Bin.  bellowin'  *  boiled  lobsters '  arter  one,  or  the 
*ounds  runnin'  into  Plaster  o'  Paris  Poll  Parrot  merchant's.  Con-found 
it,"  continued  Jorrocks,  shaking  his  head,  "  Mr.  Payne  and  Gk)odball, 
and  these  swells  i'  the  cut-me-downs,  do  the  thing  so  easy,  that  it  makes 
us  fools  o'  natur  think  we  can  do  the  same,  but  dash  my  buttons,  findin' 
a  fox  and  killin'  on  'im  are  werry  different  things."  Then  Jorrocks's 
run-away  imagination  carried  him  right  into  the  cut-me-down  countries ; 
to  Misterton,  to  Arthingworth,  to  Bardon  Hall  with  Sir  Bichard,  to 
Croxton  Park  with  the  Belvoir. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

A  TBIOSTrUL  COIXISIOK  I      BECKFOBD  V,  BEN. 

8  onr  Mend  fuided  btmtdif 
iDsnriatinn;  in  a  ron  with  tite 
Cottetmore  from  the  top  of  IUdIu- 
boraugb  Hill,  he  was  Buddentj 
ditturbed  by  a  loud  cry  of 

"Murder!  Murdtrl  iSitrder  1 
Here,  Sir  I  Here  I"  and  Ben- 
jamin came  buntini^  into  the 
room  witli  anger  ead  fe«i  depicted 
in  bis  face,  excIaimiDg,  "Please, 
Sir !  here.  Sir  I  that  great  bugljr 
beast'*  taken  the  ahoulder  d* 
mutton  onto  his  plate,  and 
awean  the  tatere  am!  gravy  are 
good  enough  for  Betsey  and  me." 
"  Taken  the  shoulder  of  mutton 
onto  hia  phite,"  repeated  Mr. 
Jorrocks  in  astonishment,  "  im- 
poBaible,  Binjimin  1  the  man  told 
me  he  bad  no  appetite  at  all." 

"Oh  but   he    ha»,"   retorted 
Benjamin  with  redoubled  energy, 

"and  he  swears  he'll  pick  bit  teeth  with  the  bone,  and  break  my  'ead  with  it 

when  he's  done — I  never  see'dsuch  a  great  hufily  beast  in  all  my  life." 
"  Veil,  I'll  go  and  Bee  arter  this,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  shaking  hia  head, 

and  buttoning  up  his  breeches  pockets,  as  he  rose  from  his  chair  with  the 

air  of  a  man  determined  to  show  light. 

"  How  NOW ! "  roared  Jorrocks,  bursting  into  the  kitchen,  to  the 
atonishment  of  James  Pigg,  who,  knife  in  band,  was  cutting  away  at  the 
■boulder  of  mutton  to  the  infinite  indignation  of  Betsay,  who  seemed  about 
to  contend  for  her  share  of  the  prog. 

"  How  NOW  1  "  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks  in  a  still  louder  voice,  which  had 
tLe  effect  of  making  Pigg  drop  the  mutton  and  jump  up  from  the  table. 

"  Didn't  you  lell  me,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  speaking  very  slowly  at  the 
commencement,  and  boiling  up  as  he  went  on,  "  didn't  you  tell  me  a* 
'ow  that  you  hadn't  no  happetite,  and  yet  I  finds  you  seizin'  the  meat 
wot's  to  servo  the  kitchen  for  dinner  and  the  parlour  for  lunch — Vot  do 
you  mean  by  sich  haudacity,  you  great  long-le^ed  Scotch  sinner  F  " 

"  'Ord  bliss  ye,"  replied  Pigg,  "  ar  was  nabbnt  teaain'  yon  bit 
bowdekite,"  pointing  to  Benjamin ;  "  mar  appetite  may  be  a  bit  brisker  this 
mom  than  at  most  times,  for  ar  had  a  lang  walk,  but  ar  wasn't  gannin'  tb 
eat  all  the  grub  \  only  that  bit  bastard  wad  set  up  hit  gob,  and  say  ar  was 
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to  be  in  onder  him,  see  ar  thought  ar*d  jist  let  him  see  whether  or  no 
at  startin'." 

"  Veil,  but,'*  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  calmly,  but  firmly,  ^^figHirC  vonH 
do:  I  doesn't  grudge  you  the  matter  o'  the  mutton,  but  there  must  be 
unanimity  and  concord,  or  we  shalln't  kill  no  foxes.  Bii^'amin's  a  line 
bouy,"  continued  he,  looking  at  him,  "  and  will  fulfil  the  duties  of  his 
station,  by  which  means  alone  a  man  can  rise  to  heminenoe  and  dis- 
tinction— hem  I  get  fat  and  rich,  werry  great  things,  hem  ! — ^give  satis- 
faction, and  gain  unbounded  applause,  hem  ! — so  now  jest  be'ave  and  settle 
yourselves  quietly  to  your  dinners,  and  don't  let  me  have  any  more 
nonsense  " — saying  which  Mr.  Jorrocks  walked  deliberately  out  of  the 
kitchen,  and  shut  the  door  loudly  upon  the  party.  But  though  our 
worthy  friend  had  thus  apparently  settled  the  difficulty^  he  was  too  good  a 
judge  not  to  see  the  importance  of  an  early  understanding  between  Pigg 
and  Benjamin  as  to  their  relative  situations  ;  and,  as  the  latter  had  to  be 
lowered  to  the  advancement  of  the  former,  Mr.  Jorrocks  had  to  summon  all 
.  his  dexterity  to  reduce  the  one  without  giving  a  triumph  to  the  other. 
Not  that  Ben  would  have  been  difficult  to  replace,  or  indeed  any  loss,  but 
Mr.  Jorrocks  did  not  like  losing  all  the  training  he  had  given  him,  and 
which  he  still  flattered  himself  would  work  him  into  a  good  and  cheap 
servant.  Besides,  Jorrocks  had  committed  himself  to  Ben  by  ordering 
him  another  pair  of  top  boots  in  lieu  of  the  brown  paper  ones,'  and  it  was 
hopeless  expecting  to  get  another  pair  of  legs  that  they  would  fit.  Mr. 
.Jorrocks  knew  the  boy  too  well  to  suppose  that  he  would  easily  brook 
having  any  one  put  over  him,  and  the  way  of  doing  it  occupied  our 
master's  thoughts  all  the  afternoon,  and  through  his  dinner.  As  the 
shades  of  evening  were  succeeded  by  winter's  darkness,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks 
had  emptied  his  third  beaker  of  brandy  and  water,  he  stirred  his  fire,  and 
rang  for  candles. 

Benjamin  speedily  appeared,  but,  instead  of  allowing  the  youth  to 
depart  upon  bringing  the  composites,  he  ordered  him  to  take  a  chair  on 
the  other  side  of  the  table,  and  listen  to  what  he  had  to  say.  Mr. 
Jorrocks  then  arranged  the  candles  so  that  one  threw  a  light  on  the  boy 
and  the  other  on  his  book,  without  their  being  too  near  the  fire  to  suffer 
from  the  heat.  Thus  prepared,  he  gave  the  fire  a  finishing  poke, 
and  clearing  the  voice  with  a  substantial  hem !  addressed  the  boy  as 
follows  : — 

**  Now,  Binjimin,"  said  he,  "  the  'igh  road  to  fame  and  to  fortin*  is 
open  to  you — there  is  no  saying  what  keenness,  combined  with  sagacity 
and  cleanliness,  may  accomplish.  You  have  all  the  ingredients  of  a 
great  man  about  you,  and  hopportunity  only  is  wantin'  to  dewelope  them." 

"  Yez-ir,"  said  Benjamin,  assenting  to  the  proposition. 

*'  You  must  eschew  tip  cat,  and  marbles,  and  takin'  backs  from  bouys  i' 
the  streets,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  **  and  turn  the  main-cock  o'  your 
mind  entirelv  on  to  what  Mr.  Delme  Hadcliffe  well  calls  the  Noble  Science." 

'*  Yez-ir,"  assented  Benjamin  again. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  paused,  for  it  was  as  far  as  he  had  arranged  matters  in 
his  mind,  and  the  answer  rather  put  him  out.  ''  Now,  Binjimin,"  at 
length  resumed  he,  opening  his  book  apparently  at  random  as  he  spoke, 
"  this  book  is  the  werry  best  book  wot  ever  was  wntteoA  and  it  worth  all 
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oilier  works  put  together.  It  is  the  himraortal  Peter  Beckford's  Thoughts 
upon  'Unting.  Thoughts  upon  'Unting  I  "  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  casting 
np  his  eyes  to  the  ceiling,  **  My  vig,  wot  a  title  I  Take  any  page  of  the 
book  you  like/ and  it's  full  of  reason  and  genuine  substantial  knowledge. 
See ! "  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  '*  I've  opened  it  at  page  26S,  and  how  his 
opinions  tally  with  my  own. 

*' '  Hegemess  and  impetuhosity,'  says  he, '  are  such  essential  parts  of 
this  diwersioD,  that  I  am  never  more  surprised  than  when  I  see  a  fox- 
'unter  without  them.'  "Charmin*  idea!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
looking  up  again  at  the  ceiling.  **  Dash  my  vig  I  how  true  it  is.  Whoever 
heard  of  a  lazy  fox-'unter  P  A  man  may  be  late  for  everything — ^late  to 
bed,  late  to  breakfast,  late  to  the  lord  mayor's  show — but  if  he's  a  real 
out-and-outer,  he'll  never  be  late  at  the  kiver  side.  Vot,  I  ax,  should 
be  done  with  a  man  wot  is  slack  ?  Wot  should  be  done  with  a  man 
wot  is  slack,  I  axes  you,  Binjamin?"  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  ailer 
'pausing  for  an  answer. 

Benjamin  was  beat  for  a  reply;  but  seeing  his  master's  glistening 
optics  fixed  upon  him,  he  at  length  drawled  out,  "  Don't  know  I'm  sure." 

**  Don't  know,  you  beggar  !  "  responded  Mr.  Jorrocks,  bristling  as  he 
spoke,  "  I'll  tell  you  then,  you  warmint.  He  should  be  *ung— choked— 
tucked  up  short  in  fact !  " 

"  Yez-ir,"  said  Benjamin,  quite  agreeable. 

"  Now  then,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  searching  in  the  table  of  contents 
for  the  chapter  be  wanted,  "I  wants  to  tell  you  wot  the  great  Mr. 
£eckford  says  about  the  vipper-in,  and  I  begs  you'll  pay  'tikler  'tention  to 
it,  for  every  word  deserves  to  be  printed  i'  letters  o'  gold,  and  then,  when 
vou  understand  the  duties  o'  your  hoffice,  James  Pigg  and  you  will  go 
and-in-'and  together,  like  the  sign  of  the  Mutual  Assurance  hoffice,  aud 
we  shall  have  no  more  wrangliu'  about  shoulders  o'  mutton  or  who's  to 
have  the  upper  'and. — 'Unting  is  a  thiug,"  continued  the  M.  P.  H., 
*•  wot  admits  of  no  diwersity  of  opinion — no  diwision  of  interests.  We 
must  be  all  on  one  side  like  the  'andle  of  a  tin-pot,  or  like  Bridgenorth 
election.  The  master,  the  'ounds,  and  the  servants,  are  one  great  unity, 
.radiatin'  from  a  common  centre,  lik^  the  threads  of  a  Bedfordshire  bobbin 
pillow — hem — and  all  that  sort  o'  thing — Now,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
turning  to  the  book, — "here's  the  chapter  wot  I  wonts, — No.  9,  page 
one  hundred  and  twenty-two,  and  again,  let  me  entreat  your  earnest 
attention."     Mr.  Jorrocks  then  commenced  reading  as  follows : — 

"  *  With  regard  to  the  vipper-in,  he  should  be  attentive  and  obedient 
.to  the  'untsman  ;  ' — attentive  and  obedient  to  the  'untsman,  you  hear, 
Binjimin,  that  is  to  say,  always  on  the  look-out  for  orders,  and  ready  to  ' 
obey  them — not  'anging  back,  shufflin',  and  tryin'  to  shirk  'em,  but 
cheerful  and  willin';  *and  as  his'oss,*  says  the  immortal  author,  'will  probably 
have  most  to  do,  the  lighter  he  is  the  better,  though  if  he  be  a  good 
'ossman  the  objection  of  his  weight  will  be  sufficiently  counterbalanced.' 

"  Theu  mark  what  he  says — 

"  *  He  must  not  be  conceited.' — That's  a  beautiful  idee,"  obsened 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  fixing  his  eyes  on  the  boy,  and  one  to  which  I  must  'eartily 
say  •  ditto.* 

"  *  He  must  not  be  conceited ! '    No«  indeed  he  must  not,  if  he's  to 
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serve  under  me,  and  wishes  to  'scape  the  'quaintance  of  my  big  vip. 
No  conceited  beggar  will  ever  do  for  J.  J.  '  I  had  one  formerly/  " 
continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  reading  on,  '*'who,  'stead  of  stoppin'  the 
'ouuds  as  he  ought,  would  try  to  kill  a  fox  by  himself.-^This  fault  is 
unpardonable.* 

'*  Dash  my  vig  if  it  isn't,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  a  nasty,  dirty, 
shabby,  selfish  trick  into  the  bargain. — 'Ow  I  would  trounce  a  chap  wot  I 
caught  at  that  game — I'd  teach  him  to  kill  foxes  by  himself.  But  'ark  to 
me  again,  Binjimin. 

'* '  He  shoiUd  always  maintain  to  the  'untsman's  holloa,  and  stop  such 
'ounds  as  diwide  from  it.' 

**  That's  excellent  sense  and  plain  English,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
looking  at  the  boy.  *' '  He  should  always  maintain  to  the  'untsman's  holloa.' 
Do  ye  'ear,  Binjimin?  " 

"  Yez-ir,"  replied  the  boy. 

"  *  When  stopped,  he  should  get  forrard  with  them,  arter  the  'untsman.' 

"  Good  sense  again,"  observ^  Mr.  Jorrodcs. 

"  '  He  must  always  be  content  to  hact  a  hunder  part.' 

"  Mark  those  words,  Binjimin,  and  let  them  be  engraved  on  your  mind's 
memory." 

"  *  He  must  always  be  content  to  hact  a  hunder  part.' 

Mr.  Jorrocks  then  omitted  the  qualifying  sentence  that  follows,  and 
proceeded  in  his  reading. 

*^  *  You  have  heard  me  say,  that  when  there  is  much  riot,  I  prefer  an 
excellent  vipper-in  to  an  excellent  'untsman.  The  opinion,  I  believe,  is 
new ;  I  must  therefore  endeavour  to  explain  it.  My  meanin'  is  this — 
that  I  think  I  should  have  better  sport,  and  kill  more  foxes  with  a  moderate 
'untsman,  and  an  excellent  vipper-in,  than  with  the  beet  of  'untsmen 
without  such  an  assistant.  You  will  say,  perhaps,  that  a  good  'untsman 
will  make  a  good  vipper-in ;  not  such,  however,  as  I  mean ; — his  talent 
must  be  born  with  him.' 

'*  *  His  talent  must  be  born  with  him,' "  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  that 
is  to  say,  he  must  have  the  bump  of  Fox-un-ta-tiveness  werry  strongly 
deweloped ;  " — addbg  to  himself,  *'  wonder  if  that  beggar,  Binjimin, 
has  it."     He  then  resumed  his  reading.     , 

"  *  My  reasons  are,  that  good  'ounds  (bad  I  would  not  keep), — ^Nor  I, 
nouther,' — observed  Mr.  Jorrocks, — "'oftener  need  the  one  than  the 
other ;  and  genius,  which  in  a  vipper-in,  if  attended  by  obedience,  hia 
first  requisite,  can  do  no  'urt :  in  an  'untsman,  is  a  dangerous,  though  a 
desirable  quality ;  and  if  not  accompanied  with  a  large  share  of  prudence, 
and  I  may  say,  'umility,  will  oftentimes  spoil  your  sport  and  'urt  your 
'ounds.  A  gen'leman  told  me  that  he  heard  the  famous  Will  Dean,  when 
his  'ounds  were  runnin'  'ard  in  a  Fine  with  Daventry,  from  whence  they 
were  at  that  time  many  miles  distant,  swear  exceedingly  at  the  vipper-in.' 

"  A  werry  improper  proceedin*  on  his  part,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
without  looking  ofif  the  book. 

** '  Sayin*,  toot  butinesB  have  you  *ere  f — the  man  was  'mazed  at  the 
question — wihy  dorCt  you  know^  said  Dean,  *  and  he  had  xoorded  to  you, 
that  the  great  earth  at  Daventry  is  open  ?  The  man  got  forward  and 
reached  the  earth  jest  time  enough  to  see  the  fox  go  in.' 
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"Oir  proToltin',"  iibserved  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "absolutely  diatreasin' — 
enough  to  make  a  Harchbiahop  swear.  Doa't  know  that  I  ever  read 
any  thing  more  'eart-rendin'.  The'ounda  moat  likely  been  racin'  and 
tearin'  for  blood,  and  then  done  out  on't.  Dash  my  vig  if  it  hadn't  been 
■  main  eartb,  I'd  ha'  dug  him  1  "  continued  he,  thinking  the  case  oTCr. 

Presently,  ft  loud  snore  interrupted  our  friend,  and  looking  up, 
Ifr.  Jorroou  discovered  Benjamin  sound  asleep,  with  bis  head  banging 
o?er  bis  left  Moulder.  Shutting  the  book  in  disgust,  Jorrocks  took  a 
deliberste  aim  at  his  whipper-in's  bead,  and  discharged  the  roliune  with 
inch  predaion,  that  he  knocked  the  back  6IT  the  book. 

Benjsmin  then  ran  roaring  out  of  the  room,  vowing  that  Jorrocks  had 
fractured  his  skull,  and  that  he  would  "  take  the  law  of  him  "  for  it. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 


THE    CUT-  EM-DOWN   CAPTAIV3. 


Having  now  got  a  huntamai),  and  arranged  with  Duncan  Kevin  for 
mounting  bira  tinlil  lie  fell  in  with  screws  of  his  own,  Mr.  Jorrocks  felt 
if  he  hod  business  matters  arranged  in  the  City,  he  would  be  bU  ready  for 
a  start;  "business  first,  and  pleasure  arterwards,"  having  always  been 
one  of  his  prudential  mottoes.  Accordingly  lie  slipped  down  by  express- 
train  to  the  Ixtopline  station,  on  the  Lilywhite  and  Gravelcoin  hnes,  to 
meet  his  trnreller  (representative  as  he  calls  himself)  Bugginson,  to  wet 
samples,  and  hear  how  things  were  looking  in  the  Lane — and  the  up-train 
^^Mot  fitting  cleverly,  Mr.  Jorrocks  repaired  to  the  Imperial  Hotel,  where, 
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being  as  an  M.F.H.,  "  rayther  above  the  commercials/'  he  tarned  into  the 
sumptuously  furnished  coffee-room.  There  he  found  a  couple  of  regular 
cut-  em-down  swells,  viz.,  Captain  Arthur  Crasher  of  the  Horselydown 
Hussars,  and  Captain  Blucher  Brusher,  of  the  Leatherhead  Lancers, 
carousing  after  a  week's  career  with  Sir  Peregrine  Cropper's  hounds. 

Having  exchanged  their  wet  hunting  things  for  dry  tweeds,  and  got  the 
week's  thorns  out  of  their  legs,  they  bad  dined  and  drowned  dull  care 
in  a  couple  of  bottles  of  undeniable,  Moet-corked,  gooseberry  cham- 
pagne»  and  were  now  picking  their  teeth,  twiddling  their  luxuriant 
moustaches,  and  stroking  their  stomachs  with  the  utmost  complacency. 
Mr.  Jorrocks's  entry  rather  disturbed  them. 

*'  Old  boy's  made  a  mistake,"  whispered  the  hussar,  raising  his  eye- 
brows as  our  creaking-booted  friend  deposited  his  reversible  coat  and 
writing-case  on  the  side-board — the  captain  adding  aloud,  '*  what  shall  we 
have  to  dwink  ?  " 

"Do  us  no  harm,  I  des-say,"  replied  Brusher,  staring  intently  at 
Jorrocks,  adding,  '*  'spose  we  say  clart  ?  " 

"  Clart  be  it,"  rejoined  Crasher,  ringing  the  bell,  and  presently  they 
had  ft  jug  of  tolerable  St.  Jullien,  doing  duty  for  Chateau  Margaux. 
The  glasses  being  large,  and  the  measure  thick  and  highly  cut,  the  men 
of  war  were  not  long  in  discussing  its  contents,  and  a  second  bottle,  with 
an  anchovy  toast,  presently  followed. 

The  captains  then  began  to  talk.  They  were  the  crack  men  of  their 
respective  regiments,  then  quartered  at  Furloughton,  each  with  an 
admiring  knot  of  his  own,  and  each  with  the  most  sovereign  contempt  of 
the  other's  prowess.  To  hear  them  falk  each  other  over  after  mess  was 
peccdiarly  edifying.  **  Well,  what  the  deuce  anybody  sees  in  that 
Crasher's  equitation,  I  can't  for  the  life  of  me  imagine  I  "  Brusher  would 
exclaim,  amongst  his  own  set,  **  Rider  !  I  really  think  he's  the  very  worst 
rider  I  ever  set  eyes  on !  "  Then  the  hussar  would  express  his  opinion  of 
Brusher.  "  Poor  Brusher,  poor  devil !  "  Crasher  would  say,  "  he  is  with- 
out exception  the  greatest  humbug  that  ever  got  on  a  horss — greatest 
tailor  I  ever  saw  in  my  life."  And  so  the  gallant  men  turned  out  each 
morning  full  of  envy,  hatred,  and  malice,  with  the  fixed  determination  of 
cutting  each  other  down,  regardless  alike  of  hounds,  master,  and  field. 
Hark  to  their  conversation  ! 

**  Well  I  think  I  never  had  a  better  week's  work,"  observed  Crasher, 
throwing  himself  back  in  his  chair,  and  eyeing  Jorrocks,  to  see  what  effect 
tne  announcement  would  have  upon  him.  ''  Had  sixteen  falls  in 
five  davs." 

**  Sixteen  have  you  ?  "  exclaimed  Brusher,  doubtingly ;  "  I  didn't  think 
you'd  had  so  many.     I've  had  fifteen." 

"  No,  turely  !  "  replied  Crasher,  incredulously. 

"  Yes  I  have,"  asserted  Brusher,  confidently — "  three  on  Monday,  two 
on  Toosdny,  four  on  Thursday,  three  yesterday,  and  three  to-day." 
"  Three  to-dav  1 "  reiterated  Crasher. 
"Yes,  three,"  repeated  Brusher. 

"  Ah,  but  that's  reckoning  the  mill  reservoir,"  observed  Crasher. 
"  Well,  surely  one's  entitled  to  reckon  the  reservoir — was  deuced  near 
drowned." 


mi0F 


160  HANDLBT  CROSS; 

^  Well,  but  I  was  in  the  resenroir  to(s'*  observed  CrasUeif,  ^*Sb  tliat 
makes  me  seTenteen." 

**  But,  mark  I  I  was  in  first  1 "  rejoined  Brasher,  energetically. 

"  Ah,  bat  yon  didn't  take  the  stiff  post  and  rail  with  the  yawner  oat  of 
Cricklewood-spiny  though/'  exclaimed  Crasher* 

"  'Cause  I  wasn't  there,  my  dear  fellow  I  *!  replied  Brasher ;  "  neither 
did  yon  take  the  brook  at  Waterfield  Glen,  or  the  stiff  stake  and  rice-bund 
on  the  top  of  Cranfordheel  Hill.'* 

'<  Oh  I  didn't  I,  my  dear  feUer !  that's  all  you  know,'*  sneered  Crasher. 
"  I  took  it  jost  after  Tom  Stot's  horse  all  bat  eame  back  over  at  it.  Help 
yourself,  and  let's  dwink  fox-hunting,"  continued  he,  filling  a  bumper  and 
passing  the  daret-jag  to  his  friend,  or  his  foe^  whichever  he  con- 
sidered him. 

"  Ah,  fox-'untin'  indeed,"  grunted  old  Jorrooks  from  behind  his  Times 
newspaper — "  glad  you  don't  'unt  with  me — should  'ave  to  insure  idl  my 
ounds'  lives  and  my  own  too,  I  should  think." 

The  captains  having  done  honour  to  the  sport  that  accommodated  them 
with  so  much  jumping,  then  commenced  a  more  elaborate  calculation  on 
their  fingers  of  the  number  of  falls  they  had  each  had,  in  the  midst  of 
which  they  were  interrupted  by  the  rushing  of  a  dark-green  corduroy- 
clad  porter  into  the  room,  exclaiming,  pro  bono  publico,  "Please 
gents  !  the  'bus  for  the  height-fifteen  train  'ill  be  'ere  in  ten  minnits  I  " 
then  addressing  Captain  Crasher,  in  a  lower  tone,  he  said,  "  Pleaz  zur, 
your  grum  wishes  to  know  if  you  'ave  any  borders  for  'im  afore  you 
goes?" 

"  Of  c-o-o-o-r-s-e,  I  have,"  drawled  the  captain,  pompously  napkining 
his  moustache  with  the  greatest  coolness,  adding — ■**  send  him  here." 

The  porter  withdrew,  and  presently  a  stiffly-built,  blue-coated,  stripe- 
vested,  drab-gaitered  groom  entered,  and  with  a  snatch  of  his  fore-lock, 
placed  himself  under  the  gas-lit  chandelier. 

The  following  laconic  dialogue  then  ensued  between  the  captain  and 
him,  the  captain  hardly  deigning  to  look  at  the  man,  and  treating  him 
quite  on  the  word  of  command  principle  : — 

Captain, — "  Hunt  Toosday — Hardriding  Hill." 

Groom  (with  another  snatch  at  the  fore-lock) — "  Yes,  sir." 

Captain. — "  Talavera  first — Barrosa  second." 

Groom. — (as  before)  "  Yes,  sir." 

Captain. — "  Or  say  Barrosa  first — Corunna  second." 

Groom. — "  Yes,  sir." 

Captain. — "Wednesday,  Lubberfield  Park,  Salamanca  first — Talavera 
second." 

Groom. — "  Yes,  sir." 

Captain. — "  Thursday,  Eiddlerough,  Toulouse  first — Badajoz  second." 

Groom, — "  Yes,  sir." 

Captain. — "  Must  send  on  to  the  Bull  at  Lushinger." 

Groom,  lowly  and  timidly. — "  Please,  sir,  I  shafi  *ave  to  trouble  you 
for  some  money,  sir." 

"D n  and  b tl"  roared  the  captain,  boiling  up   furiously, 

"  didn't   I  tell  you  you  were  only  to    ask    me    for  money  once  a 

nth  ?  " 


OS.   MA.  JOEROCKS'S  HUNT.  Iftl 


Groom,  looking  confused — "WeU,  sir, — ^but  if  you  don't  give  me 
enough  to  last,  sir,  what  him  I  to  do,  sir  ?  " 

**I)oI^*  roared  the  captain,  knitting  his  brows,  and  eyeing  the  man 
as  if  he  would  exterminate  him.  *'Dof  Do  as  you  did  before — go  to 
Mr.  Castors,",  so  saying  the  captain  rose  from  his  seat,  and  dashing  his 
napkin  on  the  floor,  bundled  Ibe  man  neck  and  croup  out  of  the  room. 

The  other  captain  quiddy  followed,  peeping  over  the  Times  as  he 
passed  to  see  whether  Jorrocks  was  laughing,  and  hurried  up  stairs,  taking 
three  steps  at  a  stride. 

Presently  the  twang  of  a  horn,  the  rumbling  of  wk«ds,  with  the  bumping 
of  portmanteaus  on  the  tturs  and  in  the  passaee,  announced  the  coming 
of  the  'bus,  and  then  the  sound  of  hurrying  ^otstm  was  followed  by 
«  r-e-e-it  1 "  and  the  bang  of  a  door  outsid^  when  the  renewed  thunder 
of  wheels  announced  thai  the  out-'em-down  captains  were  gone. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

THE  CUT-'eM-DOWN    CAPTAIN's    GROOH. 

"  Got  q  rummish  customer  there,  I  guess,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  as 
Ihe  ^om  DOW  re-entered  the  room  to  pick  up  the  waifs  and  strays. 

"  Hcv  that,"  replied  the  groom,  grinning,  nnd  pocketing  a  pair  of  dog- 
skin gloves  and  a  cigor-caae  bis  master  hsd  left  on  the  mantel-piece. 
The  groom  then  made  a  dash  at  the  nearly  emptied  claret  jug. 

"Ah,  that  'ill  do  ye  no  good,  my  frind,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks; 
"  that  'ill  do  ye  no  good.  See,"  continued  he,  "  'erea  a  shillin'  for  ye — 
get  yourself  a  glass  o*  suromut  warm  and  comfortable— that  'ill  werry  likely 
give  you  the  cholera." 

"  Thank  'e,  sir,"  replied  the  man,  taking  and  pocketing  the  money. 

"  Areyou  a  stoppin*  'ere  F  "  asked  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  bad  now  arranged 
himself  irilh  a  coat-lap  over  each  arm  before  the  fire. 


« 
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"/ham,"  replied  the  man,  with  a  knowing  leer,  adding — "cause 
why  ? — /  canH  get  away.** 

"  'Deed,*'  smiled  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  Wot,  you're  i'  Short's  Gardens,  are  ye  ?  "  whispered  he. 

"Just  so,"  nodded  the  man.  "Hup  the  spout,"  jerking  upwards 
with  his  thumb. 

"  I  thought  he  looked  like  a  fast  'un,"  rejoined  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"They'll  be  'avin'  'im  fait  afore  long,  I*m  a  thinkin*,"  observed  the 
groom.  "  Mr.  Castor  'ere  has  wot  he  calls  a  lion  on  his  'oases  for  I 
don't  know  *ow  much." 

"  Wot  you're  standin'  'ere  are  ye  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"Yes,  and  'ave  been  these  six  weeks,  at  sixpence  a  quartern  for  whoats 
and  all  other  things  in  like  proportion." 

"/f»-deed!"  ejaculated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  thinking  he  wouldn't  like  to 
keep  horses  on  those  terms.  "  Well,"  continued  he,  thinking  it  might 
lead  to  something,  "  'ave  ye  aught  good  for  anything?  " 

"  They're  not  bad  'osses,  none  on  them,"  replied  the  groom ;  "  all  past 
mark  o'  mouth  and  all  done  work,  but  they  can  go." 

Can  they  ?"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  wondering  if  they  would  carry  Pigg. 
I  assure  you  they  can,"  responded  the  groom  confidently. 

"  Carry  weight  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Jorrocks  in  an  off-hand  sort  of  way. 

"Why,  I  doesn't  know  that  they'd  carry  you**  smiled  the  man,  eyeing 
our  friend's  substantial  form  ;  **  but  they'd  carry  anything  i'  moderation." 

"  Oh,  it's  not  for  myself,"  retorted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  a  frown  and  a 
toss  of  the  head ;  **  I'm  a  commercial  gent,  an  &  s.  d.  man,  not  one  o' 
your  cut-across  country  chaps ;  only,  if  I  could  pick  up  a  thing  cheap  that 
would  ride  and  go  in  'arness  'casionally,  I  wouldn't  mind  a  trifle.  But 
I'm  not  a  figurante — not  a  three  figur'  man  at  all,"  added  he, — "  far 
from  it — keeps  no  cats  wot  don't  catch  mice." 

"Well,  either  of  ours  will  go  in  'arness,"  replied  the  groom. 

"  Vot !  'ave  you  only  two  I  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  why  the  man 
talked  as  if  he  'ad  twenty." 

"  Only  two  to  call  our  own — our  own  habsolute  own,"  explained  the 
man — "  the  rest  are  jobs — ^twelve  guineas  per  lunar  month,  and  precious 
'ard  times  they  'ave  of  it,  /  can  tell  ye.  He  does  knock  'em  about,  I 
assure  you." 

Just  then,  Castors,  the  landlord,  came  to  say  that  Mr.  Bugginson 
had  arrived,  and  availing  himself  of  the  introduction,  Mr.  Jorrocks  sought 
an  opportunity,  after  he  got  matters  arranged  with  his  traveller,  for  having 
a  little  conversation  with  Castors,  beginning  on  indifferent  subjects,  and 
drawing  gradually  up  to  the  Captain,  when,  finding  the  groom's  statement 
pretty  well  confirmed,  Mr.  Jorrocks  slipped  with  Castors  into  the  stable 
to  have  a  look  at  the  nags.  Amidst  the  heaps  of  clothes  and  straw  in 
which  they  were  enveloped,  our  master  found  pretty  good,  though  abused 
legs  and  big  hocks,  and  after  observing  that  he'd  "  seen  wuss  'osses,"  he 
quietly  withdrew  arm  in  arm  with  the  landlord. 

"  You  see,"  said  Jorrocks,  in  an  under  tone,  "  I'm  only  a  tradesman — 
a  post-hoffice  directory,  not  a  peerage  man — and  I  doesn't  give  extra- 
vagant, out  o'  the  way  prices  for  nothin' — least  of  all  for  'osses,  but  if  it  so 

'appens  as  you  'spects,  that  these  quads  o'  thecaptin's  come  to  grief,  why 
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IvirouldnHmind  takin'  of  them  at  a  loir  moderate  fignr-^  twenty;  or  five-and- 
twenty  pund  *praps^^r  maybe  hup  to  thirty — jest  'c^rdin'  as  they  looked 
out  o'  doors  by  day-light,  sooner  nor  they  should  be  degraded  i'  the  'bus 
or  get  into  an  old  ooman's  cruelty-wan/' 

"  /ust  so,  sir,"  replied  Castors,  thinking  it  wdl  to  have  a  customer 
in  view. 

*' As  to  their  'untin'  qualities/'  continued  Mr.  Jorrooks,  with  a  pshaw 
and  a  pish,  I  doesn't  look  at  'em  at  all  i'  that  light.  It's  no  commenda- 
tion tp  a  man  wot  wants  an  'oss  for  his  chay  to  b&  hoffered  one  that  can 
jump  hover  the  moon." 

"  Certainly  not,"  replied  Castors,  who  sat  a  horse  with  firmness,  ease, 
and  grace,  until  he  began  to  move,  when  he  generally  tumbled  off. 

"So,"  continued  Jorrocks,  "if  you  find  yourself  in  a  fix,  you  know 
where  to  send  to,"  our  friend  diving  into  his  pocket  as  he  spoke^  and 
fishing  out  an  enormous  steel-clasped^  purple-backed,  bill-case,  from 
whence  he  selected  one  of  his  city  cards, "  Joreocks  &  Co.,  Grocsbs  akd 
Tea  Dealers,  St.  Botolph's  Lane,"  and  presented  it  to  Castors,  who 
received  it  with  a  bow.  They  then  passed  by  a  side-door  into  the  bar, 
where  successive  beakers  of  brandy  and  water  beguiled  the  time  and  caused 
Mr.  Jorrocks  to  be  very  late,  or  rather  very  early  (past  three  A.M.)-  in 
getting  back  to  Handley  Cross. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 
Belinda's  beau. 

As  Mr.  Jorroclu  lat  at  a  late  brealcCast-^faia  wigleaa  tcVtag  head 
enveloped  in  a  damp  towel — the  pawing  of  a  horae  at  the  trelliaed 
archway  of  Diana  Lodge,  caused  hua  to  look  up  from  hia  well-apread 
table  to  reconnoitre  the  moTement. 

"  Daah  mj  vig,  if  here  ba'iiit  Stobbs!"  exclaimed  be,  jumping  up  in 
ecstacy,  and  boltiug  his  bottom  piece  of  mufFin. 

"Stobbal"   exclaimed   Mii.  Jorrocks,  nisfaing  to  the   eagle-topped 
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"  Stobbs  I  "  ejaculated  Belinda,  almost  involuntarily,  with  a  bluab  and 
a  smile,  and  Jorrocks  ran  foul  of  Betsy  in  the  passage,  as  she  came  to 
announce  that  "  Mr.  Stobbs  was  at  the  gate.** 

Charley  Stobbs  was  just  four-and-twenty — ^handsome,  lively,  and  gay, 
he  was  welcome  wherever  he  went.  In  height  he  was  just  five  feet  ten, 
full-limbed,  but  not  coarse,  with  a  cleanness  of  make  and  shape  that 
bespoke  strength  and  muscular  activity.  His  dark  brown  hair  clustered 
in  unstudied  locks  upon  a  lofty  forehead,  while  bright  brown  eyes  beamed 
through  the  long  fringes,  giving  life  and  animation  to  an  open  intelligent 
countenance. 

Charles  was  the  only  son  of  a  rich  Yorkshire  yeoman — of  a  man  who, 
clinging  to  the  style  of  his  ancestors,  called  himself  gentleman  instead  of 
esquire — Gentlemen  they  had  been  styled  for  many  generations,  and  son 
had  succeeded  sire  without  wishing  for  a  change. 

The  old  lattice- windowed  manor-house,  substantial  and  stone-roofed, 
stood  amid  lofty  oaks,  upon  a  gentle  eminence  above  the  bend  of  a  rapid 
river — myriads  of  rooks  nestled  in  the  branches,  and  the  rich  meadows 
around  were  studded  with  gigantic  oaks,  and  venerable  weather-beaten 
firs.  The  finest  flocks  and  herds  grazed  in  the  pastures,  ducks  were  on 
the  pond,  pigs  and  geese  revelled  in  the  stubbles,  while  the  spacious  yard 
at  the  back  of  the  house  contained  Dorking  fowls,  the  finest  turkeys,  and 
the  best  of  cows.  Old  Stobbs  was  in  short  a  gentleman  farmer.  His 
wife  had  been  dead  some  years,  and  Charles  and  a  daughter  were  the  only 
ties  that  bound  him  to  the  world. 

The  laudable  desire  of  seeing  one's  son  better  than  one's  self,  induced 
old  Stobbs  to  give  Charles  a  good  education,  not  that  he  sent  him  to 
college,  but  he  placed  him  at  a  good  Yorkshire  school,  which,  just  as  he 
was  leaving,  and  the  old  gentleman  was  wondering  "  what  to  make  of 
him,"  he  happened,  while  serving  at  York  assizes,  to  be  struck  with  the 
easy  eloquence  or  "  grand  tongue,'*  as  the  country  people  call  it,  of  a 
neighbour's  son,  whom  he  remembered  a  most  unpromising  boy,  that  he 
determined  to  see  if  Charles  would  not  traili  from  the  saddle  and  gun  and 
make  a  grand-tongued  barrister  too. 

Having  ascertained  the  line  of  study  that  gentleman  had  pursued,  in 
due  course,  old  Stobbs  and  his  son  started  for  London,  and  after  a  week's 
sight-seeing,  during  which  they  each  had  their  pockets  picked  half  a  dozen 
times  w^hile  staring  into  shop  windows,  they  found  themselves  one  fine 
morning  at  the  chambers  of  the  great  Mr.  Twister,  in  Lincoln's  Inn 
Square. 

Mr.  Twister  was  one  of  those  legal  nuisances  called  conveyancers, 
whom  it  is  to  be  hoped  some  contrivance  will  be  found  to  extinguish,  and 
he  could  find  a  loop-hole  for  an  unwilling  purchaser  to  creep  out  at  in  the 
very  best  of  titles.  Having  plenty  to  do  himself,  he  took  as  many  pupils 
as  ever  he  could  get,  to  help  each  other  to  do  nothing.  Each  of  these 
paid  him  a  hundred  guineas  a  year,  in  return  for  which  they  had  the  run 
of  a  dingey,  carpetless  room,  the  use  of  some  repulsive-looking  desks,  and 
liberty  to  copy  twenty  volumes  of  manuscript  precedents,  that  the  great 
Mr.  Twister  had  copied  himself  when  a  pupil  with  great  Mr.  some- 
body else. 

The  chapel  clock  was  striking  nine  as  father  and   son  entered  the 
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predncto  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  and  before  they  got  to  tbe  uncouth 
cater  door  that  shuts  in  the  chamber  set,  the  great  conveyancer  had  handed 
his  old  mackintosh  to  his  bustling  clerk,  and  was  pulling  a  little  brown 
wig  straight,  preparatory  to  setting  to  for  the  day.  The  newly-lit  fire 
shed  a  scanty  ray  over  the  cheerless,  comfortless  apartment,  which  was 
fitted  up  with  a  large  library- table  piled  with  red-taped  dusty  papers,  the 
tqnnesentatiyes  most  likely  of  many  thousand  acres  of  land,  and  a  rag  of  a 
carpet  under  it,  three  or  four  fad^  morocco  chairs,  and  a  large  glass 
book-case,  with  a  twenty  year  old  almanack  flopping  in  front. 

"  Grood  morning,  gentlemen,"  said  the  parchment-faced  old  man,  as  the 
clerk  ushered  the  fresh  fly  into  the  spider's  web.  **  Hope  to  make  your 
better  acquaintance,"  bowing  to  each. 

Old  Stobbs  would  have  sat  down  and  told  Twister  all  hopes  and  fears, 
but  the  latter,  though  a  voluminous  conveyancer,  was  a  concise  con- 
versationalist, and  soon  cut  short  the  dialogue  by  looking  at  his  watch 
and  producing  a  little  red  volume  indorsed  cash  book,  he  politely 
inquired  what  Christian  name  he  should  enter,  and  then  observing  that 
his  clerk  would  receive  tbe  fee,  and  show  Mr.  Charles  what  to  do,  he 
civilly  bowed  them  into  the  outer  room. 

Contrasting  Twister's  brevity  with  his  country  solicitor's  loquacity,  old 
Stobbs  told  over  his  hundred  guineas  to  Mr.  Bowker,  the  aforesaid 
clerk ;  and  just  as  he  was  leaving  Lincoln's  Inn,  his  mind  received  con- 
solation for  the  otherwise  unpromising  investment,  by  seeing  the  Lord 
Chancellor  arrive  in  his  coach,  and  enter  his  court,  preceded  by  the  mace 
and  other  glittering  insignia  of  office.  "  Who  knows,"  thought  old 
Stobbs  to  himself,  "  but  Charles  may  some  day  occupy  that  throne ;  " 
and  an  indistinct  vision  flitted  across  the  old  man's  mind,  of  stuffing  the 
woolsack  with  the  produce  of  his  own  sheep. 

Shortly  after,  with  an  aching  heart  and  fervent  prayers  for  his  son's 
happiness,  the  old  gentleman  returned  to  Yorkshire ;  and  Charles,  having 
removed  his  portmanteau  from  the  Piazza  to  a  first-floor  lodging  in 
Hadlow  Street,  Burton  Crescent,  made  his  second  appearance  at  the 
chambers  of  Mr.  Twister. 


"  Oh,  it's  you  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Bowker,  answering  the  gentle  rat-tat- 
tai  tX  the  outer  door,  "  come  in,  Sir,  come  in — no  occasion  to  knock  ! — 
No  ceremony  ! — Paid  your  footing  you  know — One  of  ««." 

Mr.  Bowker,  or  Bill  Bowker,  as  he  was  generally  called,  was  a  stout, 
sqnare-built,  ruddy-complexioned,  yellow-haired,  bustling,  middle-aged 
man,  with  a  great  taste  for  flash  clothes  and  jewellery.  On  the  present 
occasion,  he  sported  a  smart  nut-brown  coat,  with  a  velvet  collar ;  a 
sky-blue  satin  stock,  secured  by  numerous  pins  and  brooches  ;  a  double- 
breasted  red  tartan  waistcoat,  well  laid  back;  with  brownish  drab 
stckskingiiette  pantaloons,  and  Hessian  boots.  A  great  bunch  of  Mosaic 
seals  dangled  from  a  massive  chain  of  the  same  material ;  and  a  cut  steel 
guard,  one  passing  over  his  waistcoat,  secured  a  pair  of  mother-of-pearl- 
cased  eye-glasses,  though  Bill  was  not  in  the  least  short-sighted. 

"  You're  early,"  said  Bowker,  as  Charles  deposited  a  dripping  umbrella 
in  the  stand.     ''  You  don't  look  like  a  sap  either,"  added  he,  eyeing 
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Charle*  in  a  free  and  easy  sort  of  way,  for  Bill  was  a  real  un^mdeht 
iellow. 

'^  What  if  the  right  hour  ?  "  inquired  Charles^  with  a  schoolboy  sort 
of  air. 

"Right  hourP"  exclaimed  Bill,  **ai^  time  you  like — saps  come  at 
opening,  others  at  noon,  the  honourable  not  till  afternoon.  There  are 
two  chaps  copying  precedents  now,  that  the  laundress  left  here  at  ten  last 
night — [tinkle,  tinkle,  tinkle,  went  a  little  hand  bell).  There's  the  old  file 
himself,"  observed  Bill,  bundling  off,  adding,  as  he  went,  "  be  back  to 
you  directly.'* 

•  •      '     .  «  •  •  «  •   - 

**  Confound  these  covenants  for  quiet  enjoyment  1 "  muttered  he, 
returning  and  opening  a  pigeon-holed  cupboard,  labelled  like  the  drawers 
against  a  chemist's  shop  wall  with  all  sorts  of  titles ;  '*  I  get  no  quiet 
enjoyment  for  them,  I  know.  One,  two,  three — there — three  and  one 
left,"  returning  a  few  sheets  of  manuscript  to  their  hole,  **  free  from 
incumbrances.  "  "Wish  I  was,"  thought  Bill — **  and  for  further  assur* 
ance — one,  two,  three,"  counted  BiU,  "now  let's  see  if  he'll  hare  the 
further  assurance  to  ask  for  any  more  to-day." 

•  •••*** 

.  "  Well  now,  what  can  I  do  for  you  P  "  inquired  he,  returning  from  the 
delivery  of  his  "  common  forms."  There's  Squelchback's  settlement,  that 
most  pupils  copy — five  hundred  pages  !  Great  precedent  I  produced  ten 
issues,  an  arbitration,  and  a  Chancery  suit. 

"But  I  think  I've  something  in  my  pee-jacket  that  will  suit  you 
better,"  observed  Bill,  taking  up  a  great  coarse  large-buttoned  pilot 
jacket,  and  producing  a  paper  from  the  pocket.  "  There,"  said  he,  opening 
it  out,  "there's  'Bell's  Life  in  London;'  you'll  see  a  letter  from  me  signed 
*  Ajax.*  Bring  it  back  when  you've  done,  and  don't  let  the  Honourable 
catch  it  or  he'll  burn  it."  Saying  which,  Bill  presented  our  pupil  with 
the  paper,  and  opening  the  door  of  an  adjoining  apartment,  ushered 
Charles  into  a  room  on  the  right,  in  which  sat  two  youths  in  very  seedy, 
out  at  elbow  coats,  copying  away  out  of  manuscript  books. 

"  Mr.  Stobbs,  gentlemen  1  "  exclaimed  Bill  with  an  air  of  importance, 
"  Mr.  Frost,  Mr.  Stobbs ;  Mr.  Stobbs,  Mr.  Frost ;  Mr.  Jones,  Mr.  Stobbs ; 
Mr.  Stobbs,  Mr.  Jones." 

Mr.  Frost  and  Mr.  Jones  half  rose  from  their  chairs,  and  greeted  Mr. 
Stobbs  much  in  the  manner  of  debtors  receiving  a  chum  into  their  already 
over-crowded  apartment.  Frost  and  Jones  were  both  working  men; 
with  their  ways  to  make  in  the  world,  they  had  paid  their  hundred 
guineas  for  a  high-sounding  name,  and  betaken  themselves  to  the  mecha- 
nical drudgery  of  precedent  copying,  with  an  industry  worthy  of  a  better 
direction. 

Stobbs's  early  appearance  at  chambers  inspired  hopes  that  he  was 
going  to  be  a  working  man,  but  the  sight  of  "  Bell's  Life  "  demolished 
the  idea,  and  the  conversation  died  out  as  the  pupils  gradually  resumed 
their  weary  occupations. 

"  The  Life  "  was  uncommonly  lively  that  morning ;  there  had  been  a 
great  fight  at  No  Man's  Land,  between  Big-headed  Bob  f^nd  the  Pet  of 
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iiie  Faiicy,  which  appeared  in  ihe  Rowing  hmgoage  in  which  poor 
Vinceut  Dowling,  as  good  a  man  as  ever  lived,  used  to  clothe  hit 
'  pngUistio  acooonts.  How  Big-head  was  caught,  and  his  nob  put  in 
chuicery,  how  he  sent  the  Pet's  teeth  down  his  trap  in  return,  how 
both  were  floored,  and  picked  up  by  their  seconds  with  their  claret 
oorks  out. 

Then  there  was  a  host  of  correspondence ;  complaints  against  stewards; 
accounts  of  races;  hints  to  judges;  and  Ajax's  letter,  in  which  he 
assumed  the  toga  of  his  master,  and  dating  from  Lincoln's  Inn,  gave 
some  very  queer  law  respecting  landlord  and  tenant.  The  challenges  too 
were  numerous.  Ugly  Borrock  of  Bristol  would  eat  boiled  mutton  and 
turnips  with  any  man  in  England ;  Tom  Jumper  had  a  terrier  he  would 
match  against  any  dog  of  his  weight  for  ten  sovereigns,  to  be  heard  of  at 
the  Jew's  Harp,  City  Eoad ;  Joe  Scamp  could  be  backed  to  whistle ;  Tom 
King  to  run  on  all  fours  ;  and  the  Lord  knows  what  else. 

The  advertisements,  too,  were  peculiar.  In  addition  to  the  usual 
inquiry  after  hounds,  and  offers  of  horses,  there  were  a  suit  of  Daniel 
Lambert's  clothes  for  sale,  a  preserved  boa  constrictor  serpent,  notice  of 
vocalisation  and  frontal-frapidigitation,  and  the  meeting  of  the  judge  and 
jury  society  at  the  Coal-hole. 

Charles  kept  reading  and  wondering,  amid  occasional  interruptions 
from  the  arrival  and  introduction  of  pupils.  They  were  mostly  gentle- 
menly  men,  somewhat  choked  into  idleness  by  the  prolixity  of  Squelch- 
back's  settlement.  Indeed,  their  chief  claims  to  the  title  of  reading  men 
consisted  in  the  perusal  of  the  newspapers,  of  which  old  Twister  fur- 
nished the  "Times,"  and  they  clubbea  together  for  the  "Chronicle." 
Bowker's  "  Life  "  was  well-known,  and  what  with  it  and  a  pair  of  cord 
trousers  Charles  had  on,  they  made  up  their  minds  that  he  was  a 
"  sporting  gent." 

Between  twelve  and  one  o'clock,  all  the  gentlemen,  except  the  honour- 
able, had  arrived,  and  the  old  question  of  "fire"  or  "no  fire"  was 
broached.  This  had  been  an  open  question  in  the  chambers  ever  since  old 
Twister  commenced  taking  double  the  number  of  pupils  the  room  would 
accommodate,  and  as  it  furnished  great  scope  for  eloquence  and  idleness, 
the  debate  frequently  lasted  a  couple  of  hours,  during  which  time  the  Saps 
used  to  sneak  out  to  dinner,  generally  getting  back  in  time  to  vote. 
This  day  they  stayed,  expecting  the  new  pupil  would  "  hold  forth,"  but 
he  was  so  absorbed  with  "  Bell's  Life,"  that  when  called  upon  by  the 
chair,  he  gave  a  silent  vote ;  and  just  as  Bill  Bowker  answered  the  bell, 
and  let  off  his  old  joke  about  issuing  a  fiery  facias,  "  the  honourable  '* 
arrived,  and  the  room  was  full. 

The  Hon.  Henry  Lollington,  the  ninth  son  of  an  Earl,  was  quite  a 
used*up  west-end  man.  He  was  a  tall,  drawling,  dancing  sort  of  a  man, 
in  great  request  at  balls,  and  had  a  perfect  abhorrence  of  any  thing  coarse 
or  common-place.  He  was  a  mortal  enemy  to  Mr.  Bowker,  whom  he 
kept  at  arm's  length,  instead  of  treating  as  an  equal  as  some  of  the 
pupils  did. 

"  Mr.  Bowkiir,"  drawled  he,  as  he  encountered  that  worthy  in  the 
passage,  "  bring  me  a  piece  of  papar,  and  let  me  give  you  orders  about 
my  lettara — I'm  going  to  BatL'V 
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'  "  Yes,  my  Lud  1 "  responded  Bill,  in  a  loud  tone,  to  let  Charles  hear 
what  a  great  man  they  had  among  them. 

"  Dem  you,  Mr.  Bowkar,  I*m  not  a  Lord,"  responded  the  Hon.  Mr. 
LoUington. 

"  Bef^  pardon,  my  Lud/**  replied  the  imperturbable  Bill,  bustling  oat. 

Charles  at  this  moment  had  got  into  the  notices  to  correspondents^  and 
was  chuckling  at  their  humorous  originality : — 


it  i 


Suppose  one  man  to  wilfully  fire  at  another  with  intention  of  taking  away 
his  life,  but  accidentally  misses  his  aim  and  kills  another,  will  the  laws  of 
our  coimtry  find  this  man  guilty  of  wilful  murder  ] '  asked  a  correspondent. 

**  *  No/  replied  the  Editor,  *  but  a  jury  will,  and  he  will  be  comfortably  hanged. 

*' '  A  snake  is  not  a  *  barber,'  although  he  '  curls.' '  '  The  querist  is  not '  snake- 
headed,'  was  the  answer  to  another. 

"  *  We  are  not  aware  that  a  negro  boiled,  turns  white.  If  Niger  will  boil  one  of 
his  children  and  it  turns  black,  the  problem  will  be  solved,'  he  observed  to 
another. 

"J.  G. — The  'respectable  class  of  servants'  alluded  to,  are  very  properly 
employed  in  turning  the  mangle;  we  wish,  in  their  leisure  hours,  they 
would  turn  J.  G.  inside  out. 

**  The  best  cure  for  carbuncles  is  to  rub  them  with  cheese,  and  sleep  in  the 
domicile  of  mice,  who  will  eat  them  off  in  a  night. 

"The  masculine  for  'flirt'  is  cock  flirt,  if  there  be  such  a  wretch. 
Apropos. — Hand-shaking  is  vulgar  in   polite  society  upon   merely  meeting 

ladies.     Pay  your  respects  to  the  ladies  first,  married  before  single. 
Magdalen. — ^A  gentleman  may  jilt  as  well  as  a  lady." 
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The  following  American  story  graced  the  columns  of  general  infor- 
mation : — 

" The  Negro  and  the  Cheese. — The  'Boston  Post'  says,  that  up  at  the  wesi- 
end  of  that  city  there  is  a  good-natured,  fun-making  negro,  named  Parsis,  who 
hovers  roimd  the  grocery  stores  in  that  neighbourhood  rather  more  than  is 
desirable.  Like  many  other  gentlemen  of  colour,  he  prides  himself  upon  the 
thickness  of  his  skull,  and  he  is  always  up  for  a  bet  upon  his  butting  powers,  and 
well  he  may  be,  for  his  head  is  hard  enough  for  a  battering-ram.  The  other  day 
he  made  a  bet  in  a  store  that  he  could  butt  in  the  head  of  a  flour-barrel,  and  he 
succeeded.  He  then  took  up  a  bet  to  drive  it  through  a  very  large  cheese,  which 
was  to  be  covered  with  a  crash-cloth  to  keep  his  wool  clear  of  cheese-crumbs. 
The  cheese,  thus  enveloped,  was  placed  in  a  proper  position,  and  Parsis  starting 
off  like  a  locomotive,  buried  his  head  up  to  his  ears  in  the  inviting  target.  Parsis 
now  began  to  feel  himself  irresistible,  and  talked  up  '  purty  considerable.'  Apian, 
however,  was  soon  contrived  to  take  the  conceit  out  of  him.  There  being  some 
grindstones  in  the  store  for  sale,  one  of  them  was  privately  taken  up,  and  wrapped 
up  in  the  same  manner  as  the  cheese  had  been,  and  looked  precisely  as  if  it  were 
a  second  cheese,  and  Parsis  readily  took  another  bet  for  9d.  that  he  would  butt 
his  head  through  it  as  easy  as  he  had  sent  it  through  the  first.  The  interest  of 
the  spectators  in  the  operation  became  intense.  Everything  was  carefully  adjusted, 
and  upon  the  word  being  given,  Parsis  darted  like  an  arrow  at  the  ambush  grind- 
stone ;  he  struck  it  fair  in  the  centre,  and  in  the  next  inntant  lav  sprawling  on 
the  floor,  upon  which  he  recoiled.  For  some  minutes  he  lay  speechless,  and  then 
he  raised  himself  slowly  on  his  knees,  and  scratching  his  head,  said,  with  a 
squirming  voice,  '  Bery  hard  cheese  dat,  massa !  Dey  skim  de  milk  too  much 
altogether  before  dey  make  him,  dat's  a  fact.' " 

At  length,  amid  many  chuckles,  having  fairly  exhausted  its  contents,  in 
compliance  with  Bill  Bowker's  request,  Charles  left  the  room  for  the 
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purpose  of  returning  his  paper.  Az  he  departed,  Mr.  Lollington  eyed 
him  through  his  glass,  and  with  an  air  of  well-feigned  astonishment,  ex- 
claimed, as  Charles  closed  the  door, 

"  Surely,  we've  got  the  Tipton  Slasher  among  us  I  " 

"  Well,"  said  Bill  Bowker,  flourishing  his  great  mosaic  seals,  as  he 
received  the  paper  from  Charles,  "  that's  mmelhing  like,  is'nt  it  ?  And 
how  do  you  like  the  Honourable?.  By  the  way,  I  forgot  to  introduce 
you  I  Never  mind,  soon  get  acquainted — manner  against  him — ^but  a 
good-hearted  fellow  when  you  know  him.  Saw  him  give  a  gal  half-a- 
crown  once  for  picking  up  his  glove — noble,  wasn't  it?  Your  fiddle- 
strings  will  begin  to  grumble,  I  guess,  for  want  of  your  dinner,  and  by 
the  way,  that  reminds  me,  if  you  havn't  got  yourself  suited  for  lodging, 
we  have  an  excellent  first-floor  disengaged,  and  Mrs.  B.  and  her  sister 
will  be  happy  to  do  for  you. — Smart  gal ! — Dances  at  the  *  Cobourg  ;* " 
and  thereupon  Bill,  who  had  exchanged  his  fine  brown  coat  for  a  little 
grey  thing  that  seemed  undetermined  whether  to  be  a  jacket  or  a  coat, 
kimbo'd  his  arms,  pointed  his  toe,  and  pirouetted  in  the  middle  of 
his  office. 

Charles  replied,  that  he  had  just  taken  lodgings  in  Hadlow  Street. 

"What,  at  the  feather-maker's?"  inquired  Bowker,  balancing  on 
one  leg. 

"  No,"  replied  Charles ;  "  at  Mrs.  Hall's,  a  widow  woman's,  number 
twenty  something." 

"  I  know  her  I  "  exclaimed  Bill,  resuming  both  feet,  "  left-hand  side  of 
the  way,  going  up — D — d  bitch  she  is,  too  (aside) ;  pawned  her  last 
lodger's  linen — Weil,  perhaps  you'll  bear  U9  in  mind,  in  case  she  don't 
suit — Quiet  house — no  children — private  door — sneck  key — social  party. 
You'll  find  London  deuced  dull  without  acquaintance." 

This  last  observation  came  home  with  uncommon  keenness,  for  Charles 
had  begun  to  feel  the  full  force  of  that  Loudon  loneliness,  which  damps 
the  spirit  of  many  an  ardent  genius  from  the  country.  At  their  own 
market  town  of  Boroughbridge,  he  met  familiar  faces  at  every  turn,  while,- 
in  London,  all  hurried  on,  or  looked  as  they  would  at  an  indifferent 
object — a  dog  or  a  post.     The  style  of  living  too  disgusted  him. 

Instead  of  the  comfortable  well-stored  table,  and  cheerful  fire,  he  had 
been  accustomed  to  at  home,  he  had  to  stew  into  hot  chop-houses,  where 
they  doled  out  their  dinners  in  portions,  and  a  frowsy  waiter  kept 
whisking  a  duster,  to  get  him  away  the  moment  his  dinner  was  done. 
The  dull  freedom  of  manhood  did  not  compensate  for  the  joyousness  of 
boyish  restraint. 

Mr.  Bowker  did  not  give  him  much  time  for  reflection — **  Should  have 
been  glad  to  have  taken  you  to  the  Cobourg  to-night,"  observed  he,  "  but 
have  a  particular  engagement,  and  that  reminds  me,  I  must  get  one  of  our 
saps  to  answer  the  doQr  when  I  go,  for  I  must  be  off  before  seven.  Have 
to  meet  a  particular  friend  of  mine,  a  great  fox-hunter,  to  introduce  him 
at  the  Blue  Dragon  Yard,  where  he  wants  to  choose  a  terrier  for  the 
great  hunt  in  Surrey  he  belongs  to.  Des  say  I  could  take  you  if  you 
liked  ?  " 

Charles  had  a  taste  for  terriers,  and  no  taste  for  his  own  society,  and 
without  ascertaining  what  Bowker's  offer  amounted  to,  he  gladly  accepted 
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it»  md  just  as  tliat  wmtb  j  had  fixed  for  lum  to  meet  kim  at  his  snuff  and 
e^ar  warehcmse  in  Eagle  Street,  Bed  Lion  Square,  old  Snarle  tinkled  the 
bdl  for  his  biscoit,  and  Charles  returned  to  the  popils*  room. 

Hafing  settled,  on  the  motion  of  Mr.  Ldlington,  that  Charies  was  a 
SBoby  he  met  with  little  enoouragement  finun  his  brother  pnpils.  They 
answered  his  questions,  and  were  eiTil,  but  that  was  alL  There  was  no 
approach  to  sociality,  and  as  a  dirty,  dip-shod  straw-bonneted  hag  of  a 
bnndress  scattered  some  blodc  tin  eandlesticks  with  thick-wieked  candles 
about  the  pupils'  room,  Charles  repaired  to  a  neighbouring  chop-house,  to 
kill  time,  until  he  was  due  at  Mr.  Bowker's. 


At  the  appointed  hour,  a  fan-tailed  gas-light  revolving  between 
miniature  negroes,  stopped  his  progress  up  the  poverty-striken  region  of 
Eagle  Street,  and  looking  up — "  Bowkee  akd  Co's  Wholesale  and 
Retail  Snuff  Waeehouse,"  figured  in  gilt  capitals  above  the  shop- 
front,  while  a  further  notification  of  "The  Tbade  Supplied,"  appeared 
in  the  window,  though  the  coal-shed,  milk  shop,  pawn-broking,  huck- 
stering appearance  of  the  dirty,  narrow,  irregularly  built  street,  gave  a 
palpable  contradiction  to  the  assertion.  Liarge  gilt-lettered  barrels  were 
ranged  along  the  wails  and  floor  of  the  shop,  and  the  lower  part  of  the 
window  was  strewed  with  snuff-boxes,  Meerschams,  loose  cigars,  and 
wooden  rolls  of  tobacco. 

"  Come  in  I "  exclaimed  a  female  voice,  through  the  sash-door,  drawing 
a  green  curtain  aside,  and  showing  a  fire  in  the  little  back  parlour — as 
Chariey  hesitated  about  entering,  on  seeing  the  shop  empty — "  Oh,  it's 
Mr.  Stobbs!"  continued  the  voice,  and  a  fine  fat  tawdry  woman  in 
ringlets  and  a  yellow  gauze  gown  with  short  sleeves,  made  her  appearance. 
The  pleasure  of  being  recognised  in  London  was  grateful,  and  Charley 
readily  accepted  the  lady's  invitation  to  enter  and  sit  down. 

"  Bill  '11  be  here  presently,"  observed  she,  sweeping  a  handful  of  filbert 
shells  off  the  green  baize  table  cover,  and  throwing  them  on  to  the  fire. 
*'  Take  a  glass  of  brandy,"  said  she,  handing  a  tumbler  off  a  side  table, 
and  passing  the  bottle  to  Charley,  to  help  himself  and  replenish  her  glass. 

"  Ot  with  ?  or  cold  without  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Bowker,  pointing  to  a 
little  black  kettle  singing  on  the  stand  on  the  upper  bar  of  the  fire. 

Charles  took  hot  with,  and  so  did  Mrs.  Bowker ;  and  the  handsome 
dancer  from  the  Cobourg  coming  in,  they  all  had  hot  together. 

**  Is  Stobbs  here  ?  "  now  exclaimed  Bowker,  bursting  into  the  shop, 
with  his  pea-jacket  collar  up  to  his  ears,  and  a  low-crowned  broad- 
brimmed  hat  on  his  head. — **  Ah,  you  rogue  1 — what,  you've  found  your 
way  to  the  ladies,  have  you?"  continued  he,  throwing  open  the  sash- 
door. — **  Well,  sorry  to  interrupt  you,  but  my  friend's  awaiting,  so  come 
along  and  renew  vour  acquaintance  here  another  time.  Always  happy  to  see 
you,  you  know.  Charles  bid  his  fair  friends  a  hasty  adieu,  and  Bowker, 
thrusting  his  arm  through  his,  led  the  way  along  Eagle  Street  to  the 
turning  down  of  Dean  Street.  Under  the  lamp  at  the  Holborn  end, 
stood  a  man  in  shape,  make,  and  dress,  the  exact  counterpart  of  Bowker. 
Low-crowned,  broad-brimmed  hat,  pea-jacket  up  to  his  ears,  tights,  and 
boots,  too. 
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"Sony  to  have  kept  you  waitiiig,  8ir,"  said  Bowker,  in  the  moat 
leapeetful  tone,  aa  he  approached  the  figure.  **  Allow  me  to  introduce 
my  friend  Mr.  Stobba — Yorkshire  gentleman,  sir,  of  great  property-— 
Mr.  Stobbe,  Mr.  Jorrocks;  Mr.  Jorrooks,  Mr.  Stobba,"  adding,  soUo 
voce^  to  Stobba,  '*  member  of  the  Bight  Worshipful  Company  of  Grooera." 

Mr.  Jorrocks  raised  his  hat,  and  Mr.  Stobbs  did  the  same,  and  then 
Bowker,  offering  an  arm  to  each,  they  proceeded  on  their  way. 
•.  High  Holbom,  what  with  its  carts,  coaches,  busses,  and  general  trafficv 
affords  little  opportunity  for  conversation,  and  it  waa  aa  much  as  the  trio 
oould  do  to  keep  their  place  on  the  flags. 

**  Cross  here,  observed  Mr.  Bowker,  as  they  neared  the  narrower  parl^ 
of  the  street,  and  passing  under  an  archway,  they  suddenly  entered  upon 
darkneaa. 

Savage  yells,  mingled  with  the  worrying,  barking,  and  howling  of  doga, 
issued  from  the  upper  part  of  a  building  on  the  right,  and  Bowker  with 
difficulty  made  himself  heard  as  he  hallooed  for  Slender  Bill. 

**  I  'opea  it'a  all  right,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  twisting  his  watch  in 
his  fob,  and  tripping  over  a  heap  of  something  that  lay  in  his  way. 

"0,  all  right,  I  assure  you,  sir,"  replied  Bowker,  tripping  up  also. 
"  Confound  the  rascals,"  continued  he,  **  near  as  a  toucher  broke  my  neck. 

"  Slender,  a-hooi  !  "  roared  he,  after  three  or  four  ineffectual  hoUoaa. 
*'  Coming  masters !  coming  I  "  exclaimed  a  voice,  and  a  person  appeared 
on  the  top  of  a  step-ladder,  holding  a  blacking  bottle,  with  a  candle  stuck 
in  the  neck. 

"  Come,  Billy !  come !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Bowker,  peevishly,  "  didn't  I 
tell  you  to  be  on  the  look-out  for  company,  and  here  you're  letting  ua 
break  our  necks  in  the  dark  :  pretty  way  to  treat  gents :  show  a^l^t» 
oome!'* 

Billy,  all  apologies,  tripped  down  the  ladder,  and  holding  the  candle 
low  enough  to  discover  the  steps,  o'awled  backwards,  followed  by 
Mr.  Bowker  and  his  party. 

"  What's  to  pay  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Jorrocks,  as  he  reached  the  landing, 
of  a  forbidding-looking  one-eyed  hag,  sitting  in  a  little  curtained  comer, 
partitioned  from  the  scene  of  action  by  a  frowsy  green  counterpane. 

"  O,  Mr.  Bowker 's  free  here,"  observed  Bill  to  his  gentle  wife,  drawing 
aside  the  curtain,  and  exhibiting  the  interior.  What  a  scene  presented 
itself  I  From  the  centre  of  the  unceiled  hugely  rafted  roof  of  a  spacioua 
building,  hung  an  iron  hoop,  stuck  round  with  various  lengths  of  tallow 
candlea,  lighting  an  oval  pit,  in  which  two  savage  hull-dogs  were  rolling  and 
tearing  each  other  about,  under  the  auspices  of  their  costless  masters, 
who  stood  at  either  end  applauding  their  exertions.  A  vast  concourse  of 
ruffianly  spectators  occupied  the  benches  rising  gradually  from  the  pit 
towards  the  rafters,  along  which  some  were  carelessly  stretched,  lost  in 
ecstasy  at  the  scene  below. 

Ponderous  draymen,  in  coloured  plush  breeches,  with  their  enormous 
calves  clad  in  dirty  white  cotton  stockings,  sat  with  their  red-capp'd 
heads  resting  on  their  hands,  or  uproariously  applauding  as  their, 
favourite  got  the  turn.  Smithfield  drovers,  with  their  badges  and  knotty 
clubs;  huge  coated  hackney  coachmen;  coatless  butchers'  boys;  dingy 
dustmen,  with  their  great  aou'- westers ;  sailors,  with  their  pipes;  and 
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Jews,  witli  oranges,  were  mingled  with  Cjptnm  of  the  lowest  order, 
dissolute  boys,  swell  piclcpockets,  and  a  few  simple  countrymen.  At  the 
far  end  of  the  loft,  a  partition  concealed  from  view,  bears,  badgers,  ami 
innumerable  bull-dogs;  while  "gentlemen  of  the  fancy"  sat  with  the 
great  round  heads,  and  glaring  eye-balls  of  others  between  their  knees 
straining  for  their  turn  in  the  pit.  The  yells  and  screams  of  the 
spectators,  the  baying  of  the  dogs,  the  growling  of  the  bears,  the  worrying 
of  the  combatants,  and  the  appearance  of  the  company,  caused  a  shudder 
through  the  frames  of  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  the  Yorkshire  man. 

A  volley  of  yells  and  plaudits  rent  the  building,  as  the  white  dog 
pinned  the  brindled  one  for  the  fourteenth  time,  and  the  lacerated  animal 
refused  to  come  to  the  scratch,  and  as  the  pit  was  cleared  for  a  fresh 
"  set-to,"  Slender  Billy,  with  a  mildness  of  manner  contrasting  with  the 
rudeness  of  the  scene,  passed  our  party  on,  and  turned  out  two  coal- 
heavers  and  a  ticket-porter,  to  place  them  advantageously  near  the 
centre.     This  was  a  signal  for  renewed  uproar. 

"  Make  vay  for  the  real  swells  wot  pay ! "  roared  a  stentorian  voice 
from  the  rafters. 

Crikey,  it's  the  Lord  Mayor ! "  responded  a  shrill  one  from  below. 
Does  your  mother  know  you're  out  ?  "  inquired  a  squeaking  voice 
just  behind. 

"  There's  a  brace  of  plummy  ones ;  "  exclaimed  another,  as  Bowker 
and  Jorrocks  stood  up  together. 

"  Lufy  there  !  luf  f  be  serene  I "  exclaimed  Slender  Billy,  stepping 
into  the  centre  of  the  pit,  making  a  sign  that  had  the  effect  of 
restoring  order  on  the  instant.  Three  cheers  for  the  Captain  were  then 
called  for  by  some  friend  of  Bowker's,  as  he  opened  his  pea-jacket ;  and 
while  they  were  in  course  of  payment,  two  more  bull-dogs  entered  the 
pit,  and  the  sports  were  resumed.  After  several  dog-fights,  Billy's  accom- 
plished daughter  lus^ged  in  a  bear,  which  Billy  fastened  by  his  chain  to  a 
ring  in  the  centre  of  the  pit. 

"  Any  gentleman,"  said  he,  looking  round,  "  may  have  a  run  at  this 
'ere  hanimal  for  sixpence  ;  "  but  though  many  dogs  struggled  to  get  at 
him,  they  almost  all  turned  tail,  on  finding  themselves  solus  with  Bruin. 
Those  that  did  seize  were  speedily  disposed  of,  and  the  company  being 
satisfied,  the  bear  took  his  departure,  and  Billy  announced  the  badger  as 
the  next  performer. 

Slender  Billy's  boy,  a  lad  of  nine  years  old,  had  the  first  run  at  him, 
and  brought  the  badger  out  in  his  mouth,  after  which  it  was  drawn  by 
terriers  at  so  much  a  run,  during  which  Mr.  Jorrocks  criticised  their  per- 
formances, and  with  the  aid  of  Charley  Stobbs  succeeded  in  selecting  one 
for  the  ojlorious  old  Surrey. 

But  enough  of  Slender  Billy  and  his  bull-dogs.  He  was  a  well-known 
character,  but  all  we  have  to  do  with  him  just  now  is  as  the  medium  of 
introduction  between  Jorrocks  and  Stobbs.  That  introduction  ripened 
into  intimacy,  and  many  were  the  excursions  our  friends  had  together, 
Jorrocks  finding  cash,  and  the  Yorkshireman  company.  But  for  Jorrocks, 
and  perhaps  Belinda,  Stobbs  would  very  soon  have  left  the  law,  whose 
crotchety  quibbles  are  enough  to  disgust  any  one  with  a  taste  for  truth 
,Vid  straightforward  riding;  and  this  lengthened  episode  brings  us  back 
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t»  th*  point  fiom  which  wo  itarted,  namel;,  Charley's  arriTal  at 
BjDdlej  CroM. 

"  'Ow  are  ye,  my  lad  o'  wax  ?  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  bounciiiK  out 
in  hia  aky-blue  dreaaing-gown  and  slippera,  as  Charley  appeared  at  the 
fcarden-gate,  where  we  have  moat  unceremoniously  kept  him  standing 
during  his  tntroduetion. 

"Delighted  to  see  you  1 "  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  wringing  his  hand, 
and  hopping  about  on  one  leg ;  "  most  'appy  indeed  1  Bed  for  yourself 
— stable  for  your  'oss  j  bU  anug  and  comfey,  in  Eact,     Binjimin ! — I  tay, 


"Coining,  sirl — coming  I"  replied  the  boy,  setting  himself  into  s 
fiutian  coat. 

"Take  this  'ere  'oss  to  tte  stable,  and  bid  Pigg  treat  him  as  one  of  bis 
own — warm  stall — thick  blanket — lota  o"  straw — and  crushed  com 
without  end.  Now,  come  in,"  said  he  to  Stobbs,  "  and  get  som»  grub  ; 
and  let's  'oar  alt  about  it."     In  then  they  bundled  together. 

Pretty  Behnda  took  Charles's  proffered  hand  with  a  blush,  and  Mrs. 
Jorrocks  re-entered  the  room  in  a  clean  cap  and  collar  just  as  the  trio 
wNe  settling  into  seats.     What  a  burst  of  inquiries  followed  I 

"  'Ow's  the  dad  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  'Ow  did  you  come  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Jorrocks. 

"  How  is  your  sister  ?  "  half  whispered  Belinda. 

"  Where  have  you  been  since  we  last  saw  you  P  "  was  demanded  before 
Stobbs  had  answered  any  of  the  preceding,  and  a  great  cry  of  eonrersatiou 
was  got  up. 

In  the  evening  Mr.  Jorrocks  celebrated  the  event  with  a  couple  of 
bottlea  of  fine  fruity  port,  and  a  night-cap  of  the  usual  beverage — "  B.  and 
W."  u  he  briefly  designates  his  brandy  and  water. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 


'    Ua,.  J0SROCK9   AT   EAKTH. 


Haitbb  took  a  cooling  draught 
— acouple  ofSeidlitE  powdeii 
— the  Dsxt  morning,  intending 
to  lie  at  earth  as  he  said,  and 
was  Uter  than  nsual  in  getting 
down  stairt.  Stobbs  improved 
his  oppmtunity,  and  got  lix- 
teen  Icmms  of  Belinda,  accord- 
ing to  Ben's  reckoning,  who 
was  tietening  outside,  ere  Mis. 
Jorrocks  made  her  appearance 
either.  A  voluminous  oorre- 
spondence — a  week's  St.  Bo- 
tolpb's-lane  letters,  and  many 
private  ones,  some  about 
hounds,  some  about  horfcs, 
awaited  our  master's  dracent.' 
The  first  he  opened  was  the' 
following  from  our  old  friend 
Dick  Bragg: — 

"Landott, 
"  Deak  Mb.  J., 

"Though  I  fear  it  may 
involve  a  charge  of  fickleness, 
1  feel  it  due  to  myself  to  make  the  following  communication : — 

"  The  fact  of  my  having  offered  my  services  to  you  having  transpired, 
I  have  been  so  persecuted  with  remonstrances  from  those  whose  judgment 
and  good  opinion  I  value,  and  representations  of  the  impolicy  of  accepting 
office,  other  than  in  similar  administrations  to  those  I  have  heretofore 
eo-operated  with,  that  I  really  have  no  alternative  but  most  respectfolly 
to  request  that  you  will  allow  me  to  withdraw  my  previous  commnnication. 
It  is,  I  assure  you,  with  greet  reluctance  that  1  make  this  announcement, 
knowing,  as  I  do,  by  sad  experience,  the  difficulty  there  is  in  obtaming 
talent  even  under  the  moat  favourable  circumstances,  let  alone  in  the 
middle  of  a  season,  when  every  body  worth  having  is  taken  up  ;  hut  it  is 
one  of  those  casualties  that  cannot  be  helped,  end,  in  making  this  com~ 
munication,  allow  me  to  assure  you.  Sir,  that  I  shall  always  speak  of  you 
with  respect.  Sir — yes,  Sir,  I  shall  always  speak  of  you  with  respect,  Sir, 
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and  esteem  yon,  Sir»  as  an  upright  gentleman  and  a  downright  fox-hunter. 
Allow  me  to  subscribe  myself, 

"  Yours  very  faithfully, 

"  BicH.  Braoo. 

"  to  jobbooksb,  esquibk, 

"  Haudlbt  Cross." 

*'  Ah !  Bich.  Bifagg  indeed,"  grunted  Mr.  Jorrocks  when  he  read  it, 
"  you  must  think  I've  a  deal  more  o*  the  Michaelmas  bird  i'  me  than  I 
*aye  to  believe  you  wrote  this  afore  you  got  my  letter.  There,  Batsay,** 
said  he,  as  the  handsome  maid  now  entered  with  the  hissing  urn,  "  take 
that,"  handing  it  to  her,  "  and  make  curl-papers  on't,  and  don't  you  be  so 
'eavy  on  my  witey-brown." 

llie  next  letter  he  selected  was  from  Mr.  Bowker. 

"ZAneoln't  Inn,  London, 

"DeabSir, 

"On  calling  to  pay  'The  Life'  for  your  advertisement  of 
'A  hunting-man  wanted,'  he  expressed  a  wish  for  you  to  contribute 
information  respecting  the  sport  with  your  hounds ;  and,  knowing  I  had 
the  honour  of  your  acquaintance,  he  wished  me  to  sound  you  on  the 
subject.  He  says  he  gets  lots  of  pot-house  accounts  of  stag,  and  bag  fox- 
hunting, with  harriers,  and  such  like  rubbish  ;  but  what  he  wants  is  real 
sporting  accounts  of  runs  with  superior  establishments  like  yours.  An 
editor,  yon  know,  can't  be  everywhere,  or  he  would  like  to  have  a  horse  in 
every  hunt  in  the  kingdom ;  but  he  says  if  you  would  have  the  kindness 
to  furnish  off-hand  accounts,  he  would  spice  them  up  with  learning  and 
Latin.  He  has  '  Moore's  Dictionary  of  Quotations,'  and  can  come  the 
classical  quite  as  strong  as  the  great  Mr.  Pomponius  Ego,  whom  they 
reckon  the  top-sawyer  in  that  line.  Some  gentlemen,  '  The  Life '  says, 
send  their  accounts  to  a  third  party,  to  be  copied  and  forwarded  as  from 
an  indifferent  person  ;  but  that  consumes  time  without  answering  a  good 
end,  as  the  utmost  secrecy  may  be  relied  upon,  and  *  The  Life '  is  most 
particular  in  combing  them  into  English.  In  short,  gentlemen  unaccus- 
tomed to  public  writing  may  forward  their  accounts  to  him  with  perfect 
confidence. 

"You  will  be  sorry  to  hear  the  Slender  is  in  trouble.  He  had  long 
been  suspected  of  certain  spiritual  runnings,  in  the  shape  of  an  illicit  still, 
at  the  back  of  his  horse-slaughtering  premises  in  Copenhagen  Fields,  and 
an  exciseman  was  despatched  last  Thursday  to  watch,  aft^vif  necessary, 
take  him.  Somehow  or  other  the  exciseman  has  never  cast  up  again, 
and  poor  Billy  has  been  taken  up  on  suspicion  of  having  sent  him  to 
'  that  bourne  from  whence  no  traveller  returns.'  I  hope  he  has  not,  but 
time  will  show. 

"  Susan  Slummers  has  cut  the  Cobourg^  and  got  engaged  at  Sadlers' 
Wells,  under  the  name  of  Clarissa  Howard.  I  said  if  she  was  choosing  a 
name,  she  might  as  well  take  a  good  one :  she  is  to  do  genteel  comedy, 
and  is  not  to  be  called  upon  to  paint  black  or  wear  tights.  Her  legs  have 
got  rather  gummy  of  late,  from  too  constant  strain  on  the  sinews,  and  the 
manager  wanted  to  reduce  her  salary,  and  Susan  kicked  in  consequence ; 
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and  this  reminds  me  that  I  have  seen  a  blister  in  yoor  staUe— James's  or 
Joneses,  I  forget  which — that  your  groom,  Benjamin,  told  me  you  applied 
to  horses'  legs  when  they  are  enlarged.  Might  I  take  the  liberty  of 
asking  if  you  think  it  would  be  beneficially  applied  in  this  case? 

"  As  I  presume  from  a  letter  I  had  from  Mr.  Stobbs  the  other  day  that 
he  will  be  with  you  by  this  time,  perhaps  you  will  ha?e  the  kindness  to 
inform  him  that  Mrs.  B.  will  send  his  '  baccy '  by  the  early  train  to- 
morrow, along  with  your  Seidlitz  powders,  so  as  to  make  one  parcel  do. 
Old  Twist's  business  is  sadly  fallen  ofiT — my  fees  have  diminished  a  third 
•^^hough  my  twist  hasn't.  We  have  only  half  the  number  of  pupils  we 
had.  That,  however,  makes  no  difference  to  me,  as  I  never  got  anything 
from  them  but  sauce.  I  hope  Mrs.  and  Miss  Jorrocks  are  enjoying  the 
pure  air  of  Handley  Cross.  We  are  enjoying  a  dense  yellow  fog  here — to 
thick  and  so  damp,  that  the  gas-lights,  which  have  been  burning  all  day, 
are  hardly  visible ;  I  tripped  over  a  child  at  the  .comer  of  Chancery  Lane, 
and  pitched  head  foremost  into  an  old  chestnut-woman's  roasting  oven. 

''By  the  way,  I  read  an  advertisement  in  a  north  country  paper 
the  other  day,  of  '  the  eatage  of  the  fog  in  a  park  to  let.'  I  wish  soqie 
one  would  take  the  eatage  of  it  here ;  he'd  get  a  good  bellyful,  I'm  sure. 
Adieu.  Excuse  haste  and  a  bad  pen,  as  the  pig  said  when  he  ran  away 
from  the  butcher ;  and  believe  me  to  remain, 

"  Dear  Sir, 

"  Yours  most  respectfully, 

"  Wm.  Bowker. 

"  To  John  Jorrocks,  Esq. 
<'  Master  of  Fox-Hounds,  &c.  ko. 

'*  Handlet  Cross  Spa."  , 

Then  before  Mr.  Jorrocks  got  half  through  his  city  letters  and  made 
his  pencil  observations  thereupon — who  to  do  business  with,  whose 
respectability  to  inquire  into,  who  to  dun,  who  to  decline  dealing  with, 
the  gossiping  Handley  Cross  Paul  Pry,  with  its  list  of  arrivals, 
fashionable  millinery,  dental  surgery  advertisements,  &c.,  having  pasaed 
the  ordeal  of  the  kitchen,  made  its  appearance  with  the  following 
important  announcement : — 

"  The  Handley  Cross  (Mb.  Jobrocks's)  Fox-Hounds 

"  Will  meet  on  Wednesday  at  the  Bound  of  Beef  and  Carrots,  Apple- 
dove-road,  and  on  Saturday  at  the  Mountain  Daisy,  near  Hookey 's  Hij^b, 
each  day  at  ten  o'clock. 

"N.B.  These  hounds  will  hunt  Mondays  and  Fridays,  with  an  occasional 
bye  on  the  Wednesdays  in  future.** 

**  Why  you're  advertising,  I  see  1"  exclaimed  Charley,  on  reading  the  above. 

•*I  am,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  a  grin,  "corain'  it  strong,  arn't  IP" 

"  Very,*'  replied  Stobbs,  **  three  days  a  week — will  want  a  good  many 
horses  for  that." 

"  O,  I  sha'n't  be  much  troubled  on  the  Wednesdays,"  rejoined 
Mr.  Jorrocks ;  "  shall  jest  make  that  long  or  short  'cordin'  as  it  suits." 

**  But  you'll  go  out  I  s'pose,"  observ^  Stobbs. 

^'In  course,"  replied  Jorrocks.     "In  course — only  I  shall  go  out  at 
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iny  own  hotur — may  be  height,  may  be  siyia,  may  be  aa  soon  as  we  can 
see.  Not  many  o'  these  waterin'  place  birds  that'll  get  hup  for  an  'unt, 
only  ye  see  as  1  wants  their  money,  I  mnst  give  them  walue  receired— or 
summut  like  it ;  but  there's  nothing  like  the  momin'  for  makin'  the  foxes 
cry  '  Capevi  I '  "  added  he,  with  a  grin  of  delight.  ^ 

"  Nothing,"  assented  Stobbs. 

*'  We'll  'ave  some  rare  chi?eys ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Joiroeki,  his  eyes 
glistenmg  as  he  spoke. 

"  Hope  so,"  replied  Stobbs,  adding,  "  let's  give  them  a  trot  oat  lo-day." 

"  To-day,'*  mused  our  master — "  to-day,"  repeated  he,  thrusting  his 
hands  deep  in  his  pockets,  and  then  taking  a  dry  shave  of  his  "chin-^ 
"  couldn't  well  go  out  to«day.  To-morrow  if  you  like — got  a  lot  o*  letters 
to  write  and  things  to  do — not  quite  right  nouther — feel  as  if  I'd  eat  a 
hat  or  a  pair  o'  worsted  stockins. 

•*  To-morrow  will  be  too  near  your  regular  day,"  observed  Stobbs. 

**  Ah,  true,  so  it  would,"  assented  Mr.  Jorrocks,  thinking  he  must 
attend  to  appearances  at  first,  at  all  events. 

"  Better  give  them  a  round  to-day,"  continued  Stobbs,  returning  to  his 
point. 

"  Not  prepared,"  mused  Jorrocks — "  not  prepared.  Pigg  hasn't  got 
himself  *  fettled  oop '  yet,  as  he  calls  it." 

"  Oh  yes  he  has,"  replied  Stobbs — "  saw  him  tr}  ing  on  his  tops  as  I 
came  down  stairs,  and  his  red  coat  and  waistcoat  were  lying  on  the 
kitchen  table. 

"  Indeed,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks — "wonder  'ow  he  looks  in  *em.  Only 
a  hugly  beggar  out  on  'em." 

"  He's  a  varmint  looking  chap,"  obser^'cd  Stobbs. 

"  Yes,  he  is,"  assented  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  "  ope  he's  keen." 

"  How's  Ben  off  that  way  ?  "  asked  Stobbs. 

"  Oh,  Bin's  a  fine  bouy,"  observed  Jorrocks,  "  and  I  makes  no  doubt  'ill 
train  on.     Home  wasn't  built  in  a  day,  Constantinople  nouther." 

"  Certainly  not,"  assented  Stobbs,  thinking  if  Ben  made  a  sportsman 
he  was  very  much  mistaken. 

After  a  vigorous  attack  upon  the  muffins,  kidneys,  fried  ham,  marma- 
lade, and  other  good  things  adorning  Mr.  Jorrocks's  breakfast  table,  our 
Yorkshire  friend  again  tried  to  draw  the  great  M.F.H.  for  a  day. 

"  Couldn't  we  give  the  'ounds  a  trot  out  by  way  of  exercise,  think  ye  ?" 
asked  he. 

Don't  know,"  grunted  Jorrocks  from  the  bottom  of  his  coffee-cup. 

Wot  good  would  that  do?  " 

**  Make  'em  handy,"  replied  Stobbs. 

"  'Andy  enough,"  replied  our  master,  bolting  a  large  piece  of  muffin, 

Andy  as  ladies'  maids.    Can  do  everything  'oepi  pay  their  own  pikes." 

Despite  this  confident  assertion,  Stobbs  still  atock  to  him.  First  he 
proposed  that  Pigg  aud  he  should  take  the  hounds  out  together.  This 
Jorrocks  wouldn't  stand.  "  Be  sure  to  get  into  mischief."  Then  Stobbs 
thought  it  would  do  Jorrocks  a  vast  deal  of  good  to  have  a  bump  on  one  of 
his  great  rough  horses.  Our  master  couldn't  quite  gainsay  this,  though  he 
did  look  out  of  the  window,  observing  that  the  sun  had  risen  very  red«  that 
he  thought  it  would  rain,  and  he  shouldn't  like  to  get  wet. 
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"  Oh,  it  'ill  not  rain,"  replied  Stobbs — "  not  till  night  at  least," 
added  he  confidently. 

"  Don't  know  that,"  granted  Mr.  Jorroclta ;  "  Gabey  aeema  to  be  of  a 
different  'pinion,"  added  he,  a«  the  noble  old  pencoclc  now  emerged  from 
under  a  sua-bright  Portugal  lanrel,  and  stretching  his  neck,  and  flapping 
bis  wings,  uttered  a  wild  piercing  scream, 

"BaiJi  my  rig,  bnt  that  looks  like  it!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocka ; 
adding,  as  he  caught  up  his  right  foot  with  a  shake  of  hia  head,  "  Gabriel 
Junka  ia  seldom  wrong,  and  my  corns  are  on  faia  side." 

Still  Stobba  persevered,  anil,  by  dint  of  agitation,  at  length  aucceeded 
in  getting  Jorrocka  not  only  to  go  out,  but  to  have  a  draw  in  Newtimber 
forest ;  Stobba  observing,  and  Jorrocks  assenting,  that  there  would  be 
very  little  more  trouble  in  running  the  hounds  through  the  cover  than  in 
trotting  them  along  the  road.  And,  with  some  misgivings,  Jorrocks  let 
Stobbs  go  to  make  the  airaogements,  while  be  applied  himself  vigorously 
to' his  lettera. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

A  QtJIBT  BTB. 

IGCt  was  all  eager  for  the  fray, 
and  readily  came  into  Stobbs's 
suggestion,  that  they  should  go 
out,  and  just  take  their  chance 
of  finding  a  foi,  and  at  bis  going 
to  ground  or  not  as  luck  and  hia 
courage  served. 

"  Ar'U  gan  to'ard  Duncan's, 
and  get  his  grey  for  wor  Ben," 
said  Pigg,  "  gin  ye'll  set  the  lad 
on  to  seddle  the  rest ;"  adding, 
"the  Squi-er  ar's  warned  'ill 
ride  Arterienes." 

Off  then  Pigg  went  to  Duncan 
NevJns,  and  returned  with  a  woe 
b^oue  looking  horse  in  a  halter, 
before  Stobbs  had  made  any  pro- 
gress  in  his  department.  Ben 
,  was  not  to  be  found.  Neither 
at  Mrs.  Candy  the  tart-woman's, 
nor  at  Mrs.  Biffin's  apple-stall, 
nor  at  Strap  the  saddler's,  nor 
at  any  of  his  usual  haunts,  was 
anything  to  be  heard  of  the  boy. 
The  fact  was,  he  had  been  unable  to  rcsiot  a  ride  at  the  back  of  a  return 
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chaise  pasfluig  along  Janiper  Street,  and  being  canglit  by  his  apron  in  the 
spikes,  had  been  carried  nearly  to  Copse  Field  before  he  got  himself  disen- 
tangled. 

The  oraoe  Gabriel  having  continoed  his  monitions,  Mr.  Jorrodn 
thought  to  make  the  absenee  of  the  boy  an  excuse  for  not  going,  but  now 
having  both  Stobbs  and  Pigg  ranged  against  him,  he  was  soon  driven 
from  the  attempt.  Pigg  said  "  Squi-er  Stobbs  wad  de  quite  as  weal  as 
Ben,**  and  Jorrocks,  little  loth  at  heart  perhaps,  at  length  hoisted  himself 
on  to  Arterxerxes  with  a  swag  that  would  have  sent  a  light-carcassed 
horse  over,  letting  the  now  smartly-clad  Pigg  ride  the  redoubtable 
Xerxes.  So  with  Stobbs  in  front,  Jorrocks  with  the  hounds,  and  Pigg 
behind,  they  set  off  at  a  gentle  trot,  telling  the  inquirers  that  they  were  only 
going  to  exercise,  a  delusion  that  Mr.  Jorrocks's  hat  seemed  to  favour. 

Bump,  bump, — jog,  jog,— on  they  went ;  Mr.  Jorrocks  now  chiding, 
now  coaxing,  now  dropping  an  observation  fore  or  aft,  now  looking  at  the 
sky,  and  now  at  his  watch. 

"  Des  say  we  shall  find  pretty  soon,"  -observed  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  •*  for  they 
tells  me  the  cover  has  not  been  disturbed  this  long  time ;  and  there's  lots 
of  lyin* — nice,  and  dry,  and  warm — foxes  like  damp  beds  as  little  as 
Christians.  Uncommon  pretty  betch,  that  Barbara, — like  Bravery  as 
two  peas, — by  Billin'sgate  out  o'  Benedict,  I  think.  'Opes  we  may  get 
blood ;  it'll  do  them  a  deal  o'  good,  and  make  them  steady  for  the  Beef 
and  Carrots.  Wen  we  gets  the  'ounds  all  on  the  square,  we  'ill  'ave  the 
great  Mr.  Pomponious  Hego  to  come  and  give  us  a  good  boiling.  Nothin* 
like  soap. 

*'  Hooi  I  you  chap  with  the  turnip-cart  1 "  now  roared  our  nwster,  to  a 
cartman  coming  up ;  "  vot  do  yon  mean  by  stickin'  your  great  ugly 
wehicle  right  afore  my  *ounds  I — Mr.  Jorrocks'  'ouuds,  in  fact  1  I'll  skin 
ye  alive  I  "  added  he,  looking  at  the  man,  who  stood  staring  with  asto- 
nishment. And  again  they  went,  bump,  bump,  jog,  jog,  at  that  pleasant 
post-boy  pace,  that  has  roused  the  bile  of  so  many  sportsmen,  and  set  so 
many  riders  fighting  with  their  horses. 

At  length  they  reached  the  cover  side, — a  long  wood  stretching  up  the 
sides  of  a  gently  sloping  hill,  and  widening  towards  the  summit.  On  the 
crown  there  stood  a  clump  of  Scotch  firs  and  hollies,  forming  a  landmark 
for  many  miles  round.  Turning  from  the  high-road  into  a  g^rass  field  on 
the  right,  the  party  pulled  up  to  reconnoitre  the  ground,  and  make  their 
final  arrangements. 

"  Now/'  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  standing  erect  in  his  stirrups,  and  pointing 
with  his  whip,  which  had  the  effect  of  making  half  the  pack  break  towards 
the  cover, — "  Now,"  said  he,  as  soon  as  he  had  got  them  turned,  **  this  is 
a  good  big  wood — 'two  'undred  acres  or  more — and  they  tells  me  the  foxes 
generally  lie  on  the  risin'  ground,  towartls  the  clump.  The  vind's  north- 
vest  ;  so  if  we  puts  hin  at  this  point,  we  shall  draw  up  it,  and  p'rhaps  get 
close  to  the  warmint  at  startin',  which  is  a  grand  thing ;  but,  howsomever, 
let's  be  doin*.  Draw  your  girths,  Pigg,  or  your  'oss  'U  slip  through  his 
saddle.  Now  observe,  there  are  three  rides — one  on  each  side,  one  hup 
the  middle,  all  leadin'  to  the  clump ;  and  there  are  cross  ones  in  all 
directions ;  so  no  man  need  be  *fraid  o*  losin'  himself.  Now  let's  put  in. 
l^iggf  open  the  wicket." 


182  HAliDUSY  CBOSS; 

*^  It's  locked,"  obsenred  Pigg,  running  the  hammer  of  his  whip  into  the 
rails,  throwing  himself  off  his  horse,  and  pulling  a  great  clasp-knife  out  of 
his  pocket  as  he  spoke.  "  Sink,  but  it  aye  gars  mar  knife  laugh  to  see  a 
lock  put  upon  leather,"  added  he,  as  he  drew  the  huge  blade  across  the 
stiff  band  that  secured  the  gate.  Open  flew  the  wicket — in  went  the  pack 
with  a  dash,  a  qrash,  and  a  little  music  from  the  riotous  ones,  whieh  gra- 
dually yielded  to  the  **  Ha?e  a  cares  I  "  and  "  Genify,  Wenus; "  **  Gently, 
Lousey  *'  (Louisa),  with  the  cracks  of  the  whips  of  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  his 
huntsman. 

"  Now,  Pigg,  my  frind,  let's  haTe  a  touch  o'  north  country  science,** 
observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  bringing  his  horse  alongside  of  his  huntsman's. 
"  I'd  like  toell  to  kill  a  fox  to-day ;  I'd  praise  you  werry  much  if  we  did." 

'*  Jye,  a^e,"  said  Pigg.  '*  Hoic  in,  Lousey  t  Solid  puddin's  better  nor 
empty  praise.  Have  at  him  there.  Statesman,  old  boy,— -ye  look  like  a 
finoer.  Deil  bon  me,  but  ar  thought  ar  winded  him  at  the  crossin'  there," 
added  Pigg,  pulling  his  horse  short  back  to  a  cross  ride  he  had  just  passed* 
"  Hoic  in  there.  Priestess,  oi»ld  gal,"  said  he,  to  an  old  black  and  white 
bitch,  feathering  round  some  gorse  anong  the  underwood ;  waving  his 
hand  as  he  spoke.  ''  That's  gospel,  ar  warrant  ye,"  continued  he,  watching 
her  movements. 

"  What  will't  tak  for  t'ard  nag  ?  "  inquired  Pigg,  of  a  besom-maker, 
who  now  came  down  the  ride  with  a  wretched  white  Bosinante,  laden  with 
stden  brnshwood. — **  Have  at  him,  there.  Challenger  I "  speaking  to  a 
hound. 

"  Twenty  shiUin',"  replied  the  man. 

••  Gie  ye  eight ! "  was  the  answer. — "  Yooi,  push  him  up  f "  to  the 
hound. 

"  Tak'  twelve,"  rejoined  the  tinker.  "  Good  horse — can  get  up  of  hisself, 
top  puller  and  all  t " 

"  Aye,  but  we  dinna  want  him  to  poole  ;  we  want  him  to  eat,"  replied 
Pigg.  *^Had  diiU!*'  exclaimed  he;  ''ar  Mm  Awi/— Tallt  ho  I" 
roared  Pigg,  cramming  his  spurs  into  his  horse,  and  dashing  past  Jorrocks 
like  a  shot.  Out  went  both  horns — twang — twang — twang  sounded 
Pigg' 8 ;  wow  !  wow !  wow  t  went  Jorrocks' s  in  deeper  and  more  substan- 
tiid  notes,  and  in  a  very  short  time,  the  body  of  the  pack  were  laid  on  the 
scent,  and  opened  the  concert  with  an  overpowering  burst  of  melody* 

'*  Oh,  beautiful  1  beautiful !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  in  raptures,  as 
each  hound  put  his  nose  to  the  ground,  and  acknowledged  the  correctness 
of  the  scent.  *'  Oh,  beautiful  indeed  1 "  added  he,  thumping  the  end  of 
his  horn  upon  his  thigh,  as  though  he  were  cutting  large  gun-waddinga 
out  of  his  breeches.  "  'Ow  true  to  the  line !  best  'ounds  in  England,  by 
far — never  were  such  a  pack !  Shall  have  a  rare  Chevy — all  alone  to  our«» 
selves  ;  and  when  I  gets  home  I'D  write  an  account  to  '  Bell's  Life,'  and 
*  The  Field,'  which  nobody  can  eontradiet.  Hark  forrard  I  hark  forrard  1 
bark  forrard  1  away ! "  continued  he,  ramming  the  spurs  into  Arterxerxes's 
sides,  to  induce  him  to  change  his  lumbering  trot  into  a  oanter,  which  having 
accomplished,  Mr.  Jorrocks  settled  himseLT  into  a  regular  home  seat  in  his 
saddle,  and  pounded  up  a  grass  ride  through  the  centre  of  the  wood  in  a 
perfect  frenzy  of  delight,  as  the  hounds  worked  their  way  a  Utile  to  his  right 
with  a  full  and  melodious  cry. 
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*'  Hotld  hard*  je  tAckleu  oold  sinner  I  "  now  cried  Pigg,  orosting  the 
main  ride  at  a  canter,  and  nearly  knocking  Jorrocks  off  his  horse,  as  lia 
charged  him  in  his  stride.  *'  Had  (hold)  bye,  ar  toy  I  "  he  roared  in  his 
master's  ear ;  "or  ar'll  be  dingin'  on  ye  down — ^fox  crossed  reet  in  onder 
husse's  tail,  and  thou  sits  glowerin'  there  and  ne?er  see'd  him." 

Oat  went  both  the  horns  again — twang  1 — twang  1 — twang ;  wow  I 
wowl  wowl 

"Hark  together  1  hark!  get  forrard,  hounds,  get  fonrardl"  cried 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  cracking  his  ponderous  whip  at  some  tingerers  that  loitered 
on  the  ride,  questionbg  the  correctness  of  their  comrades'  cry.  "  Oei 
/^rrard,  I  say  I  '*  repeated  he,  with  redoubled  energy.  "  Confound  your 
nnbeiierin'  souls  1 "  added  he,  as  they  went  to  cr?.  "  Now  they  are  aU 
on  him  again  1  Oh,  beautiful,  beautiful ! "  exchumed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  in 
ecstacies.  "  I'll  Uy  five  punds  to  a  fiddler^a  farthin'  they  kill  him.  Mis- 
chief in  their  cry  1 — a  rare  scent — can  wind  him  myself.  So  saying,  he 
gathered  up  his  reins  again,  thrust  hia  feet  home  in  the  stirrups,  crammed 
the  spurs  into  his  horse,  and  rolled  back  on  the  ride  he  had  just  come  up. 
"  Hark  I "  now  cried  our  master,  pulling  up  short  and  holding  his  hand 
in  the  air,  as  though  he  had  a  hundred  and  fifty  horsemen  at  his  tail  to 
check  in  their  career.  *MIark!"  again  he  exclaimed;  ^'whoay,  'oss, 
whoay  I "  trying  to  get  Arterxerxea  to  stand  still  and  let  him  listen. 
"  Now,  fool,  Tot  are  you  champing  the  bit  for  P — whoay,  1  say  !  He's 
turned  short  again  1  Hoick  back  I  Hoick  back  1  They've  overrun  the 
scent,"  continued  he,  listening,  as  the  chorus  gradually  died  out ;  "or," 
added  he,  "  he  nu^  have  got  to  ground." 

"  Tally  ho  I "  now  screamed  Jorrocks,  as  a  magnificent  fellow  in  a 
spotless  suit  of  ruddy  fur  crossed  the  ride  before  him  at  a  quiet,  stealing, 
listening  sort  of  pace,  and  gave  a  whisk  of  his  well-tagged  brush  on  enter- 
ing the  copse- wood  across.  ** Hoop !  hoop!  hoop!  hoop!**  roared 
Mr.  Jorrocin,  putting  his  finger  in  his  ear,  and  holloaing  as  loud  as  ever 
he  could  shout ;  and  just  as  he  got  his  horn  fumbled  past  the  guard. 
Dexterous,  Affable,  and  Mercury,  dashed  across  the  ride,  lashing  their 
sterns  and  bristling  for  blood,  and  Figg  appeared  a  little  below  cantering 
along  with  the  rest  of  the  pack  at  his  horse's  heels.  "  Here,  Pigg  I  there^ 
Piggf"  roared  Mr.  Jorrocks;  "just  by  the  old  hoak-stump. — Gently 
now  !  ah,  ware  'eel — that's  not  the  vay  of  him ;  he's  hover  to  the  left,  I 
tells  ye.  That's  him !  Mercury  has  him.  Hoick  to  Mercury,  hoick ! 
pei  mmmf,  get  away,  get  away,  *ounds  !  hoick  together  I  hoick  together  t 
Oh,  Pigg,  wot  a  wopper  he  is !  "  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  as  Pigg  joined 
him  in  the  ride.  "The  biggest  fox  whatever  was  seen-^if  we  do  but  kill 
him — my  vig !  1*11  eat  his  tongue  fof  supper.  Have  it  grilled,  *  cum 
gramo  %ali^*  with  a  ^-tle  Cayenne  pepper,  as  Pomponius  Hego  would 
•ay.'* 

"Aye,"  replied  Pigg,  grinning  with  delight,  his  cap-peak  in  the  air  and 
the  tobaooo-juice  streaming  down  his  mouth  like  a  Chinese  mandarin. 
"Ar'llbfrthe<2M^A(/a4ilt^i«i'mysel'l"  Sayingwhioh  he  hustled  his  horse 
and  turned  to  his  hounds. 

Away  they  go  again  full  cry  across  the  cover  to  the  utmost  limits,  and 
then  bMk  again  to  the  ieur  side.  Now  the  fox  takes  a  full  swing  round, 
bnt  won't  quit — ^now  he  cuts  across — ^now  Mr.  Joirooks  views  him»  and 
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sweara  lell  bave  his  brains  u  well  as  bis  tongue  for  supper.    Plgg  baa 
Iiim  next,  and  again  comes  Ur.  Jorrocks's  turn.    "  Daeh  my  vig,  but  he's 


a  tough  'uu  t "  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  Jnmea  Pigg,  as  they  met  again 
on  the  rising  ground  at  the  top  of  the  ride,  where  Mr.  Jorrocks  had  been 
fifteen  times  and  Pigg  seventeen,  both  their  horses  streaming  with  perspi- 
ration, and  the  blue  and  yellow  worsted  fronts  of  the  bridles  emboaaed 
with  foam.  "Dash  my  vig,  but  it's  a  million  aud  a  half  of  petties," 
continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  looking  at  his  watch,  and  seeing  it  wanted  but 
twenty  mioutea  to  four,  "  that  we  advertised,  for  there's  a  wast  o'  go 
left  in  him  yet,  and  he'll  take  the  shine  out  of  some  of  our  'ounds 
before  he  is  done  with  them — send  them  dragglin'  'ome  with  their  stems 
down — make  'era  cry  capevi,  I'm  thinking." 

"Niver  fear!"  exclaimed  Pigg — "  niver  fear! — whativer  ye  de  keep 
TamborecD  a  rowlin' — yonder  he  ganst  ar  wiah  it  mayn't  be  a  freah  un. 
Am't  draggled  a  bit," 
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*'  Oh,  I  'opes  not  I  '*  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  the  picture  of  despair  $ 
*'  Would  eat  him,  brush  and  all,  sooner  than  that.  Ob,  dear  I  oh,  dear  1 
a  fresh  fox  would  be  cruel — *ounds  deserve  him — worked  him  well." 

"Now  they  begin  to  chass  !  "  exclaimed  Pi{2^,  listening  to  the  ripening 
chorus.  "  Aye,  but  there's  a  grand  scent ! — ^Ar'U  be  the  death  of  a 
shillin'  if  we  de  b.ut  kill  him.  How  way,  ould  man,  how  way,"  continued 
^g^>  cheeringly,  jerking  his  arm  to  induce  his  master  to  follow^ 
"  Whatiyer  ye  de,  keep  Tamboreen  a  rowlin'  1  *'  continued  Pigg,  spurring 
and  jagging  his  horse  into  a  canter. 

On  Inan  and  master  go — now  they  meet  Charley,  and  all  three  are 
together.  Again  they  part  company  for  different  rides,  each  according  to 
his  fancy.  There  is  an  evident  improvement  in  the  scent,  but  whether 
from  a  fresh  fox,  or  the  hounds  having  got  nearer  the  hunted  one,  is 
matter  of  doubt.  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  elated  and  excited  beyond  expression. 
The  hounds  are  evidently  working  the  fox,  but  the  fear  of  a  fresh  one 
rather  mars  his  enjoyment.  The  hounds  turn  short,  and  Pigg  and 
Charles  again  join  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

'*  A 1  man  alive,  but  they  are  a  dustin'  bis  jacket !  "  exclaimed  Piggy 
pulling  up  to  listen ; — "  iv'ry  hund's  at  him ;"  saying  which  he  pulled  out 
a  large  steel  box  and  stuffed  his  mouth  full  of  tobacco. 

A  sudden  pause  ensues — all  still  as  death — not  a  note — not  even  a 
whimper ! 

"  JFho  hoop  !  "  exclaims  Mr.  Jorrocks  in  ecstacies — **  Who  hoop  1 1  say 
— heard  the  leadin'  *ound  crack  his  back !     Old  Cruiser  for  a  guinea  1 " 

"  Yonder  (key  gan  I "  cried  Pigg,  pointing  to  a  hog-backed  hill  on  the 
left,  over  which  three  couple  of  hounds  were  straining  to  gain  the  body 
of  the  pack — saying  which  he  dapt  spurs  to  his  horse  and  dashed  off  at 
full  gallop,  followed  by  Charles. 

•  *•**«• 

•*  Oh,  dear  I  oh,  dear ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  the  picture  of  despair 
— "  wot  shall  I  do  ?  wot  shall  I  do  ? — gone  away  at  this  hour — strange 
country — nobody  to  pull  the  'edges  down  for  me  or  catch  my  'oss  if  I  gets 
spilt,  and  there's  that  Pigg  ridin'  as  if  there  was  not  never  no  such 
man  as  his  master.  Pretty  kettle  of  fish  I  "  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
trotting  on  in  the  line  they  had  taken.  A  bridle-gate  let  him  out  of 
cover,  and  from  the  first  hill  our  master  sees  bis  hounds  going  like 
pigeons  over  the  large  grazing  grounds  of  Beddington  Bottoms,  with 
Pigg  and  Stobbs  a  little  in  the  rear,  riding  as  hard  as  ever  their  horses 
can  lay  legs  to  the  ground. 

"  'Ow  that  Scotch  beggar  rides  I  **  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing 
Pigg  going  as  straight  as  an  arrow,  which  exclamation  brought  him  to  his 
first  fence  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  over  which  both  horsemen  had  passed 
without  disturbing  a  twig. 

"  'Old  up,  'oss  I  "  roared  Mr.  Jorrocks,  seizing  the  reins  and  whip 
with  one  hand  and  the  cantrel  of  the  saddle  with  the  other,  as  Arter- 
zerxes  floundered  sideways  through  a  low  fence  with  a  little  runner  on 
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the  far  si^.  ^^'Old  vv\"  repeated  he,  at  they  got  terairiUed:  through, 
looldog  baek  and  aajing,  **  Terrible  naaty  place — wonders  I  ever  got  oven 
Shoald  ha'  been  drund  to  a  certainty  if  Td  got  in.  Wouldn't  ride  at 
it  again  for  nothin'  under  Imighthood — Sir  John  Jorrocks,  KjQ%ht  1  *' 
continued  he,  shortemng  his  hold  of  hit  horse.  "  hnd  mj  ladyship 
Jorroeksl*'  added  he.  ** She'd  be  bad  to  'old — shouldn't  wonder  if 
she'd  be  for  goia*  to  Halmack's.  Dash  my  buttons,  but  I  wish  I  was  off 
this -beastly  fidlow,"  continued  he;  "wonderful  thing  to  me  that  the 
farmers  can^t  see  there'd  be  less  trouble  i'  growin'  grass  than  in  makin' 
these  na$ty  mtty  fields.  'Eavens  be  praised,  there's  a  gate — and  a  lane  too," 
saying  wluch  he  was  speedily  in  the  latter,  and  gathering  his  horse  toge* 
ther  hC' set  off  at  a  bride  trot  in  the  direction  he  last  saw  the  hounds  going. 

Terribly  deep  it  was,  and  great  Arterxerxes  made  a  noise  like  the 
drawing  of  corks  as  he  blobbed  along  through  the  stiffs  holding  day. 

Thus  Mr.  Jorrocks  proceeded  for  a  mile  or  more,  until  he  came  upon  a 
red-cloaked  g^psy  wench  stealing  sticks  from  a  rotten  fence  on  the  left. 

*'  'Ave  you  seen  my  'ounds,  ould  gal?  "  inquired  he,  pulling  up  short. 

**  Bless  your  beautiful  countenance,  my  cock  angel  1 "  exclaimed  the 
woman,  in  astonishment  at  the  sight  of  a  man  in  a  scarlet  coat  with  a 
face  to  match ;  "  bless  your  beautiful  countenance,  you're  the  very  babe 
I've  been  looking  for  all  this  blessed  day — cross  my  palm  with  a  bit  o' 
siller,  and  I'll  teU  you  sich  a  fortin ! " 

"  Cuss  YOUR  FORTIN !  "  roared  Mr.  Jorrocks,  sticking  spurs  into  his 
horse,  and  grinning  with  rage  at  the  idea  of  having  pulled  up  to  listen  to 
such  nonsense. 

"  I  hope  you'll  brick  your  neck,  ye  nasty  ugly  ould  thief !  "  rejoined 
the  gipsy,  altering  her  tone. 

"  Opes  I  shamU,**  muttered  Mr.  Jorrocks,  trotting  on  to  get  out  of 
hearing.  Away  he  went,  blob,  blob,  blobbing  through  the  deep  holding 
clay  as  before. 

Presently  he  pulled  up  again  with  a  "  Pray,  my  good  man,  *ave  you 
seen  my  'ounds — Mr.  Jorrocks's  'ounds,  in  fact  P  "  of  a  labourer  scouring 
a  fence-gutter.  "Don't  you  'ear  me,  man?"  bellowed  he,  as  the 
countryman  stood  staring  with  his  hand  on  his  spade. 

"  I  be  dull  of  hearin',  sir,"  at  length  drawled  the  man,  advancing  very 
slowly  towards  our  master  with  his  hand  up  to  his  ear. 

"  Oh,  dear  I  oh,  dear ! "  exclaimed  Mr,  Jorrocks,  starting  off  again, 
"  was  there  ever  sich  a  misfortinate  indiwidual  as  John  Jorrocks  P — 'Ark ! 
vot's  that  ?  Pigg's  *om  ?  Oh,  dear,  only  a  cow !  Come  hup,  'oss,  I 
say,  you  hugly  beast! — there  surely  never  was  sich  a  worthless  beast 
lapped  in  leather  as  you,"  giving  Arterxerxes  a  good  double  thonging  as 
he  spoke.  "  Oh,  dear  I  oh,  dear ! "  continued  he,  **  I  wish  I  was  well 
back  at  the  Cross,  with  my  'ounds  safe  i'  kennel. — Vot  a  go  is  this ! — 
Dinner  at  five— baked  haddocks,  prime  piece  of  fore  chine,  Portingal 
honions,  and. fried  plum-puddin' ;  and  now,  by  these  darkenin'  clouds,  it 
must  be  near  four,  and  here  I  he's,  miles  and  miles  away — 'ounds  still 
runnin',  and  adwertised  for  the  Beef  and  Carrots  on  Wednesday— never 
will  be  fit  to  go,  nor  to  the  Daisy  nouther." 

**  Pray,  my  good  man,"  inquired  he  of  a  drab«coated,  big-basketed 
farmer,  on  a  bay  cart-horse,  whom  he  suddenly  encountered  at  the  turn  of 
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the  road,  "  'are  yoa  seen  anytUng  of  my  'ounds  ?  Mr.  Jbrrocka's  'ounds, 
in  fact?" 

**  Tee,  air,'*  replied  the  fanner,  all  alive ;  <*  they  were  running  past 
Langford  plantations  with  the  fox  dead  beat  close  afore  them." 

"  'Ow  long  since,  my  firind?  "  inquired  Mr.  Jorrocks,  brightening  up. 

''  Oh,  why  just  as  long  as  it's  taken  ma  ta  oome  here-^mebbe  ten 
minutes  or  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  not  longer  certainly;  If  you  put  on  you 
may  be  in  at  the  death  yet." 

Away  went  spurs,  elbows,  and  legs,  elbows  and  kgt,  Arterxerxes  was 
again  impelled  into  a  eanter,  and  our  worthy  master  pounded  along,  aU 
eyes,  ears,  and  fears.  Night  now  drew  on,  the  darkening  clouds  begaij 
to  lower,  bringing  with  them  fog  and  a  drizzling  rain..  **  Bad  go  this," 
said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  rubbing  his  hand  down  his  coat-sleeve,  and  raising  his 
face  to  ascertain  the  precise  amount  of  the  falL  "  Bad  go,  indeed.  Grot 
my  Sunday  'at  on,  too.  Hooi,  bouys  I  did  you  see  th'  'ounds  ?  "  inquired 
he  of  a  troop  of  satdiel-slung  youths,  plodding  their  ways  homeward 
from  school. 

"  Z-e-o-t,"  at  length  drawled  out  one,  after  a  good  stare  at  the  inquirer. 

"  'Ow  long  since  ?  come,  qmck,  bouy !  " 

"  May  be  twenty  minutes ;  just  as  we  com'd  past  Hookem-Snivey 
church  we  see'd  fox,  and  hounds  were  close  ahint^-he  was  varra  tired." 

**  Twenty  minutes,"  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  aloud  to  himself ; '"  twenty 
minutes — ^nuiy  be  a  werry  long  way  off  by  this;  foxes  travel  fast.  Yich 
way  were  th^  a-goin'  P  " 

"  Straight  for  Staunton-Snivey,"  drawled  the  boy, 

"  My  vig !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  vot  a  run ;  if  we  don't  kill 
werry  soon,  it'll  bo  pitch  dark,  and  then  there'll  be  a  pretty  kittle  o'  fish 
— th'  'ounds  will  kill  all  the  ship  (sheep)  i'  the  country — shall  have  a  bill 
as  long  as  my  harm  to  pay." 

Fear  lent  fresh  impetus  to  our  worthy  friend,  and  tightening  his  hold  of 
Arterxerxes's  head,  who  now  began  tripping  and  stumbling,  and  flounder-* 
ing  along  in  a  most  slovenly  manner,  Mr.  Jorrocks  trotted  on,  and 
reaching  Hookem-Snivey,  saw  by  the  foot-people  standing  on  the  church- 

irard  wall,  that  the  hounds  were  **  forrard ;"  he  turned  down  a  lane  to  the 
eft  of  the  village  stocks,  in  the  direction  the  people  were  looking,  and 
catching  Staunton-Snivey  in  the  distance,  set  off  for  it  as  hard  as  ever  he 
could  tear.    A  pretty  clattering  he  made  down  the  stony  road. 

Night  now  drew  on  apace,  and  heavy  darkening  clouds  proclaimed  a 
fast  approaching  storm.  At  Staunton-Snivey,  he  learned  that  the  hounds 
had  just  crossed  the  turnpike  on  to  the  Downs,  with  the  fox  '*  dead  beat 
elo9e  afore  them  ;  "  and  still  unwilling  to  give  in,  though  every  moment 
increased  his  difficulties,  he  groped  open  a  bridle-gate,  and  entered  upon 
the  wide-extending  Plain.  The  wind  had  now  risen,  and  swept  with 
uncommon  keenness  over  the  unprotected  open.  The  drizzling  rain  too 
became  changed  into  larger,  heavier  drops,  and  thrusting  his  hat  upon  his 
brow,  Mr.  Jorrocks  buttoned  his  coat  up  to  the  throat,  and  wrapping  its 
laps  over  his  thighs,  tucked  them  in  between  his  legs  and  the  saddle. 
Dismal  and  disheartening  were  his  thoughts,  and  many  his  misgivings  for 
his  rashness.  "Oh,  dear!  Oh,  dearl"  muttered  he,  "wot  a  most 
momentous  crisis — ^lost  I  lost !  lost  I—- completely  lost  I     Dinner  lost  I 
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'ounds  lost,  self  lost^all  lost  together !  Oh,  vot  evil  genius  ever  tempted 
me  from  the  lovely  retirement  o'  Great  Coram  Street  ?  Oh  !  why  did  I 
neglect  the  friodly  wamin*  o'  Gabriel  Junks  ?  Change,  change — storm, 
storm — ^was  in  his  every  scream,  and  yet  I  would  go.  Cuss  the  rain,  it's 
gettin'  down  my  werry  back,  I  do  declare ; "  saying  which  he  turned  the 
blue  collar  of  his  coat  up  to  his  ears,  and  both  laps  flew  out  with  a 
desperate  gust  of  wind,  "  Ord  rot  it,"  said  he,  "  it's  not  never  no  use 
persewerin',  may  as  well  give  in  at  once  and  'ark  back  to  Snivey ;  my 
Berlins  are  wet  through,  and  I  shall  be  drenched  in  another  second. 
Who-ay,  'oss  1  who-ay ;  stand  still,  you  hugly  beast,  and  let  me  listen* 
The  ducking-headed  brute  at  length  obeyed. 

"  It  M  the  'orn,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  after  sitting  listening  for 
some  time,  with  his  hand  to  his  ear ;  **  it  is  the  'orn,  Pigg's  not  far  off  1 
There  it  goes  again,  but  the  'owling  wind  carries  so  many  ways,  there's 
no  saying  whereabouts  he  is.  I'll  blow,  and  see  if  I  can  'ail  him." 
Mr.  Jorrocks  then  drew  out  his  horn,  and  puffed  and  blew  most  lustily, 
but  the  raging  tempest  scattered  the  notes  before  they  were  well  out  of 
his  mouth,  and  having  exhausted  his  breath,  he  again  paused,  horn  in 
hand,  to  listen.  Between  each  blast  of  the  raging  hurricane,  the  faint 
notes  of  the  horn  were  heard,  some  coming  more  fully  as  the  gale  blew 
more  favourably,  and  a  fuller  one  falling  on  his  ear,  during  a  period  of 
partial  lull,  Mr.  Jorrocks  determined  on  advancing  and  endeavouring  to 
rejoin  his  lost  huntsman.  "  Come  hup,  I  say,  you  hugly  beast !  ** 
exclaimed  he,  getting  Arterxerxes  short  by  the  head,  and  digging  the  spurs 
freely  into  his  sides.  The  lumbering  brute  acknowledged  the  compliment 
with  a  sort  of  half  hitch  of  a  kick.  "  Great  henterpriseless  brute — do 
believe  you'd  rayther  'ave  a  feed  o'  com  than  the  finest  run  wot  ever  was 
seen,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  cropping  him.  Night  had  now  closed  in, 
and  even  the  sort  of  light  of  darkness  that  remains  so  long  to  the 
traveller  who  journeys  onward  with  the  closing  day,  deserted  him,  and 
earth  and  sky  assumed  the  same  sombre  hue  : — 

"  The  dragon  wing  of  night  o'erspread  the  earth." 

Scarce  a  star  was  visible  in  the  firmament,  and  the  few  scattered  lights 
that  appeared  here  and  there  about  the  country,  seemed  like  snatches  of 
hope  Ut  up  for  the  moment  to  allure  and  perplex  the  wanderer. 

"  If  ever  mortal  man  catches  me  in  such  a  quandary  as  this  again," 
exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  I  'opes — oh,  dear  I  who's  there  ? — Cus  those 
Seidlitz  pooders  I — Speak,  I  say! — vot  are  you  ? — Come  hup,  'oss,  I  say  1" 
roared  he,  ramming  the  spurs  into  Arterxerxes,  who  had  suddenly  shied 
off  with  a  loud  snort.  "  Now  for  a  murder ! "  ejaculated  Jorrocks,  still 
cramming  in  the  spurs. 

"  3^ah  /  E-yah  !  E-yah  !  "  went  a  donkey,  greatly  to  the  relief  of 
Mr.  Jorrocks's  mind,  who  had  clenched  his  huge  hammer-headed  whip  by 
the  middle,  so  as  to  give  an  assailant  the  full  benefit  of  its  weight.  Out 
then  went  his  horn  again,  and  the  donkey  brayed  a  full  accompaniment. 

"  Oh,  the  deuce  be  with  the  hanimal  1 "  cried  Jorrocks,  grinning  with 
vexation,  **  never  saw  a  donkey  yet  that  knew  when  to  'old  his  tongue. 
Oh,  my  vig,  vot  a  vindl  ahnost  blows  the  'orn  itself;  shall  be  blown  to 
hatoms,  I  do  believe.    And  the  rain  too  1  I  really  thinks  I'm  wet  to  the 
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werry  waistband  o*  my  breeches.  I'll  lay  a  gidnea  'at  to  a  half-crown 
gossamer  I  haven't  a  dry  thread  upon  me  in  'alf  a  minute.  Qoi  a  five- 
pund  note  i*  my  pocket  that  will  be  hutterly  ruined.  Sarves  me  right, 
for  bein'  such  a  hass  as  take  these  'ounds — vy  wasn't  I  content  with  the 
glorious  old  Surrey  and  an  occasional  turn  with  the  Cut-'em-downs  ? 
Well ;  I  thinks  this  night  will  be  the  last  of  John  Jorrocks  I  Best  master 
of  'ounds  wot  ever  was  seen.  'Orrible  termination  to  a  hactive  life ; 
starved  on  a  common — eat  by  wolves,  or  shepherds*  dogs»  which  is 
much  of  a  muchness  as  far  as  comfort's  concerned.  Why  even  yon  donkey 
would  be  'shamed  of  such  an  end.  There  goes  the  viud  with  my  'at-^ 
lucky  it's  tied  on,"  added  he,  trybg  to  catch  it  as  it  dangled  at  his  back, 
*'  or  I  should  never  have  seen  it  no  more.  I'd  give  fifty  punds  to  bo 
back  at  'Andley  Cross — I'd  give  a  'underd  punds  to  be  back  at  'Andley 
Cross — knows  no  more  where  I  am  than  if  I  was  among  the  Bohea 
mountains — oh,  dear,  'ow  it  pours  1  I'd  give  two  'underd  punds  to  be  back 
at  'Andley  Cross — yonder's  a  light,  I  do  declare — two  on  'em — come  hup, 
'oss,  I  say.  The  hanimal  seems  to  have  no  sense  I  I'll  lead  you,  you 
nasty  hugly  brute,  for  I  do  believe  you'll  brick  my  neck,  or  my  back,  or 
both,  arter  all ;  "  so  saying,  Mr.  Jorrocks  clambered  down,  and  getting 
on  to  the  sheltered  side  of  the  animal,  proceeded  to  plunge  and  roll,  and 
stagger -and  stumble  across  the  common,  with  the  water  churning  in  hia 
great  boots,  in  the  direction  of  the  distant  lights. 

After  a  good  hour's  roU  about  the  open  Downs,  amid  a  most  pelting, 
pitiless  storm,  our  much-respected  master  at  length  neared  the  longed-for 
lights,  which  he  had  kept  steadily  in  view,  and  found  they  pioceeded  from 
lamps  at  lodges  on  either  side  of  handsome  gates,  betokening  the  entrance 
to  a  large  demesne.  Mounting  his  horse,  he  rode  quickly  through  the 
gates,  and  trusting  to  the  sound  of  Arterxerxes*  hoofs  for  keeping  the 
road,  he  jogged  on  in  search  of  the  mansion.  Tall  stately  pines,  rising 
like  towers  to  heaven,  with  sombre  yews  in  massive  clumps,  now  made 
darkness  visible,  and  presently  a  sudden  turn  of  the  road  brought  a  large 
screen  full  of  lights  to  view,  some  stationary,  others  gliding  about,  which 
acted  like  sunbeams  on  our  master's  mind ;  more  grateful  still  was  the 
shelter  afforded  by  the  lofty  portals  of  the  entrance,  under  which,  as  if 
by  instinct,  Arterxerxes  bore  his  master,  and  then  stood  still  to  be 
delivered  of  his  load.  "The  bell  'ill  be  somewhere  here,  I  guess,'* 
observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  dismounting  and  running  his  hand  up  either  side 
of  the  door-posts.  **  Here's  as  much  door  as  would  serve  Jack  the 
Giant-killer's  castle,  and  leave  a  little  over."  So  saying,  having  grasped 
the  bulky  handle  of  a  wall-ensconced  bell,  he  gave  it  a  hearty  pull,  and 
paused  as  they  say  for  an  answer. 

In  an  instant,  two  tall,  highly-powdered  footmen,  in  rich  scarlet  and 
white  lace-bedaubed  liveries,  threw  wide  the  folding-doors  as  though  they 
expected  Daniel  Lambert,  or  the  great  Durham  ox,  exhibiting  a  groom  of 
the  chamber  and  a  lusty  porter,  laying  down  the  newspapers,  and  hurrying 
from  a  blazing  fire  in  the  back-ground. 

"  Perhaps  you  would  like  to  be  shown  to  your  room,  sir,  as  you  seem 
wet  ?"  observed  the  groom  of  the  chamber,  after  a  mutual  stare,  which 
Mr.  Jorrocks  did  not  seem  likely  to  interrupt. 
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"AeMretl"  mSaimed  Ur.  Jorrocks,  stamping  and  ihBlcmg  Umsetf, 
''*MM  vet;  I'm  jolt u  vet  m  a  msnaui  be  and  no  vett«r ;  but  nbat  shall  I 
do  with  my  'oaa  P     He  mnsciful  man,  yon  kaow,  ia  muscifol  to  his  quad." 

"  Oh,  there's  a  itall  all  mady  for  him,  air  j  your  lemat'a  been  hen  thia 
'alf'hour  and  more;  I'll  send  the  'orae  round  for  you,  if  youll  allow  me, 
air.  Hov,  Jonea,  take  hold  of  him,  and  you,  Petera,  run  dom-staiia,  and 
tdl  Satil  to  come  and  take  it  round." 

"Yes,"  added  Mr.  Jorrodca  ;  "and  tell  Figgtolet  him  hare  tome  warm 
BTuel  directly,  and  to  get  him  well  done  hnp,  for  he's  had  a  hard  day. 
Weny  dever  of  the  chap,"  oontinued  Mr.  Jorrocka,  "mnnin*  to  ground 
here — aaems  a  capital  house — wot  a  passage  I  like  the  Thamea  Tunnel." 
Jorrocks  then  stumped  in. 

"This  way,  if  you  please,  sir,"    said  the  groom  of  the  cbaraber. 


notioning  him  across  a  maeniiicent  old  baronial  hall,  and  turning  short  up 
■Awell-lit,  softly<carpeted  wuuling  staircase,  be  preceded  Mr.  Jonocks,  with 
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a  dtfUDber  cmdlfl^  doDg  a  leDgthy  gallery,  all  hnng  with  portraits  of  grim- 
vinged  warriortt  and  amall-waisted,  large  loomiDg  ladies.  "  This  is  your 
foom,  sir,"  said  he,  at  length,  opening  a  partially  closed  door,  and  ushering 
Mr.  Jorrodu  infeo  a  splendidly  furnished  apartment,  whose  blazing  fire, 
gleaming  on  tha  rich  crimson  curtains  and  hangings  of  the  room,  imparted 
a  glow  that  long  exposure  to  the  unruly  elements  made  appear  quite 
enchanting.  ^  'EaTens  be  praised  for  these  and  all  other  mercies  1 " 
txdaimed  the  grateful  Mr.  Jorrocks,  throwing  his  hat  and  whip  upon  the 
iofi^  and  plaining  into  tho  luxurious  depths  of  a  many-cushioned  easy 
fliuir. 

*'  Tour  dothes  an  laid  out,  I  think,  sir,"  observed  the  groom  of  the 
duunber,  casting  a  glance  at  another  sofa,  on  which  clean  linen,  dress 
iloihea,  thiny  thin  shoes,  were  ranged  in  the  most  orthodox  order. 
^ P'rhaps  yoa'd  like  some  hot  water,  sir?" 

"Tes»  1  should,**  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "werry  much — and  a  little 
bnady,  if  you've  no  objection." 

"Certainlv,  sir,  certainly,"  replied  the  well*drilled  servant,  giving  the 

3  log  on  tne  fire  a  lift  so  as  to  make  it  blaze,  and  lighting  the  toikst- 
beradles. 

All  this  passed  with  such  extraordinary  rapidity — the  events  of  the 
dary  had  been  so  numerous  and  exciting^ — the  transition  from  the  depths 
•f  iisiatry  to  the  height  of  luxury  so  sudden,  and,  above  all,  the  perfect 
erafidence  of  the  servant  so  seductively  convincing,  that  not  doubting  of 
the  mccuracy  of  every  thing,  and  placing  all  to  the  credit  of  his  renowned 
name  and  the  acuteness  of  his  northern  huntsman,  Mr.  Jorrocks  proceeded 
with  the  aid  of  a  boot-jack  to  suck  off  his  adhering  boots,  and  divest 
himself  of  his  well-soaked  garments.  The  servant  presently  returned  with 
a  long-necked  bottle  of  white  brandy  on  a  massive  silver  tray,  accom- 
panied with  hot  water,  lemon,  sugar,  nutmeg,  and  a  plate  of  biscuits. 
Seeing  Mr.  Jorrocks  advancing  rapidly  to  a  state  of  nudity,  he  plaeed 
them  on  a  table  near  the  fire,  and  pointing  to  a  bell  beside  the  bed, 
obaenred  that  if  Mr.  Jorrocks  would  ring  when  he  was  ready,  he 
would  come  and  conduct  liim  to  the  drawing-room.  The  servant  then 
withdrew. 

"  Wonder  if  Pigg's  killed  the  fox,*'  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  himself, 
pouring  out  half  a  tumbler  of  brandy  and  filling  the  glass  up  with  hot 
water.  "Capital  fun  *unting,  to  be  sure,"  said  he,  sipping  away; 
**  'specially  ven  one  gets  into  a  good  quarter  like  this,"  continued  he, 
jerking  his  head,  "  but  desperation  poor  fun  sleepin'  on  a  common  I" 
and  thereupon,  after  a  few  more  preliminary  sips,  he  drained  off  the 
tumbler. 

"May  as  well  vet  both  eyes,"  observed  he,  as  he  felt  the  grateful 
influence  of  the  brandy  upon  his  nearly  exhausted  frame,  saying  which 
he  poured  himself  out  another  half  tumbler  of  brandy,  and  adding  sugar 
and  lemon,  drank  off  a  good  part  of  it,  and  left  the  remainder  till  he  g^ 
himself  washed. 

"  Werry  considerate  this,"  said  he, — "werry  considerate  indeed,"  he 
repeated,  taking  a  large  Turkey  sponge  out  of  the  handle  of  a  hip  bath 
of  warm  water,  shaded  from  the  fire  by  a  glass  screen,  inside  of  which  upon 
a  rail  hung  a  row  of  baked  towels.    "  Kettle  too/'  said  he»  now  attracted 
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by  its  simmering,  *'  may  as  well  faa^e  a  boil  ;^*  so  saying,  he  emptied  the 
contents  into  the  bath,  and  pulling  off  his  wig,  proceeded  to  wash  and 
disport  himself  therein,  using  the  sponge  as  if  it  was  his  own.  In  the 
midst  of  his  ablutions  the  door  opened,  and  through  the  glass  screen  he 
saw  a  servant  in  a  dark  coat  and  scarlet  waistcoat  enter,  and  hastily  retire 
as  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  our  white  Hottentot-like  hero  squatting  in  the 
water*  Out  ISi*  Jorrocks  got  and  bolted  the  door,  and  hearing  something 
going  on  in  the  passage,  he  listened  for  a  moment  and  caught  divers 
scraps  of  conversation,  apparently  between  a  servant  and  his  master,  such 
as,  '*  Why,  you  stupid  fool,  don't  you  know  the  room  P  You  certainly 
are  the  greatest  ass  ever  man  encumbered,  himself  with." 

*'Beg  pardon,  sir,  I  could  have  sworn  that  was  the  room." 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense  !  look  along  the  passage ;  the  doors  are  all  so  much 
alike,  no  wonder  a  fool  like  you  is  puzzled ; "  saying  which  the  voices 
moved  along,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  heard  knocking  and  opening  of  doors  all 
along  the  gallery,  until  they  gradually  died  away  in  the  distance.  Our 
hero  had  just  done  with  his  bath,  and  finished  his  brandy  and  water,  when 
the  sound  of  returning  footsteps  again  drew  his  attention  to  his  door, 
and  an  angry  voice  and  a  meek  one  sounded  alternately  through  the 
panels. 

**  Now  what  are  you  staring  there  about,  you  great  idiot — keeping 
me  shivering  in  my  wet  clothes.  U  this  is  the  room,  why  don't  you 
knock  ?  " 

"  Please,  sir,  there's  a  gen'leman  in." 

"  How  d'you  know  P  " 

"  Saw  him,  sir." 

••  Then  it  can't  be  my  room." 

"  Laid  your  clothes  out  in  it  howsomever,  sir." 

"  How  do  you  know  this  is  it  P  " 

"  'Cause  I  tied  this  bit  of  straw  round  the  'andle  of  the  door." 

**  Then  knock  and  ask  the  gentleman  to  let  you  in,  and  get  my  clothes 
out  again.  You've  put  them  into  the  wrong  room,  that's  the  long  and 
short  of  the  matter — ^stupid  fool  I "  The  servant  then  ventured  a  very 
respectful  double  tap. 

"  Who's  tqebe  P  "  roared  Jorrocks,  in  a  voice  of  thunder. 

"  Beg  pardon,  sir, — ^but  I  think  I've  made  a  mistake,  sir,  with  master's 
clothes,  sir." 

•*No  YOU  haven't  !  "  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  in  the  same  sweet  tone  as 
before. 

"  Oh,  beg  pardon,  sir,"  rejoined  the  servant. 

"Now  AEE  YOU  SATISFIED P"  roarcd  the  master  in  the  Jorrockian 
strain.     "  Go  along,  you  fool,  and  seek  a  servant." 

In  a  few  minutes  there  was  a  renewed  and  increased  noise  outside, 
and  Mr.  Jorrocks  now  recognised  the  bland  voice  of  his  friend  the  groom 
of  the  chamber. 

"  Beg  pardon,  sir,"  said  he  softly  through  the  door,  "  but  would  you 
IJlow  me  to  speak  to  you  for  a  moment  P  " 
^^iHttptainly,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks  ;  "  talk  through  the  door." 
'^^^^^■pw,  sir,  would  you  'blige  me  with  your  name,  sir  ?  " 
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"  Certain];  I  lb.  Jobbocks,  to  be  sure !  The  M.  7.  H.  I  Wlio  elw 
should  it  be  P  " 

"  Oh,  I  fev,  sir,  there's  a  mistake,  ur.  This  room,  sir,  was  meant  for 
CaptaiD  Widowfield,  sir.     Those  are  iii  clothes,  sir." 

"  The  dence  1 "  exclsimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  in  disgust.  "  Didn't  Figg 
tell  jou  I  was  a  comin*  ?  " 

"  It  vas  the  captain's  servant  I  took  for  f  onrs,  sir." 


"  Humph  I  "  gniiiled  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  that  won't  do ;  at  all  ewents,  I 
can't  part  with  the  garments." 

"  I  will  thank  you,  sir,  to  let  my  servant  remove  my  clothes  from  my 
room,"  observed  Captain  WidowGeld,  in  a  alow,  determioed  tone  through 
the  door. 

"  My  good  frind,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  alteriag  bis  accents,  "  'ow  is 
it  possible  for  me  to  part  with  the  garments  when  I've  notbin'  o'  my  ow 
but  wot's  as  drippin'  wet  as  though  I'd  been  dragged  through  the  basin  of 
the  Faddin'ton  Canal  ?  rcg'larly  salivated  in  fact ! " 
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*'  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  that,  sir,"  exclaimed  the  captain,  indig- 
nantly ;  "  I'm  wet  myself.     IFill  you  open  the  door,  I  say  ?  ** 

"  No,  I  von^t,**  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  and  that's  the  plain  English  of 
it !  "  So  saying,  he  swaggered  back  to  the  fire  with  the  air  of  a  man 
resisting  an  imposition.  He  then  mixed  himself  a  third  tumbler  of 
brandy  and  water. 

It  may  be  well  here  to  mention  that  the  mansion  in  which  Mr.  Jorrocks 
80  suddenly  found  himself  was  Onger  Castle,  where  Michael  Hardy,  the 
founder  of  the  hunt,  found  himself  at  the  end  of  his  long  and  successful 
run.  The  Ticissitudes  of  many  years  had  thrice  changed  the  ownership  of 
the  castle  since  the  day  when  the  good  earl  greeted  our  primitive  sportsman 
on  killing  his  fox  before  the  castle  windows,  and  the  present  possessor  was 
nephew  to  that  nobleman,  who  having  that  day  attained  his  majority,  was 
about  to  celebrate  the  event  among  a  party  of  friends  and  neighbours. 

Having  waited  until  half-past  six  to  welcome  Captain  Widowfield, 
before  dressing,  his  lordship  at  length  concluded  the  storm  had  prevented 
his  coming ;  and  the  party,  consisting  of  five  or  six  and  twenty,  were  in 
the  act  of  retiring  to  their  respective  apartments  to  prepare  for  dinner, 
when  Walker,  the  aforesaid  groom  of  the  chamber,  came  hurrying  along, 
pale  in  the  face  from  the  parley  in  the  passage,  followed  by  the  captain  in 
a  high  state  of  exasperation,  to  announce  the  appearance  of  an  uninvited 
guest.  No  sooner  was  the  name  *'  Jorrocks  "  announced,  than  a  shout  of 
triumph  and  a  roar  of  laughter  burst  from  all  present ;  and  after  learning 
the  particulars  of  his  arrival,  which  seemed  to  fill  every  one  with  ecstasies, 
(for  during  the  long  wait  before  dressing,  they  had  talked  over  and  abused 
all  their  absent  friends,)  his  lordship  begged  the  gallant  captain  to  be 
pacified,  and  put  up  with  a  suit  of  his  clothes  for  the  evening. 

"It  was  no  use  being  angry  with  old  Jorrocks,"  he  observed,  "  whom 
every  body  said  was  mad ;  and  he  trusted  the  amusement  he  would  afiford 
the  company  would  atone  for  the  inconvenience  he  had  subjected  his  good 
friend  the  captain  to." 

The  doctrine,  though  any  thing  but  satisfactory  to  a  man  burning  for 
vengeance,  seemed  all  the  consolation  the  captain  was  likely  to  get,  so, 
returning  with  Walker,  he  borrowed  the  roomiest  suit  of  Lord  Bramber's 
clothes,  and  while  attiring  himself  in  them,  he  considered  how  best  he 
could  have  his  revenge. 

Meanwhile  our  hero,  having  disposed  of  his  third  tumbler  of  stiff  brandy 
and  water,  which  contributed  materially  to  the  restoration  of  his  usual 
equanimity,  began  to  appropriate  the  clothes  so  conveniently  laid  out  on 
the  sofa. 

Captain  Widowfield  was  a  stout  big  fellow,  as  bulky  as  Jorrocks,  and 
much  taller,  and  being  proud  of  his  leg,  was  wont  to  adorn  his  lower 
man  in  shorts  on  high  days  and  holidays ;  so  having  drawn  on  a  pair  of 
fine  open-ribbed  black  silk  stockings,  over  the  gauze  ones,  Mr.  Jorrocks 
speedily  found  himself  in  a  pair  of  shorts,  which,  by  dint  of  tight 
girthing,  he  managed  to  bring  up  to  the  middle  of  his  calves.  The 
Captain's  cravat  was  of  black  satin,  the  waistcoat  a  white  one,  articles,  as 
Mr.  Jorrocks  observed,  that  could  be  reefed  or  let  out  to  fit  any  one,  and 
having  plunged  into  Che  roomy  recesses  of  a  blue  coat,  with  Conservative 
buttons,  he  surveyed  the  whole  in  the  cheval  glass,  and  pronounced  them 
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**  weny  good.**  He  then  exchanged  the  captain's  lily  and  rose  worked 
slippers  for  his  patent  leather  pumps,  and  the  brandy  acting  forcibly  on 
an  empty  stomach,  banished  all  diffidence,  and  made  Jorrocks  ring  the 

bell,  as  thongh  the  house  were  his  own. 

•  •••••• 

'*TouVe  got  me  into  a  pretty  scrape  with  the  Earl,"  said  Walker, 
entering  the  room ;  "  I  thought  you  were  Captain  Widowfield." 

'*Did  you?  "  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  placing  himself  before  the  fire  with 
a  coat-lap  over  each  arm. — "  You'll  know  better  another  time. — ^But  tell 
me,  what  Hearl  is  it  you  are  talkin'  about?  " 

"  The  Earl  of  Bramber,  to  be  sure,"  replied  the  servant. 

"  What  1  this  is  his  shop,  is  it  ?  "  inquired  Jorrocks — '*  Onger  Castle, 
mfact?" 

"  Yes ;  I  thought  you  had  been  one  of  the  party  when  I  shewed  you  in 
here,"  replied  Walker. 

"  Oh,  never  mind,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  where  there's  ceremony  there's 
no  frindship — I  makes  no  doubt  I  shall  be  werry  welcome — See ;  there's 
five  shillin's  for  you,"  giving  him  a  dollar.  '*  You  mustn't  let  the  captin 
in  here  though,  mind.     Now  tell  us,  is  there  any  grub  to  get  P  " 

**  Dinner  will  be  served  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,"  replied  Walker, 

"  Dinner ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  looking  at  his  watch ;  "  ten 
minutes  past  seven,  and  not  dined  yet;  what  will  the  world  come 
to  next?     Dead  o'  winter  too  I" 

Walker  then  conducted  him  down  stairs,  and  ushered  him  into  a 
splendid  drawing-room,  briUiautly  lighted  up,  whose  countless  mirrors 
reflected  his  joUy  person  a  hundred-fold.  The  housemaids  were  just 
giving  the  finishing  sweep  to  the  grates,  and  the  footmen  lighting  the 
candles  and  lamps,  when  our  master  entered ;  so  making  up  to  a  table  all 
covered  with  pamphlets  and  papers,  he  drew  an  easy  chair  towards  it,  and 
proceeded  to  make  himself  comfortable. 

Lord  Bramber  was  the  first  to  enter.  He  was  a  tall  handsome  young 
man,  of  delicate  appearance  and  gentlemanly  manners.  He  wore  mus- 
tachios,  and  was  dressed  in  a  black  coat  and  trousers,  with  a  white 
waistcoat. 

Seeing  a  stranger,  he  had  no  difficulty  in  settling  who  he  was,  so  he 
advanced  with  a  bow  and  extended  hand  to  greet  him. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  was  up  in  an  instant. 

'*  My  Lord,  '  necemtas  non  habet  leg%!  as  that  classical  stableman,  Mr. 
Pomponius  Hego,  would  say— or,  "unger  makes  a  man  bold,'  as  I  would 
say — I'm  werry  glad  to  see  you,"  saying  which  he  shook  his  lordship's 
hand  severely. 

"  Thank  you,"  replied  Lord  Bramber,  smiling  at  his  guest's  hospitality ; 
"  thank  you,"  repeated  he — "  hope  you  left  Mrs.  Jorrocks  and  your 
family  well." 

"  Thank'e,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  thank'e,  my  lordship,"  as  the  existence 
of  his  better-half  was  brought  to  his  recollection ;  "  'opes  I  sharn't  find 
her  as  I  left  her." 

"  How's  that  ?     I  hope  she  is  not  unwell  ?  "  inquired  his  lordship  with 

well-feigned  anxiety. 

"Oh,  no,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  raising  his  eye -brows  with  a  shrug  of 

o  2 
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his  sliouldera ;  **  oh,  no,  only  I  left  her  in  a  werry  bad  humour,  and  I 
'opes  I  shall  not  find  her  in  one  when  I  gets  back — kaw,  haw,  haw, — 
he,  he,  he, — s'pose  your  *at  (hat)  covers  your  family — wish  mine  did  too ; 
for  atwixt  you  and  I  and  the  wall,  my  lordship,  women  are  werry  weary 
warmints.  I  say,  my  lord,  a  gen'ieman  should  do  nothin'  but  'unt, — it's 
the  sport  of  kings,  the  image  of  war,  without  its  guilt,  and  only  five-and- 
twenty  per  cent,  of  its  danger.  You've  got  a  werry  good  shop  here — 
capitd  shop,  I  may  say,"  added  he,  surveying  the  rich  orange  silk  furni- 
ture and  gliding  of  the  room.  "  Wonder  how  long  this  room  is  ?  Sixty 
feet,  I  dare  say,  if  it's  a  hinch  ; — let's  see."  So  saying,  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
having  set  his  back  against  the  far  wall,  took  a  coat-lap  over  each  arm, 
and  thrusting  his  hands  into  Captain  Widowfield's  breeches  pockets,  pro- 
ceeded to  step  the  apartment.  "  One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,  seven, 
eight,  nine,  ten,  eleven,  twelve,  thirteen,  fourteen,  fifteen,  sixteen, 
when  he  was  interrupted  in  his  measurement  by  the  opening  of  the  door, 
and  entrance  of  some  of  the  guests.  He  was  introduced  to  each  in 
succession,  including  Captain  Widowfield,  a  big,  red-whiskered,  pimply- 
faced,  choleric-looking  gentleman,  to  whom  our  worthy  master  tendered 
the  hand  of  fellowship,  in  perfect  ignorance  of  his  being  the  person  with 
whom  he  had  held  communion  sweet  through  the  door. 

Dinner  was  then  announced. 

We  suppose  our  readers  will  not  care  to  have  the  names  of  the  guests 
who  sat  down  to  the  banquet,  or  yet  the  wines  or  viands  that  constituted 
the  repast ;  suffice  it  to  say,  that  the  company  consisted  chiefly  of  people 
in  the  neighbourhood,  sprinkled  with  a  few  idle  Honourables,  who  lend 
themselves  out  to  garnish  country-houses  in  the  dull  season,  and  the  best 
Prench  and  English  cookery  furnished  the  repast. 

Despite  the  prevailing  non-wineing  fashion,  every  body,  save  Captain 
Widowfield,  drank  wine  with  Mr.  Jorrocks,  and  before  the  dessert 
appeared,  the  poor  gentleman,  what  from  the  effects  of  brandy  on  an 
empty  stomach  before  dinner,  and  wine  on  a  full  one  during  it,  began  to 
clip  her  Majesty's  English  very  considerably.  **  Never  were  such  'ounds 
as  mine,"  he  kept  hiccupping,  first  into  one  neighbour's  ear  and  then  into 
another.  "Never  were  such  'ounds,  (hiccup)  certainly — hurrah,  I  say, 
(hiccup)  Jorrocks  is  the  boy  I  Forrard  !  hark,  forrard,  away !  (hiccup.) 
Ton  must  come  and  'unt  with  me,"  hiccupped  be  to  the  gentleman  on  the 
left.  "Beef  and  Onions  on  Wednesday,  (hiccup) — Candid  Pig — no, 
Mountain-Daisy,  (hiccup)  —  Saturday — James  Pigg  is  a  real  warmint 
(hiccup) — a  trump,  a  real  trump,  (hiccup)  and  no  mistake.  Give  me 
port,  none  o'  your  clarety  wines." 

The  Earl  of  Bramber's  health,  of  course,  was  proposed  in  a  bumper, 
with  "  all  the  honours."  Mr.  Jorrocks  hooped  and  holloaed  at  the  top  of 
his  voice — an  exertion  that  put  the  finishing  stroke  to  his  performances, 
for  on  attempting  to  resume  his  seat  he  made  a  miscalcuiation  of  distance, 
and  fell  with  a  heavy  thump  upon  the  floor.  After  two  or  three  rolls  he 
was  lifted  into  his  chair,  but  speedily  resuming  his  place  on  the  floor. 
Walker  was  summoned  with  two  stout  footmen  to  carry  him  to  bed. 

Captain  Widowfield  followed  to  make  sure  of  his  clothes:  the  gap 
caused  by  Mr.  Jorrocks'  secession  was  speedily  closed  in,  and  the  party 
resumed  the  convivialities  of  the  evening. 
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The  room  to  which  our  master  was  transferred  was  the  dressing-room, 
o?er  a  large  swimmiDg-bath,  on  the  eastern  side  of  the  castle,  and  very 
cozily  he  was  laid  into  a  little  French  bed.  Walker  wound  up  his  watch. 
Captain  Widowfield  walked  off  with  his  clothes,  and  our  drunken  hero 
was  left  alone  in  his  glory. 

The  events  of  the  day,  together  with  the  quantity  of  brandy  and  wine 
he  had  drank,  and  the  fatigue  consequent  upon  his  exertions,  combined  to 
make  Mr.  Jorrocks  feverish  and  restless,  and  he  kept  dreaming,  and 
tossing,  and  turning,  and  tumbling  about,  without  being  able  to  settle  to 
sleep.  First,  he  fancied  he  was  riding  on  the  parapet  of  Waterloo  Bridge 
with  Arterxerxes,  making  what  he  would  call  a  terrible  fore-paw  {faux  pa»\ 
or  stumble ;  next,  that  he  was  benighted  on  the  common,  and  getting 
devoured  by  shepherds'  dogs;  then,  that  having  bought  up  all  the 
Barcelona  nuts  in  the  world,  and  written  to  the  man  in  the  moon  to 
secure  what  were  there,  he  saw  them  become  a  drug  in  the  market,  and 
the  firm  of  Jorrocks  and  Co.  figuring  in  the  "  Gazette." 

Next,  he  dreamt  that  he  had  got  one  of  James  Pigg's  legs  and  one  of 
his  own — that  on  examination  they  both  turned  out  to  be  left  ones,  and 
he  could  not  get  his  boots  on.  Now  that  he  was  half-famished,  and 
chained  to  a  wall  in  sight  of  a  roast  goose — anon  that  the  Queen  had  sent 
to  say  she  wauted  to  dance  with  him,  and  he  couldn't  find  his  pumps; 
''  No !  give  him  all  the  world,  sir,  he  couldn't  find  his  pumpa."  Now 
that  the  Prince  wanted  to  look  at  Arterxerxes,  and  he  couldn't  find  the 
ginger.  "  No :  give  him  all  the  world,  sir,  he  couldn't  find  the 
ginger  1"  Then  he  got  back  to  the  chase,  and  in  a  paroxysm  of  rage, 
as  he  fancied  himself  kicking  on  his  back  in  a  wet  ditch,  with  Beiyamin 
running  away  with  his  horse,  his  dreams  were  interrupted  by  a  heavy 
cracky  bang^  9pla»h  sort  of  sound,  and  in  an  instant  he  was  under  water. 
All  was  durk  and  still.  His  dreams,  though  frightful,  had  all  vanished  as 
he  awoke,  and  after  rising  to  the  top  he  waited  an  instant  to  see  if  this 
would  not  do  likewise;  but  the  sad  reality  was  too  convincing,  so  he 
began  bellowing,  and  roaring,  and  splashing  about  in  a  most  resolute 
manner. 

'*  Hooi  !  hoot !  hoai !  "  spluttered  he,  with  his  eyes  and  mouth  full  of 
water.  "  *Elp  I  *eJp  I  *elp  !  *elp  !  I'm  a  drownin',  I'm  a  drownin*  I 
Mr.  Jorrocks  is  a  drownin'— oh,  dear,  oh,  dear,  will  nobody  come  ? — Oh^ 
vere  am  I  ?  vere  am  I P  Binjimin !  I  say,  Binjimin  I  James  Pigg  I 
James  Pigg!  James  Pigg!  Batsayl  Batsay!   Murder!  'elpl  murder!  'etp!" 

"What's  happen'd?  what's  happened?  what's  happen'dP  Who's 
there?  who's  there?  Oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!  oh,  dear!"  screamed  half- 
a-dozen  voices  at  once,  rushing  with  candles  into  the  gallery  of  the 
swimming-bath. 

"Yot's  'appen'd?"  replied  Mr.  Jorroeks,  blobbing  and  striking  out 
for  hard  life  with  his  white  cotton  night-capped  head  half  under  water  ; 
"  Vy,  I'm  drownin'.— 'Elp  !  'elp !  'elp,  I  say !  Oh,  vill  nobody  come 
to'elp?" 

"  Throw  out  the  rope  1  throw  out  the  rope ! "  cried  half-a-dozen  voices. 

"  No ;  get  a  boat,"  responded  Mr.  Jorrocks,  thinking  there  was  little 
choice  between  hanging  and  drowning.  "Oh  dear,  I*m  sinkiu',  I'm 
sinkinM" 
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"  Come  to  this  side,"  cried  one,  "  and  I'll  lend  you  a  hand  out ; " 
thereupon  Mr.  Jorrocks  struck  out  with  a  last  desperate  effort,  and  dashed 
his  head  against  the  wall. 

They  then  pulled  him  out  of  the  bath,  and  with  great  care  and  con* 
dolence  put  him  to  bed  again.  He  was  still  rather  drunk — at  least,  not 
quite  sober ;  for  when  pressed  to  exchange  his  wet  shin  for  a  dry  one,  he 
hugged  himself  in  it,  exclaiming,  "  No,  no ;  they'll  worry  it !  They'll 
worry  it !" 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

ANOTHER  BENIOHTED   SPORTSMAN. 
**  Heard  the  winds  roar,  and  the  big  torrent  burst" — ^Thomson. 

"  Well,  I  can't  stand  it  any  longer,  so  it's  no  use  trying,"  said 
Charley  Stobbs  to  himself,  turning  his  horse's  head  in  the  direction  of  a 
light  he  saw  gleaming  past  a  window  on  the  left  of  the  road. 

Having  about  got  through  his  horse,  and  lost  Pigg  and  the  hounds,  he 
had  taken  temporary  refuge  at  a  small  public  house,  which  he  had 
imprudently  left,  in  hopes  of  regaining  Handley  Cross  that  night. 

After  much  casting  about  in  the  dark,  with  the  imperfect  and  contra- 
dictory directions  usually  obtained  from  peasants  in  remote  parts,  Charley's 
perseverance  at  length  failed  him,  and  he  resolved  to  give  in. 

The  night  was  drear  and  dark — the  wind  howled  and  whistled  with 
uncommon  keenness — and  the  cutting  hail  drifted  with  the  sharpness  of 
needles  against  his  face.     Horse  and  rider  were  equally  dispirited. 

Having  formed  his  resolution,  Charley  was  speedily  at  a  white  gate, 
whose  sound  and  easy  swing  denoted  an  entrance  of  some  pretension. 

A  few  seconds  more,  and  he  was  under  the  lee  of  a  large  house. 
Having  dismounted,  and  broken  his  shins  against  a  scraper,  he  at  length 
discovered  a  bell-pull  in  the  door-post,  which,  having  sounded,  the 
echoing  notes  from  afar  proclaimed  the  size  and  importance  of  the 
mansion.  ^ 

All  was  still,  save  the  wild  wind,  which  swept  over  the  lawn,  dashing 
a  few  straggling  leaves  about  with  uncommon  fury.  Charley  stood 
dripping  and  shivering,  with  his  horse  in  his  hand,  but  no  one  came — all 
was  still  within.  Another  pull  sounded  through  the  house,  and  a  third 
succeeded  that.'  At  length,  in  a  partial  lull,  a  soft  female  voice  was 
heard  through  the  door,  inquiring,  "  Who  was  there?" 

"  Me  /  "  exclaimed  Charley ;  "  Mr.  Stobbs !— a  benighted  fox-hunter — 
been  out  with  Mr.  Jorrocks's  hounds." 

"  Master's  gone  to  bed,"  replied  the  servant,  drawing  the  bolts  and 
chain  as  she  spoke :  and  just  as  she  began  to  open  the  door,  a  sudden  gust 
of  wind  extinguished  her  candle. 

"  I'll  run  for  a  lantern,"  exclaimed  she,  shutting-to  the  door,  leaving 
ley  stamping  and  thumping  himself  with  his  hands.     Presently  she 
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returned  with  a  dark  lantern,  with  the  slide  up,  which  threw  a  light  over 
the  horsemjin  without  discovering  the  holder. 

The  sight  of  a  red  coat  banishing  fear,  she  closed  the  door  after  her, 
and  informed  Charley  that  master  was  gone  to  bed,  and  the  butler  too,  but 
she  woidd  show  him  the  stable,  and  get  a  man  to  take  charge  of  the  horse. 
The  Yorkshire  nag  seemed  to  understand  the  arrangement,  for  he  imme- 
diately gave  himself  a  hearty  shake,  as  if  to  say  that  his  labours  were 
done  at  last. 

The  maid  led  the  way,  and  on  they  went  to  the  stable.  It  formed  the 
wing  of  the  house,  and  a  groom,  sleeping  above,  being  roused  from  his 
bed,  came  with  the  alacrity  usually  displayed  by  servants  in  the  service  of 
a  red  coat. 

Indeed,  as  Mr.  Jorrocks  says,  there's  no  colour  like  scarlet.  In  it,  a 
man  winks  at  the  women,  rings  at  your  bell,  orders  your  brandy,  rides 
through  your  garden,  and  all  in  the  style  of  doing  you  a  favour.  The 
half-dressed  groom  would  whole-dress  the  horse,  and  get  him  some  gruel, 
and  clothe  him  well  up,  and  litter  him  well  down  ;  and  as  he  hissed,  and 
pulled  at  the  horse's  ears,  he  paused  every  now  and  then  and  grinned 
with  delight  at  Charley's  account  of  the  sport. 

"  A',  it  must  have  been  a  grand  run ! "  exclaimed  he ;  '*  and  where 
did  you  kill  him  ?  " 

"  Don't  know  that,"  replied  Charles ;  "  we  got  upon  the  Downs,  when 
it  became  actually  racing — the  fox  going  in  the  teeth  of  the  wind,  and 
no  one  with  the  hounds  but  the  huntsman,  and  a  farmer  who  cut  in 
during  the  run.  I  got  into  a  bog,  and  the  hounds  ran  clean  out  of  sight 
before  I  recovered  my  horse,  and  night  came  on  without  my  even  being 
able  to  hear  or  see  anything  more  of  them." 

•*  Dear ! "  exclaimed  the  groom,  **  you  don't  say  so— that  was  a  bad 
job ;  and  was  Squire  Jorrocks  not  up  ? "  thereupon  the  groom  dived 
elbow-deep  into  the  gruel-pail,  and,  lifting  it  up,  the  horse  quaffed  off  the 
contents  like  a  basin  of  soup.  Blankets  and  bandages  came  warm  from 
the  saddle-room  lire,  and  having  seen  his  horse  well  done  by,  and  told  the 
groom  all  he  could  about  the  run,  Charley  again  sought  the  shelter  of 
the  house. 

The  little  maiden  had  returned  there  after  providing  the  gruel,  and 
was  ready  to  open  the  door  as  she  heard  Charley's  approach.  "  She 
would  show  him  into  the  parlour,"  she  said,  "  where  there  was  a  good 
fire ; "  and  forthwith  led  the  way  up  a  long  passage,  with  a  couple  of 
steps  in  the  centre.  The  parlour  was  evidently  the  master's  room — the 
$ancium  sanctorum — a  small  snuggery,  with  book-shelves  on  two  sides — 
guns,  swords,' game-bags,  powder-tryers,  fishing-rods,  &c.,  on  the  third — 
and  a  red-curtained  window  on  the  fourth  ;  a  round  table,  with  the 
fragments  of  dessert,  an  empty  and  a  half-empty  decanter  stood  before 
the  fire,  while  a  well  used  red  morocco  easy-chair  stood  on  one  side  of 
the  table.  ^ 

"  A  bachelor,"  said  Charley  to  himself,  glancing  at  the  table  and  chair, 
and  then  at  the  pretty  maid  whose  cork-screw  curls  dangled  down  her 
healthy  cheeks,  despite  the  unruly  elements  to  which  they  had  just  been 
exposed ;  "  clear  case  that,  I  think,"  said  he,  eyeing  the  fit  of  her  nicely 
done-up  blue  cotton  gown,  and  well-turned  ankles,  withbroadish  sandalled 
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shoes ;  "  no  missu  would  keep  such  a  pretty  blue-eyed  maid  as  that,"  said 
he  to  himself. 

*'  Would  you  like  to  take  any  thing,  sir  ?  "  inquired  she,  lighting  the 
wax-candles,  and  casting  a  look  of  commiseration  at  Charley's  wet 
breeches. 

"  Nothing,  thank  you,  my  pretty  dear,  except — a  kiss,"  giving  her 
ruby  lips  a  smack  that  sounded  along  the  passage. 

"  Hush  /  "  exclaimed  she,  colouring  up,  in  alarm,  "  Mrs.  Thompson  will 
hear." 

"  And  who's  Mrs.  Thompson  ?  " 

"  The  housekeeper,  to  be  sure ;  she's  just  gone  to  bed." 

<<  Well,  if  that's  the  case,"  replied  Charles,  "  I  think  I  should  like  a 
little  sherry-and-water,  or  something,"  lifting  up  the  half-emptied  decanter, 
"  if  you  could  get  some  hot  water  and  sugar ;  or  ne?er  mind  the  sugar, 
if  Mrs.  Thompson's  got  the  keys." 

*'  Oh,  I'll  get  you  both,"  replied  blue-eyes,  tripping  away. 

Charles  now  began  to  reconnoitre  the  apartment.  Taking  a  light,  he 
proceeded  to  examine  the  book-case.  There  was  a  curious  mixture : — 
Bums's  Justice  and  the  Gentleman's  Magazine ;  Statutes  at  Large  and 
Anderson's  Agriculture;  the  Tatler  and  Pope's  Homer;  Don  Quixote 
and  the  Old  Sporting  Magazine ;  Seneca's  Morals  and  Camden's  Bri- 
tannia i  Osbaldestone's  Bntish  Sportsman ;  Calamy's  Sermons  and 
Adam's  Essays ;  Walker's  Pronouncing  Dictionary  and  Sidney's  Arcadia; 
Dacier's  Plutarch  and  White's  Farriery. 

"Sporting  parson,  perhaps,"  thought  Charles  to  himself.  "No,  that 
can't  DC,"  continued  he;  '*  no  bachelor  parsons — at  least,  not  with  such 
houses  as  this.  Some  young  man  just  come  to  his  fortune,  most  likely, 
and  hasn't  had  time  to  pick  up  a  wife  yet.  No,  that  won't  do ;  a  young 
'uu  wouldn't  be  in  bed  so  soon  as  this."  Blue^yes  interrupted  the 
speculation  by  appearing  with  a  tray  containing  a  nice  plate  of  ham- 
sandwiches,  hot  water,  sugar,  lemon,  nutmeg,  &c. 

"  You're  a  darling  1 "  exclaimed  Charley,  squeezing  her  hand  as  she 
placed  them  on  the  table  :  **  By  Jove,  there's  no  work  done  with  thai,** 
said  he  to  himself,  as  she  ran  out  of  the  room ;  **  sofc  as  a  mowdy-warpi 

Charley  took  the  red  morocco  chair,  and  mixing  himself  some  negus, 
recommenced  his  speculation  on  the  probable  station  of  his  host.  The 
books  and  the  blue-eyes,  and  the  guns  and  the  soft  hand  confused  him  : 
iand  the  more  he  thought,  the  nearer  he  was  falling  asleep — and  the  farther 
fipom  arriving  at  a  conclusion. 

"  Master's  gone  to  bed,"  muttered  Charley,  recoUecting  the  little  'maid's 
first  observation.  "  No  mistress,  that's  clear ; "  and  thereupon  he 
drained  o£f  his  tumbler,  and  filled  up  another.  "  Curious  assortment  of 
things  he  has  in  his  room,"  thought  Charley,  looking  about  him.  "I 
don't  see  a  hunting-whip  ;  "  and  having  satisfied  himself  on  that  point, 
without  moving  from  his  Chair,  he  commenced  a  vigorous  attack  on  the 
ham-sandwiches. 


"  Shall  I  show  you  to  bed  ?  "  inquired  the  little  maid,  peeping  in  at  the 
door  just  as  Charley  was  dropping  asleep. 
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"  If  yoQ  pleaM,  mj  dear  1 "  npUed  he,  storting  np,  nibbing  hia  ejea, 
and  drsiniiig  off  the  tumblw  of  >heiTy-uid-water  that  had  bMn  cooling 
at  hii  etbow. 


The  maiden  lighted  a  bed-candle,  and  proceeded  to  lead  the  way  np  a 
wide,  black  oak  stair-cue,  whose  massire,  shining  banisters  were  orna> 
■ented  with  eaned  birds,  roonk,eyB,  guinea-pigs,  and  other  spedmena  of 
zook^,  at  the  turns  of  the  frequent  landinga.  The  wind  had  lulled,  and 
the  heavy  ticking  of  a  large  black-faced  time-piece  with  gilt  figures  wu 
all  that  disturbed  the  monotony  of  night. 

Lightly  following  his  fairy  guide,  an  involuntary  hope  came  over  Charley 
tliat  he  might  not  make  the  acquaintance,  of  hia  host  throuf;h  the  medium 
of  a  hone-pistol  cocking  at  him  through  one  of  the  black  doors  as  they 
passed.  Turning  from  the  wide  passage,  up  a  narrower  one  on  the  left, 
a  gleam  of  light,  through  a  partially  closed  door,  showed  the  termination 
of  his  travels,  and  throwing  it  open,  a  large  poker  in  a  downward  shint, 
evinced  the  activity  of  the  little  maid,  who  had  lighted  the  lire,  got  the 
room  ready,  and  all  the  little  arrangements  made,  while  Charies  was  busy 
with  bia  nwna 
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We  need  scarcely  say  that  the  room  was  not  that  bugbear  to  humble 
minds — the  best  one  in  the  house,  up  whose  lofty  beds  short-legged  men 
swarm,  as  though  they  were  climbing  a  tree,  but  it  was  one  of  those 
betwixt-and-between  sort  of  apartments,  that,  like  the  pony  in  a  stable, 
comes  in  for  most  of  the  work.  The  bed  was  exceedingly  low,  scarcely 
two  feet  from  the  ground,  and  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  with  the 
head  against  the  wall  and  the  feet  towards  the  fire.  The  curtains  were  of 
thick  but  faded  orange  damask,  and  the  counterpane  was  patchwork  of 
many  colours.  Bound  the  bed  was  a  slip  of  black  and  red  carpeting ; 
another  piece  lay  before  a  dressing-table,  on  which  was  a  curious  old 
black  and  gilt  Ghinese-pattemed  looking-glass,  with  many  drawers,  and 
the  thoughtful  little  maiden  had  placed  another  piece  of  carpeting  under 
the  foot-bath  before  the  fire.  The  rest  of  the  floor  was  bare,  and  there 
was  a  large  black  oak  press  in  the  comer,  with  richly  carved  festoons 
above  the  drawers,  and  coats  of  arms  emblazoned  on  the  panels. 

"  Shall  I  take  your  coat  down  to  dry  ?  "  inquired  the  UUle  maiden, 
slipping  the  poker  out  of  the  fire. 

"  U  you  please,"  replied  Charles;  " but  first  you  must  help  me  out  of 
it."  Whereupon  she  put  down  the  poker,  and  taking  hold  of  the  cuff, 
Charles  drew  himself  out  of  the  adhering  garment.  "  Now,"  said  he, 
giving  her  the  wet  scarlet  and  a  kiss  at  the  same  time,  which  produced  a 
corresponding  effusion  in  her  cheeks ;  '*  how  shall  I  know  about  getting 
up  in  the  morning  P  " 

'*  Oh,  Aaron  will  call  you  1 "  replied  the  little  maid,  seizing  the  poker 
and  tripping  away.       ^ 

"  Aaron  will  call  me  1  *'  repeated  Charley,  returning  from  chasing  her 
to  a  green  baized  door  at  the  end  of  the  passage.  "  Aaron  will  call  me  1 
— what  a  queer  name  for  a  servant! — Wonder  what  the  master  is? 
Aaron  1 — 'Gad  he  must  be  a  priest,  and  Aaron  is  his  derk  und  valet-de- 
chambre.  No,  that  can't  be  either,  for  here's  a  boot-jack,  a  thing  one 
never  meets  with  in  a  parson's  house ;  and,  as  I  live  !  no  end  of  sporting 
pictures,"  added  he,  holding  his  candle  to  the  wall. 

Sure  enough,  there  were  Loraine  Smith's  famous  pictures  of  the  Quom 
Hunt,  the  progenitor  of  the  now  innumerable  race  of  sporting  prints ; 
"  Bagging  the  Fox  ;  "  "  The  Rendezvous  of  the  Smoking  Hunt  at  Braun- 
stone,"  in  which  gentlemen  appear  with  great  meerschaums  in  their  mouths; 
**  The  Loss  of  the  Chaplain,"  exhibiting  a  reverend  gentleman  somewhat 
in  Mr.  Jorrocks'  predicament — in  dange^  of  drowning,  if  he  were  not  in 
equal  danger  of  hanging;  "The  Meeting  at  Grooby  Pool;"  "The 
Victory  of  obtaining  the  Brush,"  &c. ;  all  stretched  on  canvass,  with 
broad  gilt  borders,  and  ranged  round  the  room.  Above  the  fire-place  was 
a  portrait  of  an  old  gentleman  in  a  cocked  hat,  a  gold-laced  blue  coat,  with 
a  snuff-box  in  one  hand,  and  the  other  resting  on  the  head  of  a  grey- 
hound, whose  master  seemed  to  look  upon  Charley,  as  he  sat  up  to  his 
knees  in  hot  water,  in  anything  but  a  patronising  way. 

"  Should  this  be  my  host,  or  even  my  host's  father  or  grandfather," 
thought  Charley  to  himself,  **  perhaps  he  may  not  be  over  glad  to  see  me ; 
however,"  added  he,  "  *  enough  for  the  day  is  the  evil  thereof; '"  so, 
exchanging  his  damp  shirt  for  a  nice  well-aired  cotton  one,  with  the 
initials  J.  W.  F.,  on  one  side,  and  rejecting  both  a  double  and  single 
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nigbtcap,  laid  out  for  his  choice,  he  put  out  his  candle,  and  toraed 
into  bed. 

Sound  and  healthy  were  his  slumbers; — day  davmed  without  his 
waking,  and  neither  the  darting  rays  of  a  dazzling  sun  brightening  the 
moreen  curtains  through  the  chinks  of  the  shutters,  nor  the  noisy  tick  of 
the  passage  clock,  had  any  influence  on  his  sleep. 

At  length  he  started  up,  as  a  sledge-hammer  sort  of  thump  sounded  on 
the  door. 

"  Come  in  !  **  exclaimed  he,  iuYoluntarily,  the  exertion  of  which  awoke 
him  to  a  recollection  of  the  past  and  a  sense  of  his  situation.  "  How 
deuced  awkward  !  "  thought  he  to  himself,  looking  at  a  great  bell- tassel 
hanging  above  his  head,  and  considering  whether  he  should  pull  it  or 
not, — 

**  Thump  1 "  went  the  door  again,  and  no  mistake. 

"  Come  in  ! "  exclaimed  Charley ;  but  still  no  one  entered.  **  Must 
get  up  at  all  events,"  reasoned  Charley ; — "  must  be  eight,  at  least ; " 
looking  at  the  rays  of  sunshine  shooting  into  the  room.  Just  as  his 
hand  grasped  the  bell-pull, 

"  Thump  !  '*  went  somebody  at  the  door  again. 

"  Come  in  ! "  roared  Charles,  for  the  third  time,  but  still  the  door 
remained  closed.  Just  as  he  was  debating  whether  to  ring  the  bell  or 
compose  himself  for  another  nap,  the  door  opened,  and  a  slow,  heavy  foot 
paced  steadily  across  the  room  to  the  window.  Drawing  aside  the 
window-curtain,  the  heavy  cross-bar  swung  lengthways  in  the  shutter, 
which  being  folded  exhibited  the  person  of  the  intruder. 

He  was  an  elderly,  clumsily  built,  middle-sized  man,  with  a  brown 
scratch-wig,  surmounting  a  square,  thick-featured,  unmeaning  countenance. 
A  school-boy*s  turnip  lantern  would  perhaps  convey  the  best  idea  of  the 
style  of  his  much-tanned  face  and  features.  He  was  dressed  in  a  snuff- 
coloured  coat,  loose  buff  waistcoat,  puddingy-white  neckcloth,  drab 
kerseymere  breeches ;  and  his  swelling  calves  and  enormously  thick  ankles 
were  cased  in  white  lamb's-wool  stockings ;  thick  shoes,  with  leather 
strings,  completed  his  costume.  Having  opened  the  shutters,  he  stumped 
to  the  foot  of  the  bed,  and  placing  himself  right  in  the  middle,  thus 
delivered  himself  in  good  set  Zummerzetzhire, — 

"  Please,  zur,  meazter  gittin  oop." 

**  Thank  you,  Aaron  1  "  exclaimed  Charles,  never  doubting  his  man. 
"  Pray  can  you  tell  me  what  o'clock  it  is  ?  " 

"  1*11  zee,  zur,"  replied  Aaron,  after  a  pause,  stumping  out  of  the  room 
to  consult  the  passage  clock. 

**  What  a  man  it  is ! "  exclaimed  Charley,  burying  his  face  in  the 
pillow,  as  he  roared  with  laughter  at  his  unmeaning,  cast-iron  coun- 
tenance. What  can  his  meazter  be  i  "  Presently,  creak,  creak,  creak, 
announced  old  heavy-heels  returning.  Placing  himself  in  his  old  position, 
exactly  at  the  centre  of  the  bed,  he  thus  delivered  himself, — 

"  Pleaz,  zur,  it's  nineteen  minutes  pazt  eight.  Will  you  pleaz,  zur,  to 
want  any  thing  more,  zur  ?  "  at  length  inquired  the  stupid  old  man. 

"  Morel"  thought  Charles,  "  why,  I've  got  nothing  as  yet ; "  wishing 
he  had  his  female  valet-de-chambre  of  the  previous  night  back  instead  of 
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old  Aaron.  "  Yes,  I  should  like  some  warm  water  for  one  thing,  and  my 
boots  cleaned  for  another,"  looking  at  his  mud-stained  tops  standing 
against  a  chair  near  the  foot-bath.  Bazors,  brushes,  combs,  sponges,  and 
a  host  of  etceteras,  flitted  across  his  mind,  but  considering  the  slowness 
of  Aaron,  and  the  state  of  his  raiment,  Charles  thought  he  had  better  do 
with  as  Uttle  as  possible.  Out,  then.  Old  Aaron  stumped,  and  Charles 
was  left  alone  to  his  reflections. 

'*  Confounded  awkward  1 "  said  he  to  himself,  ruminating  on  his 
situation.  **  Suppose  there's  a  mistress  or  young  misses,  what  a  figure  I 
shall  cut  at  a  breakfast-table  I  Leathers  like  parchment,  boots  all  dirt, 
neckcloth  spoiled ;  better  start  o£f,  and  take  my  chance  on  the  road,  or 
breakfast  when  I  get  home."  Then  the  recollection  of  the  previous  night 
deranged  his  reasoning.  The  little  snuggery,  the  solitary  easy  chair,  the 
remnants  of  dessert  instead  of  tea,  and  the  little  blue-eyed  maid,  all 
savoured  of  bachelorism ;  so  dismissing  the  lady  consideration  from  his 
mind,  he  again  applied  himself  to  the  question  of  what  his  host  could 
be.  Aaron  and  the  blue-eyed  maid  were  inconsistent.  Such  a  pretty 
little  girl,  and  such  a  very  ugly  old  man — one  so  sharp,  the  other  so  slow 
— "and  yet  what  a  stupe  I  am,"  continued  Charles;  "Aaron's  just  the 
sort  of  man  to  keep  in  the  house  with  a  pretty  girl ; "  and  thereupon  his 
host  assumed  the  character  of  a  fox-hunter,  and  Charles  felt  as  if  he  knew 
him  already. 

"  No,  that  won't  do,"  continued  Charles,  demolishing  the  vision  he  had 
just  conjured  up  ;  "  she  wouldn't  have  blushed  so  if  she'd  been  used  to 
kissing ; "  and  thereupon  his  spirits  fell  below  zero.  Stump,  stomp, 
stump,  creak,  creak,  creak,  came  old  heavy-heels  along  the  passage, 
disturbing  Charles's  reverie  as  well  by  his  footsteps  as  his  sledge-hammer 
thumps  at  the  door.  Thrice  did  he  thump  ere  he  would  enter,  and  at 
length,  when  he  did,  having  deposited  a  can  of  hot  water  on  the  wash- 
hand  stand,  he  laid  Charles's  scarlet  coat  exactly  in  the  centre  of  the  table, 
and  resuming  his  old  position  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  cast  his  unmeaning 
eyes  towards  the  pillows,  and  drawled  out, — 

"  Pleaz,  zur,  do  you  plenz  to  want  anything  elzeP  " 

"  Nothing  but  my  boots  cleaned  !  "  exclaimed  Charles,  exhausted  by 
his  slowness,  "  though,  perhaps,"  added  he,  as  Aaron  was  stumping  away, 
'*  you  may  as  well  make  my  compliments  to  your  meazter,  and  say  that  a 
gentleman,  who  lost  his  way  out  with  the  hounds  yesterday,  wishes  to  pay 
his  respects  to  him  at  breakfast — or  rather  (aside),  to  his  breakfast." 

"  Yeaz,  zur,"  replied  Aaron,  trudging  out.  Up  Charles  jumped,  and 
making  for  the  window,  surveyed  the  prospect  outside. 

Immediately  below  the  terrace  was  an  ill-kept  garden,  divided  by 
massive  dipt  yew-hedges,  opening  by  antique  white  gates  upon  an  undu- 
lating park,  girded  by  a  river.  A  few  cows  stood  listlessly  to  the  sun, 
and  two  or  three  mares  and  yearlings  scratched  themselves  with  the  lower 
branches  of  the  trees  with  which  the  park  was  plentifully  studded.  The 
tufty  grass  showed  the  land  was  not  overstocked.  Beyond  the  river  a 
rich  grazing  vale  stretched  to  distant  hills,  whose  undidating  outline  closed 
the  grey  horizon. 

Having  made  his  survey,  Charles  proceeded  to  dress.  "  Wish  I  had 
little  blue-eyes  to  get  me  what  I  want,"  thought  he,  pulling  on  a  stained 
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stocking,  and  looking  at  his  shiit  where  the  wet  had  soaked  through  his 
coat.  Just  then  old  Aaron  was  heard  plodding  back  with  his  boots,  which 
having  placed  at  the  door,  he  gave  a  loud  thump,  and  asked  if  Charles 
wanted  anything  more. 

"  Oh,  no  I "  replied  Charles,  opening  the  door,  and  taking  in  the  dingy 
tops;  "but  tell  me,  what  did  your  master  say  to  my  message?  " 

"  He  said  varra  well,"  replied  Aaron,  stroking  his  hand  over  his  wig. 

He  said  varra  well,"  repeated  Charles,  shutting  the  door  in  disgust ; 
what  an  inhospitable  answer — fear  he's  no  fox-hunter — ^would  have  been 
up  with  shaving-pot  and  razors  before  this ;  however,  never  mind,  I'll  soon 
be  back  to  old  J.  and  Belinda."  So  saying,  he  began  handling  his  leathers ; 
they  were  tolerably  dry,  except  at  the  knees,  but  were  desperately  the 
worse  for  wear — large  mud-stains  disfigured  their  creamy  colour,  and  there 
was  a  great  black  patch  down  one  side,  where  he  had  rolled  in  the  bog. 
However,  he  coaxed  himself  into  them,  and  pulling  on  his  boots,  he  made 
the  best  he  could  of  his  damaged  blue  neckcloth,  while  his  cord  waistcoat 
and  red  coat  felt  grateful  for  their  acquaintance  with  the  fire. 

He  was  now  ready  for  a  start ;  and,  the  passage-clock  striking  nine,  in 
an  Aaron-like  pace  Charles  made  for  the  sound,  and  soon  got  into  the 
gallery  he  had  traversed  overnight.  Descending  the  zoologiod  staircase, 
he  found  his  friend  Aaron  standing  with  his  ear  at  a  door,  listening,  like 
a  terrier  at  a  rat-hole ;  Charley  would  fain  have  had  a  word  with  him,  but 
Aaron  gave  him  no  time  for  inquiry,  by  opening  the  door,  and  discovering 
the  top  of  a  well-powdered  head,  with  a  pig-tail  cocking  above  the  red 
morocco  chair. 

"  The  gentleman,  sir,"  said  Aaron,  advancing  to  the  back  of  the  chair. 

Up  jumped  a  little  red-faced  old  gentleman,  who,  depositing  a  news* 
paper  on  the  breakfast-table,  made  a  profound  Sir  Charles  Grandison 
salaam  as  he  presented  a  full  front  to  the  enterer. 

He  was  dressed  in  a  single-breasted  high-collared  blue  coat,  with  large 
silver  buttons,  white  cravat,  with  a  black  one  over  it,  buff  waistcoat,  with 
fiap-pockets,  cut  out  over  the  hips,  yellow  leather  breeches,  and  rose- 
coloured  top-boots,  buckling  round  his  knees  with  broad  leather  boot- 
garters. 

Charley  bowed  his  best  in  return,  and  thinking  what  a  sorry  figure  his 
much-stained  clothes  must  cut  by  the  spotless  ones  before  him,  began 
muttering  something  about  fox-hunting,  boldness,  benighted,  hospitality, 
hungry — the  little  old  gentleman  jerkmg  and  bowing  all  the  time,  and 
motioning  him  into  a  chair  on  the  other  side  of  the  round  table. 

Glad  to  hide  his  dilapidations  under  the  table,  Charley  sidled  to  the 
seat,  and  tucking  his  napkin  under  his  waistcoat,  cast  his  eye  round  the 
apartment,  and  then  began  to  reconnoitre  the  well-furnished  breakfast- 
table. 

His  host  resumed  his  seat,  and  jerking  out  his  short  legs  as  though  he 
were  on  horseback,  fixed  his  little  beady  black  eyes  upon  Charles,  and 
opened  a  voluble  battery  with — "  Charming  sport  fox-hunting  ! — was  a 
great  sportsman  myself  1 — one  of  the  fastest  of  the  fast — long  since  now 
-—days  of  old  Sef.  in  fact — have  often  sat  up  in  the  saddle-room  at  Quorn 
playing  cards  till  it  was  time  to  go  to  cover.  Those  were  the  days  I  No 
such  young  men  now — d^enerate  race,  quite — horses,  too,  all  good  for 
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nothing — bad  and  weedy — ^no  welters — shall  never  see  such  horses  or 
hunting  again  as  we  used  then — real  science  of  the  thing  exploded — all 
riding  and  racing — no  such  men  as  old  Meynell — or  Corbet,  or  Lambton, 
or  any  of  yonr  lasters.  Swell  masters  ruin  a  country — go  a  burst,  and  are 
done — ^foxes  now  run  short  and  bad — ^worse  than  hares — ^if  it  wasn't  the 
grass  the  thing  would  be  over.  Pray  make  yourself  at  home.  Take  tea 
or  coffee  P  None  of  your  flagon-of-ale  and  round-of-beef  breakfasts  now- 
a-days — slip-slop,  wishy-washy,  milk-and-water,  effeminate  stuff — spoil 
nerves — no  such  riders  as  there  used  to  be.  Cold  fowl  on  the  side- 
board— Aaron  will  bring  some  hot  sausages  directly. — ^Turf  seems  all 
rotten — saw  O'Kelly's  young  Eclipse  win  the  Derby  in  1781 — ^horses 
toere  horses  then — ^Eclipse — Florizel — Highflyer — Juniper — ^men  that 
might  be  called  sportsmen  and  gentlemen  too— not  your  half-lord  and 
half-leg. 

"There  was  Lord  Abingdon,*'  continued  the  old  gentleman,  telling 
them  off  on  his  fingers — "Duke  of  Bolton — Sir  Charles  Bunbury— 
Mr.  Bradyll — ^Lord  Clermont — ^Mr.  Jolliff — remember  his  bay  horse, 
Eoxhuntoribus  by  Fox-hunter,  well.  Then  there  was  Lord  Milsintown — 
Mr.  Pulteney — Mr.  Panton — ^Duke  of  Queensbury — and  a  host  whose 
names  I  forget.  Ah  1  those  recollections  make  an  old  man  of  me.  Well, 
never  mind  1  I've  had  my  day,  and  the  old  'uns  must  make  way  for  the 
young;"  then,  turning  short  upon  Charley,  who  was  glancing  at  the 
newspaper  as  it  lay  on  the  table,  he  said,  with  a  jerk,  "Allow  me 
the  privilege  of  inquiring  the  name  of  the  gentleman  I  have  the  honour  of 
addressing." 

This  was  a  poser,  and  coming  after  such  a  string  of  high-sounding 
names,  poor  Charles's  humble  one  would  cut  but  a  poor  figure.  It  so 
happened,  however,  that  he  was  just  skimming  by  a  sort  of  sidelong 
glauce  the  monthly  advertisement  of  the  heavy  triumvirate,  wherein  well- 
knowu  "  unknowns  "  make  names  for  themselves  much  better  than  their 
own.  There  was  "  Shooting,  by  Ranger,"  and  "  Racing,  by  Rover,"  and 
"  Fishing,  by  Flogger,"  and  in  larger  letters,  as  if  the  great  gun  of  the 
number,  "  A  Trip  to  Tkumpington,  by  Pomponics  Ego." 

Charles  had  just  got  so  far  as  this,  when  suddenly  interrogated  as 
described,  when  he  unconsciously  slipped  out  the  words,  "Pomponius 
Ego." 

"  Pomponius  Ego !  "  exclaimed  the  little  gentleman,  jumping  on  to 
his  short  legs  as  though  he  were  shot,  extending  his  arms  and  staring 
with  astonishment,  "  I  never  was  so  out  in  my  life  !  " 

Charley,  "  I  beg  pardon " 

"  No  apologies,  my  dear  sir,"  interrupted  our  host,  resuming  his  seat 
with  a  thump  that  stotted  his  short  legs  off  the  carpet.  "  No  apology  ! 
no  apology !  no  apology  !  We  old  men  are  apt  to  fancy  things,  to  fancy 
things,  to  fancy  things — and  I  candidly  confess  I  pictured  iPomponius 
Ego  quite  a  different  sort  of  man  to  myself." 

Charles,  "  But  if  you'll  allow  me  to  ex " 

"No  explanations  necessary,  my  dear  Mr.  Ego — Mr.  Pomponius  Egro, 
I  mean,"  jabbered  the  voluble  little  old  gentleman.     "  Eat  your  muffin 
and  sausages,  and  believe  me  you're  heartily  welcome  ;  I've  lived  long  in 
world — take  some  more  coffee — ^there's  tea  if  vou  like  it,  but  I  never 
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was  80  out  before.  Lord !  if  old  Q.*  could  see  me ! "  contiuued  he, 
clasping  his  hands,  and  casting  his  eyes  up  to  the  ceiling. 

Charley,  "Well,  but  perhaps,  sir " 

"  There's  no  perhap8*8  in  the  matter,  my  dear  sir — no  perhaps  in  the 
matter ;  I'll  tell  you  candidly,  I  pictured  Pomponius  Ego  a  prosy  old 
chap,  who  went  the  horse-in-the-mill  round  of  his  stories  from  sheer  want 
of  originality  and  inability  to  move  from  home  in  search  of  novelty.  The 
only  thing  that  ever  staggered  me  was  your  constant  assertion,  that 
second  horses  were  unknown  in  Leicestershire  in  Meynell's  time.  Nerer 
was  a  greater  fallacy,  saving  your  presence !  Always  had  a  second  horse 
out  myself,  though  I  only  rode  eight  stun  ten — never  took  soup  for  fear 
of  getting  fat — a  host  of  others  had  second  horses — Lambton  and 
Lockley,  and  Lindow  and  Loraine  Smith,  and — ^But  never  mind !  don't 
assert  that  again,  you  know — don't  assert  that  again.  Now  take 
another  sausage,"  pushing  the  dish  towards  Charley  in  a  friendly,  for- 
giving sort  of  way,  as  if  to  atone  for  the  uneasiness  the  correction  had 
occasioned  him. 

"  But  I  never  said  anything  of  the  sort !  "  exclaimed  Charley,  reddening 
up,  as  soon  as  he  could  get  a  word  in  sideways. 

''  Saving  your  presence,  a  dozen  times,"  rejoined  the  little  mercurial  old 
gentleman — "  a  dozen  tmes  at  leaai  I "  repeated  he,  most  emphatically. 
*'  The  fact  is,  my  dear  sir,  I  dare  say  you  write  so  much,  you  forget  what 
you  say.  We  readers  have  better  memories.  I  noted  it  particularly,  for 
it  was  the  only  thing  that  ever  shook  my  conviction  of  Pomponius  Ego 
being  a  very  old  man.  But  let  that  pass.  Don't  be  discouraged.  I  like 
your  writings,  especially  the  first  time  over.  Few  stories  bear  constant 
telling ;  but  you've  a  wonderful  knack  at  dressing  them  up. 

My  father  had  a  jolly  knack  at  cooking  up  an  almanack, 
Tes,  he  had  a  jolly  knack,  at  cooking  up  an  almanack. 

By  the  way,  you  once  cooked  up  an  almanack  1  and  a  pretty  hash  it  was, 
too !  "  added  the  little  old  gentleman.  "  I'll  tell  you  what,"  continued 
he,  tucking  his  legs  up  in  his  chair,  and  grasping  a  knee  with  each  hand  ; 
"  I'll  tell  you  what — I'd  like  to  match  you  against  the  gentleman  that 
does  the  cunning  advertisements  of  Bowland's  Odonto  or  Pearl  Dentifrice ; 
I'd  lay '» 

"  Zounds,  sir !  "  interrupted  Charles. 

"  Hear  me  out ! "  exclaimed  the  old  gentleman,  "  Hear  me  out ! " 
repeated  he,  throwing  an  arm  out  on  each  side  of  the  chair ;  "  I'd 
match  you  to  lead  one  further  on  in  an  old  story,  without  discovery, 
than  Bowland's  man  does  with  his  puffs  of  paste,  or  whatever  his 
stuff  is." 

"  But  you  are  on  the  wrong  scent  altogether,"  roared  Charles  ;  "  I've 
nothing  to  do  with  Pomponius  Ego  or  Pearl  Dentifrice  either." 

"BUutationP'  screamed  the  little  old  gentleman,  jumping  up  frantically 
into  his  chair,  with  a  coffee-cup  in  one  hand  and  a  saucer  in  the  other ; 
**  Blasiation  I   tell  me  thaty  when  it's  written  in  every  feature  of  your 

*  The  sporting  Lord  Queensbury  used  to  be  called  old  Q. 
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iace ! "    So  saying,  he  sent  the  cup  throngh  the  window,  and  dapped 
the  saucer  on  bis  head. 


"  Come  and  feed  the  chuck  cocka — pretty  chuck  cocks,"  said  Aaron, 
stumping  io  at  the  sound  of  the  crash ;  "  Come  and  feed  the  chuck  cocks 
—pretty  chuck  cocks,"  repeated  be  soothingly,  taking  his  master  down  by 
the  arm,  and  leading  him  quietly  out  of  the  room,  observing  to  Stobbs  as 
they  went,  "  It's  your  red  coat  that's  raisiu'  him." 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

"  "Boat  Lonaun,  than,  dirrat  ja  make  do  a  nmt, 
Thsrs't  QovM  there  maw  wioken  to  duda : 
For  ■'  the  Sne  thingg  je  are  gobbia  about, 
Wa  ran  marra  in  oanny  NewcMaeL" — Pioo'a  Foehs. 

AN  ye  let  us  lie  i'  yere  barn,  plpase,  canny 
manp"  inquired  Pig^of  a  fwrnier,  at  whoK 
door  be  knocked  a  long  time  on  tbe  night 
or  this  memorable  run,  before  he  got  him 
to  answer.  "Ar's  drippiu'  wet,  huu  ii 
tired,  and  bunds  can't  travel." 

"Who  are  ye?"  inquired  tbe  fanner, 
unused  to  visitorB  tit  any  time,  more  paiti- 
cutarly  after  nightfall. 

"  Ar's  Pijfg,   Squire  Jorrocks's   hunts- 
man,"   replied    James ;     "  we've    had    a 
and  conna  get  byem  te  neet." 
"  replied  the  farmer  In  aito- 
Dishment.    "  Here,  Maiy ! "  holloaing  to 
bis  wife ;   "  fetch    a    light,    here   be  the 
bounds.   And  bev ye  killed  him?"  inquired 
tbe  farmer,  looking  closer  at  his  visitor. 
"  Aye,  killed  him,  aye.     Ar's  gettin'  his  head  i'  my  pocket — if  ye  coo 
put  your  hand  in  you  may  get  it — ar's  see  numb  ar  can  de  nout." 

"  SuK-lie  he's  a  big  un  !  "  eicUimed  the  farmer,  pulling  out  the  head, 
and  weighing  it  by  tbe  ears ;  "  Well,  I  think  ! — but  come,  let's  gel  ye  put 
up — it's  a  tnrrible  night;  not  one  for  standin'  out  at  doors,  lleret 
fetch  tbe  lantern,  Jane,  and  help  me  to  put  the  beast  away,  so  as  to  make 
room  for  the  gen'leman'a  horse  i"  adding  to  Pi^^,  "you  are  surely  Tciy 
wet." 

J^iffff- — "  Wet,  aye  !  wet  ae  muck.  Ar  wish  ar  may  bn'  gotten  all  my 
bunds  away  though.  If  ye  cnn  let  us  have  some  clean  stree  i'  tbe  bam, 
wor  ard  maisler  'ill  pay  ye  liberal  for  't  i'  the  mornin' — he's  quite  the 
gent." 

"  A  !  never  mind  about  the  pay,  we  will  do  what  we  can  for  you," 
replied  the  farmer.  So  saying  he  led  the  way  with  the  lantern,  and  the 
jaded  horse  and  tired  hounds  followed  on  with  Pigg. 

The  fiirraer'a  lads  took  tbe  borse,  while  Pig^  looked  over  bis  hounds, 
and  finding  only  a  couple  and  a  Imlf  wanting,  he  shook  tlicm  down 
plenty  of  straw,  an<)  returned  to  the  house  to  see  what  he  could  get  to 
feed  them  on.     A  tub  full  of  mdk,  with  brown  loaves  sliced  into  it,  was 
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quickly  prepared,  but  tLere  was  little  demand  for  it,  t1ie  majority  of  the 
hounds  seeming  to  prefer  a  continuance  of  the  rest  into  which  they  were 
quietly  subsiding  to  being  disturbed  for  a  meal.  At  length  they  had  all 
been  coaxed  to  the  pail,  and  after  a  hearty  shake  each  nestled  into  his 
neighbour,  and  the  pack  were  soon  in  a  very  small  compass. 

Haying  seen  his  horse  done  up  also,  Pigg  began  to  turn  his  attention 
to  himself. 

"  Sink,  but  it's  wet,"  said  he,  giving  his  cap  a  dash  towards  the  floor, 
which  sent  a  shower  bath  on  to  the  flags ;  '*  however,  ar's  lucky  in  gettin' 
housed  at  all ;  for  ar  really  thou'ht  ar*d  ha  had  to  lie  out  like  them  poor 
divils  at  Chobham  ; "  saying  which  he  followed  the  farmer  into  an  apart- 
ment, in  which  sat  his  wife  and  daughters,  round  a  fire  composed  of  a 
little  coal  and  a  good  deal  of  rubbish-wood. 

"  Ar  think  ar'U  gan  into  the  kitchen,"  observed  Pigg,  looking  at  the 
fire. 

"This  be  the  kitchen,"  replied  the  farmer's  wife,  setting  him  a  chair  by 
the  fire,  thinking  he  was  shy. 

Pigg  sat  down,  and  after  contemplating  the  fire  a  few  seconds,  he 
exclaimed,  "  Ods  wons !  but  ye  keep  varry  bad  fires  i'  this  country." 

"  Nay,  man,"  replied  Mr.  Butterfield,  his  host,  *'  we  call  that  a  varra 
good  one." 

"  Ar  doesn't  ken  what  a  bad  un  'ill  be  like,  then,"  rejoined  James. 

"  Well,"  said  Butterfield,  throwing  on  another  fagot,  "  you  are  welcome 
to  it,  such  as  it  is.     What  will  you  have  to  eat  P  " 

"  Ought  ye  can  give  me,"  said  Pigg ;  "  a  rasher  o*  bacon,  coUops  and 
eggs,  or  ought,"  casting  his  eye  up  at  the  flitches  and  hams  hanging  from 
the  ceiling,  adding,  "ar's  mortal  hungry." 

While  the  rashers  of  bacon  were  frying,  Butterfield  made  Pigg 
exchange  his  wet  coat,  waistcoat,  and  shirt,  for  dry  clothes  of  his  own, 
and  adding  a  cold  pork -pie  and  a  flagon  of  ale  to  the  hot  bacon,  Pigg 
was  very  soon  in  his  glory.  Having  at  length  cleared  the  decks,  he  again 
turned  to  the  fire,  which,  eyeing  for  some  time  with  critical  amazement, 
he  at  length  exclaimed,  with  a  laugh,  "  Sink,  if  mar  cousin  Deavilboger 
see'd  sick  a  fire  i*  his  kitchen,  ar  wonder  what  he*d  say  !  " 

"  You'll  keep  good  fires  in  your  country,  then,  I  presume  ?  "  inquired 
Mrs.  Butterfield. 

"  Aye,  fires,  aye !  "  exclaimed  Pigg ;  "  nebody  kens  what  a  fire  is  but 
them  as  has  been  i*  wor  country." 

"  Whereabouts  is  it?  "  inquired  Butterfield,  puzzled  with  his  dialect. 

Pigg. — "  A  canny  Newcassel,  where  all  the  coals  come  frae.  You've 
niver  been  there,  ar's  wam'd,  or  you'd  have  heard  tell  o'  mar  coosin 
Deavilboger — farms  a  hundred  and  nine  acres  of  land  aside  Kenton. 
Sink  it,  frae  his  loupin  on  stane  ar's  seen  all  the  country  side  flaring  wi' 
pit  loues.  Mar  cousin's  kitchen  fire  niver  gans  out  frae  Kirsmas  to 
Kirsmas.  A !  it  w  a  bonny  country  !  By  my  ww^,  ar's  niver  been 
reetly  warmed  sin  ar  left  the  North." 

"Indeed!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Butterfield,  in  astonishment;  "your 
cousin  must  spend  a  fortin  i'  firin'." 

"  Deil  a  bit — coals  cost  nout — if  thev  did,  folks  wad  warm  theirsels  at 
pit  heaps.     Iv'ry  poor  man  has  his  shed  full  o'  coals  ;  great  blazin' 
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fires  to  come  hyem  te  at  night,  a  nice  singin'  hinnies,  all  ready  for  slicin* 
and  butterin',  swingin'  o*  the  girdle — but  ye  dinna  ken  what  a  girdle  is  i' 
this  country,  ar's  wam'd." 

"No,"  replied  Mrs.  Butterfield;  "we  don't." 

"  Why,  ye  see,"  said  James,  "  it's  a  great  round,  flat  iron  broad  like, 
may  be,  three  times  as  big  as  your  hat-crown,  with  a  hoop  over  the  top 
to  hank  it  on  tiv  a  crook  i'  the  chimley ;  and  then  the  missis  makes 
a  thing  like  a  spice  loaf,  which  she  rolls  out  flat  with  a  rollin'-pio,  till  it's 
the  size  o'  the  girdle,  and  about  as  thick  as  yeer  finger,  and  then  she 
bakes  it  on  the  girdle,  and  splets  it  up,  and  butters  it  see  that  the  grease 
runs  right  down  your  gob  as  ye  eat  it." 

"  Nay,  then  1  *  exclaimed  Mrs.  Butterfield,  "  but  that  will  only  be  for 
gentle  folk  ?  " 

I^iffff, — "  Iv'ry  man  i'  the  country  has  a  singin'  hinnie  of  a  Saturday 
night,  and  many  of  a  Sunday,  tee.  There  wasn't  a  man  on  mar  cousin 
Deavilboger's  farm  but  has  his  fifteen  and  sixteen  shillin'  a-week,  and 
some  up  to  twenty." 

"  Wonderful !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Butterfield,  who  only  paid  his  eight. 
"  It  must  be  a  grand  country  to  live  in." 

"  A,  it's  a  grand  country  !  "  repeated  Pigg.  "  Ar's  sure  ar's  never  been 
rightly  warm  sin'  I  Jeft  it.  What  they  c«Jl  a  fire  i'  the  South,  is  nabbut 
what  we  wad  tak  to  light  one  on  with  i'  the  North ; "  rubbing  his  wet 
cords  as  he  spoke.  "  A,  it's  a  bonny  country ! — bonny  Shiney  Raws  all 
about  the  pits.  Ivery  man  with  his  pig  and  his  gairden  ;  sweetbriar  i' 
the  middle,  and  poseys  round  about." 

"  You  must  have  a  drop  of  gin,  and  see  if  that  will  warm  you," 
rejoined  Mr.  Butterfield,  unlocking  a  cupboard  as  he  spoke.  "Here, 
Mary,  get  some  glasses,  and  put  the  kettle  on,  and  let  us  have  a  cheerer 
to  the  gentleman's  health.     It's  not  eveir  night  that  brings  us  a  visitor." 

A  large  black  bottle  of  Hollands,  labelled  "Eye  Water,"  part  of  a 
contraband  cargo,  was  fearlessly  placed  on  the  table.  More  wood  and 
coal  were  added  to  the  fire ;  the  wood  crackled  merrily  up  the  chimney, 
shedding  a  cheerful  blaze  over  the  family  group  circled  about.  One  seat 
of  honour  was  ceded  to  Pigg,  the  other  was  occupied  by  Mrs.  Butterfield, 
while  her  two  daughters  came  in  between  her  and  their  father,  who  sat  in 
the  centre,  and  the  servant  lads  kept  a  little  in  the  rear  of  their  master  on 
the  left.     The  servant  girl  bustled  about  in  the  background. 

"  Help  yourself,  now,'*  said  Mr.  Butterfield,  passing  the  bottle  and 
tumbler  to  Pigg,  having  poured  himself  and  his  wife  each  out  a  glass. 
"  Don't  be  afraid  of  it ;  you're  heartily  welcome,  and  there's  more  in  the 
cupboard  when  you've  finished  that.  Here's  your  good  health  !  I'm  fond 
of  fox-hunters." 

"  Thank  ye,"  replied  Pigg,  filling  his  glass  half  full  of  gin,  and  topping 
it  with  hot  water.  "  Ar  wish  the  country  was  made  o*  sic  chaps  as  ye ; 
we  shouldn't  hear  se  much  *  war  wheat  *  then,  ar's  wam'd  ye." 

Mr.  Butterfield  did  not  catch  the  latter  part  of  the  sentence,  or  he 
would  have  read  him  a  lecture  on  riding  over  wheat. 

A  second  half  tumber  succeeded  the  first,  and  Pigg  waxed  uncommonly 
jovial ;  his  eyes  twinkled,  and  his  tongue  ran  riot  with  all  manner  of 
stories,  chiefly  about  hunting,  the  importance  of  his  cousin  Denvilboger, 
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and  the  magnificence  of  the  town  of  Newoassel.  "  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  nothing 
but  a  good  un.  If  it  wasn't  for  him,  he'd  never  stop  i'  the  South."  At 
the  third  half  tumbler,  Deavilboger's  farm  had  grown  into  nine  hundred 
acres,  and  Newcassel  was  bigger  than  London. 

"  God  sink  ar'U  sing  ye  a  sang,"  said  he,  turning  the  quid  in  his  mouth. 
*'  A !  one  o'  the  bonniest  sangs  that  iver  was  sung — all  about  a  dog  o' 
wor  toon,  and  when  ar  stamps  wi'  my  foot,  ye  mun  all  join  chorus.  Now 
ar'U  begin : — 

"  In  a  town  near  Newoassel,  a  pitman  did  dwell, 
Wiv  his  wife  named  Peg,  a  tom-oat,  and  himsel ; 
A  dog  called  Cappj,  he  doated  upon, 
Because  he  was  left  by  his  great  undo  Tom. 

Weel  bred  Cappy,  famous  an'd  Cappy 
Gappy's  the  dog,  Talliho,  Talliho  1  *' 

"  Now,  that  Uut^s  chorus,"  observed  Pigg>  wiping  the  tobacco  stream 
from  his  mouth  with  his  sleeve. 

"  His  tail  pitcher-handled,  his  colour  jet  black ; 
Just  a  foot  and  a  half  was  the  lengUi  of  his  back ; 
His  legs  seven  inches  her  shoulders  to  paws, 
And  luB  lugs  like  twe  dookins,  hung  owre  his  Jaws.** 

Hereupon  Figg  gave  a  mighty  stamp,  and  the  company  joined  in  with-*- 

"  Weel  bred  Cappy,  famous  au'd  Cappy, 
Cappy's  the  dog,  Talliho,  Talliho  I 

'<  For  huntin'  of  varmin  reet  clever  was  he. 
And  the  house  feet  a'  robbers  his  bark  wad  keep  free. 
Could  baith  fetch  and  carry ;  could  sit  on  a  stool, 
Or,  when  frisky,  wad  hunt  water-rats  in  a  pooL 
Weel  bred  Cappy,  &c 

"  As  Ralphy  to  market  one  mom  did  repair. 
In  his  hatband  a  pipe,  and  weel  combed  was  his  hair, 
Ower  his  arm  hung  a  basket — thus  onwards  he  speels, 
And  enter'd  Newcassel  wi'  Cap  at  Ms  heels. 
Weel  bred  Cappy,  &c; 

"  He  hadn't  got  further  than  foot  of  the  side. 
Afore  he  fell  in  with  the  dog-killin'  tribe ; 
When  a  highwayman  fellow  slipp'd  round  in  a  crack, 
And  a  thump  o'  the  skull  laid  him  flat  on  his  bock  ! 
Down  went  Cappy,  &a 

"  Now  Halphy,  extonish'd.  Cape's  fate  did  repine. 
Whilst  its  eyes  like  twe  little  pearl  buttons  did  shine; 
He  then  spat  on  his  hands,  in  a  fury  he  grew, 
Cries, '  'Gad  smash  !  but  ar'l  hev  settisfaction  o'  thou, 
For  knockin'  down  Cappy,*  &c. 

*'  Then  this  grim-luiken  fellow  his  bludgeon  he  raised. 
When  Ralphy  eyed  Cappy,  and  then  stood  amazed ; 
But  fearin'  aside  him  he  might  be  laid  down, 
Threw  him  into  the  basket,  and  bang'd  out  o'  town. 
Away  went  Cappy,  &,c 
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'*  He  breethleas  gat  hyem,  and  when  lifbin'  the  sneck, 
His  wife  exclaim'd,  '  Ralphy  !  thou's  luin  gettin'  back ; ' 
'  Qetten  back  !'  replied  Ralphy,  'ar  wish  ar'd  ne'er  gyen, 
In  Newcaaeel,  they're  fellin'  dogs,  lasses,  and  men. 
They've  knocked  down  Cappy,  &c. 

" '  If  aw  gan  to  Newcassel,  when  comee  wor  paj  week, 
Ar'  liken  him.  again  by  the  patch  on  his  cheek ; 
Or  if  ever  he  enters  wor  toon  wiv  his  stick. 
We'll  thump  him  about  till  he's  black  as  au'd  Nick, 
For  killin'  au'd  Cappy,'  &c. 

**  Wiv  tears  in  her  een,  Peggy  heard  his  sad  tale, 
And  Ralph  wiv  confusion  and  terror  grew  pale ; 
While  Coppy's  transactions  with  grief  they  tsJk'd  o*er, 
He  creeps  out  o'  the  basket  quite  brisk  on  the  floor  ! 
Wed  done,  Cappy  !  '*  &c. 

Gh'eat  applause  followed,  producing  another  song,  "The  Keel  Bow,'* 
after  which  came  another  stiff  tumber  of  gin  and  water — then  another 
song,  or  parts  of  a  song  rather — for  the  vocalist  was  fast  becoming  hors 
du  combat; — his  face  turned  green — his  eye  gradually  glazed,  and  at 
length  his  chin  sunk  on  his  breast ;  but  for  the  fortunate  circumstance  of 
the  farmer's  boy  being  on  the  look-out,  his  tumbler  would  have  dropped 
to  the  ground.  They  then  carried  Mr.  Pigg  off  to  bed,  but  not  being 
able  to  get  off  his  boots,  they  happed  him  up  as  he  was. 

The  next  morning  when  Farmer  Butterfield  came  down-stairs,  he  found 
Pigg  on  his  over-night  seat,  with  his  legs  cocked  over  the  back  of  a  chair, 
with  one  of  his  boys  blacking  his  boots.  He  had  neither  cold  nor  head- 
ache, and  eat  as  much  breakfast  as  if  he  had  had  no  supper.  His  coat 
was  dry,  his  waistcoat  was  dry,  he  was  all  dry  together ;  the  sun  shone 
brightly,  the  lost  hounds  had  cast  up,  and  taken  shelter  in  an  out-house, 
his  horse  was  freshish,  and  the  pack  poured  out  of  the  bam  bright  and 
glossy  in  their  coats,  though  somewhat  stiff  in  their  limbs. 

•  •«•••• 

*'  If  evir  ye  come  to  Handley  Cross,  wor  ard  maister  will  b^  glad  to 
thank  ye  and  pay  ye,"  said  Pigg,  grasping  the  farmer's  hand  as  he 
mounted,  "  and  if  evir  ye  gan  to  canny  Newcassel,  cast  your  eye  o'er 
mar  coosin  Deavilboger's  farm — A!  what  tormot's  he  has!  Aye,  and 
see  his  grand  pedigree  bull — A  1  what  a  bull  he  has  1 " 

"  You're  heartily  welcome,"  replied  Farmer  Butterfield,  shaking  Pigg 
bv  the  hand,  "  and  whenever  you  pass  this  way,  give  us  a  look  in,  there'll 
always  be  a  drop  of  eye-water  in  the  bottle ;  stay,  let's  open  the  gate  for 
you ; "  running  to  the  fold-yard  from  which  Pigg  emerged  with  the  glad 
pack  at  his  horse's  heels. 

Mrs.  Butterfield,  her  daughters  and  servants,  were  clustered  at  the  door, 
to  whom  Pigg  again  returned  thanks,  and  touching  his  cap,  trotted  down 
the  lane  on  to  the  road,  the  brightness  of  the  morning  contrasting  with 
the  dark  wildness  of  the  hour  in  which  he  arrived.  What  a  different 
place  he  had  got  to,  to  what  he  thought  1  On  Pigg  jogged,  now  coaxing 
a  weakly  hound,  now  talking  to  his  horse,  and  now  striking  up  the 
choraa  of — 

"  Cappy*8  th«  dog,  Talliho  !  Talliho  !  *' 
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''  Your  master's  just  gone  througb/*  said  Anthony  Smith  at  the  Barrow 
HiU  Gate. 

"  Mar  maister !  "  replied  Pigg,  "  what  Squire  Jorrocks  ?  " 

"  Yeas/'  said  the  man,  *'  he  was  axing  if  I  could  tell  him  what  become 
of  his  hounds  yesterday." 

"  Indeed,"  replied  Pigg,  "  give  me  fourpence  and  a  ticket." 

On  Pigg  trotted  as  well  as  )ie  could  with  a  pack  of  hounds  without 
a  whipper-in,  and  catching  a  view  of  Mr.  Jorrocks'  broad  red 
back  rounding  a  bend  of  the  road,  he  gave  a  puff  of  his  horn  that 
acted  like  magic. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  stopped  as  though  he  were  shot. 

Turning  short  back,  he  espied  his  huntsman  and  the  hounds,  and  great 
was  the  joy  and  exultation  at  meeting. 

"  Killed  him  did  you  say ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  in  ecstasies, 
"  vere*8  his  brush  ? !' 

"  A,  sink  *em,  they'd  spoil'd  it,"  replied  Pigg,  "  afore  iver  I  gat  te 
them — but  ar's  getten  his  head  i'  my  pocket  I  *' 

**  Fatch  it  out!  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  vy,  man,  you  should  ride 
with  it  at  your  osses'  side.  Have  you  never  a  couple  loup  to  your  saddle  ? 
—run  a  bit  of  vipcord  through  his  snout,  and  let  the  world  see  the 
wonders  we've  done — ^you've  no  proper  pride  about  you  1  There  now," 
continued  he,  having  adjusted  the  head  at  Pigg's  saddle  side, "  let  the 
world  see  it— don't  let  your  coat  lap  hang  over  it." 

Thus  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  Pigg  proceeded  at  a  foot's  pace,  relating  their 
mutual  adventures.  Before  they  had  got  to  the  end  of  their  stories,  who 
but  Charles  should  pop  upon  them  from  a  by-road,  and  the  three  having 
got  together  again,  they  entered  Handley  Cross  in  triumphant  procession, 
as  though  they  had  never  parted.  Humours  of  the  run  had  been  rife  all 
the  morning,  but  in  what  direction  it  had  been,  nobody  could  tell.  The 
stables  and  kennel  were  besieged  by  inquirers,  and  Mr.  Fribbleton,  the 
man-milliner,  who  edited  the  "  Paul  Pry,"  having  been  granted  an 
audience,  managed  from  Mr.  Jorrocks' s  account  to  manufacture  the  fol- 
lowing article  for  the  second  edition  of  his  paper.     It  was  headed — 

"  Brilliant  Run  with  Me.  Joerocks's  Hounds  I 

and  proceeded — 

"  As  this  unrivalled  pack  were  taking  their  daily  exercise  on  the 
Summerton  road,  accompanied  by  the  huntsman,  their  worthy  master,  and 
his  friend,  Mr.  James  Stobbs,  a  large  dog-fox  suddenly  crossed  before 
them,  with  which  the  pack  went  away  in  gallant  style,  despite  all  efforts  to 
stop  them,  as  they  were  advertised  to  meet  at  the  Round-of-Beef  and 
Carrots  to-morrow.  The  place  the  fox  so  suddenly  popped  upon  them 
was  just  at  the  four-mile-stone,  near  the  junction  of  the  Appledove  road, 
and  as  there  were  some  coursers  on  Arthington  open  fields,  it  is  con- 
jectured bold  Reynard  having  been  suddenly  disturbed  by  the  long  dogs, 
had  come  upon  the  hounds  in  a  somewhat  ruffled  state  pf  mind,  without 
dreaming  of  his  danger.  However,  he  was  quickly  convinced  that  there 
was  some,  by  the  cry  of  his  redoubtable  pursuers,  and  the  shortness  of 
^~~  start  caused  him  to  put  his  best  leg  foremost ;  and  setting  his  head  for 
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WdlaloD  Plantations,  be  went  straight  a«  an  Brrow  towards  them,  pasting 
near  the  main  earths  on  Thorcsby  Moor,  and  |[oing  through  the  low  end 
of  the  plantations,  where  the;  run  out  iiito  a  belt. 


"  Here  he  was  chased  l>y  a  woodman's  dog,  and  the  hounds  came  to  a 
momentary  check ;  but  Mr.  Jorroclis,  being  well  up,  made  a  scientific 
cast  forward,  and  getting  upon  grass,  they  hit  off  the  scent  at  a  meuse,  and 
wmt  at  a  racing  pace  down  to  Crowland,  through  Lady  Croes  Park, 
leaving  Bilson  a  little  on  the  right,  and  so  on  to  Langford  Plantations, 
from  thence  by  King's  Gate  to  Hookem-Snivey,  and  on  by  Staunton- 
Snivey  to  the  Downs,  crossing  at  Depedean,  leaving  the  Windmdl  to  the 
right,  and  the  Smugglers'  Cave  on  the  left.  Night  and  a  hurricane  now  came 
on ;  but,  despite  all  impediments,  thia  truly  gatlant  pack  realised  their  fox 
at  the  foot  of  Gunston  Crags.  A  few  more  minutes  would  have  thrown  the 
mantle  of  protection  over  the  varmint,  for  the  crags  are  strongholdg,  from 
whence  foxes  are  seldom  or  ever  dislodged.  It  was  the  biggest  Reynard 
that  ever  was  seen,  and  the  tag  of  bis  tAil  was  uncommonly  large. 
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The  distance  gone  over  could  not  have  been  less  than  five-and-tiirenty 
miles ;  and  altogether  it  was  the  very  finest  run  erer  encountered  in  the 
annals  of  fox-hunting.  Mr.  Jorrocks  went  like  a  bird,  and  earned  a  title 
to  a  niche  among  the  crack  riders  of  England. 

"  The  hounds  lay  out  all  night,  but  have  arrived  at  Handley  Cross  in 
very  fair  order ;  and  we  trust  this  run  is  a  prelude  to  a  long  career  of 
brilliant  sport  that  we  shall  have  the  good  fortune  to  record  under  the 
auspices  of  their  most  sporting  master,  and  his  equally  renowned  and 
energetic  Scotch  huntsman — Charles  Pigg." 

Mr.  Jorrocks  wrote  the  following  letter  to  Bill  Bowker : — 

*'DXAB  BOWKEB, 

"  Your's  to  hand,  and  note  the  contents.  We've  had  a  buaterl 
Three  hours  without  a  check  and  a  kill  1  Should  have  been  'appy  to  have 
sent  old  '  Nunquam  Dormio '  *  an  account,  but  it  was  a  bye  on  the  sly, 
and  no  one  being  out,  there  are  no  names  to  bring  in.  It's  soapin'  chaps 
cleverly  wot  makes  a  run  read.  Howsomever,  I  hopes  to  have  lots  of 
clippers  for  him  to  record  before  long.  Not  that  I  cares  about  fame,  but 
it's  well  to  let  the  'ounds  have  the  credit  of  what  they  do.  You  say 
Dormio  will  spice  the  articles  up  with  learning  and  Latin.  Latin  be 
'anged  I — Greek  too,  if  there's  any  grown  now-a-days.  Now  for 
the  run. 

**  It's  an  old  sayin',  and  a  true  'un,  that  a  bad  beginnin'  often  makes  a 
good  endin'.  We  lost  Binjamin  at  startin' ;  the  little  beggar  was  caught 
in  the  spikes  of  a  po-chay,  and  carried  a  stage  out  of  town — ^teach  him  to 
walk  up  street  for  futur'.  Howsomever,  off  we  set  without  him,  and  a 
tremendious  run  was  the  result.  I  send  you  the  '  Pry,'  and  you  can  judge 
for  yourself;  the  first  part,  about  the  find,  must  be  taken  '  cum  grano 
sails,'  with  a  leetle  Quieanne  pepper,  as  Pomponius  Ego  would  say.  We 
meant  to  have  a  private  rehearsal  as  it  were,  and  got  a  five-act  comedy 
instead  of  a  three.     Indeed,  it  were  like  to  have  been  a  tragedy. 

"  Somehow  or  other  I  got  to  the  Earl  of  Bramber's,  where  there  was  a 
great  spread,  and  I  had  a  good  blow-out,  and  a  solemnish  drink.  Either 
I  walked  in  my  sleep  and  fell  into  a  pond  or  some  one  pitched  me  into 
one,  and  I  was  as  near  drowned  as  a  toucher.  Howsomever,  I  got  out, 
and  werry  attentive  people  were  to  me,  givin'  me  brandy,  and  whiskey, 
and  negus,  and  all  sorts  of  things.  I  slept  pretty  well  after  it,  never- 
theless ;  but  when  I  awoke  to  get  up,  I  seemed  to  be  in  quite  a  different 
room — no  bell,  no  lookin'-glass,  no  wash-hand,  no  towels,  no  nothin', 
but  my  'unting  clothes  were  laid  nice  and  orderly.  I  dressed,  and  found 
my  way  to  the  breakfast-room,  when  sich  a  roar  of  laughter  greeted  my 
entrance  !  Still,  they  were  all  werry  purlite ;  but  I  observed,  whenever  a 
servant  came  in  he  nearly  split  his  sides  with  laughin'.  Well,  jist  as  I 
was  goin'  away,  I  caught  a  sight  of  myself  in  a  glass,  and,  oh,  crikey  1 
my  face  was  painted  broad  red  and  yellow  stripes,  sebra-fashion  1  I 
couldn't  be  angry,  for  it  was  so  werry  well  done ;  but  it  certainly  waa 
werry  disrespectful  to  an  M.F.H.      Have  no  great  fancy  for  lords — 


*  An  eye,  with  "nunquam  dormio"  round,  is  the  crest  and  motto  of  " Bell's 
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werry  apt  to  make  first  a  towel,  and  then  a  dish-clout  on  one.    Bat 
enough  of  that. 

"  I  hope  the  Slender  has  not  been  silly  enough  to  shoot  an  excise- 
man; they  are  clearly  not  game.  It  wiU  be  haukward  for  them  both 
if  he  has  :  of  course  he  has  too  many  legal  friends  not  to  get  the  best 
advice.  I'm  sorry  to  hear  about  Susan's  legs — they  were  a  pair  of 
uncommon  neat  ones,  certainlie  ;  all  the  symmetry  of  Westris's,  without 
the  smallness.  I  don't  think  blisterin'  would  do  them  any  good  ;  rest — 
rest — with  occasional  "friction :  hand-rubbin',  in  fact,  is  the  best  thing. 

**  Charley's  quite  well,  and  slept  last  night  at  a  lunatic's,  a  poor  chap 
wot  went  mad  about  'unting.  You  needn't  send  him  none  of  your  nasty 
'baccy  down  here,  for  I  don't  stand  smokin'.  As  you  say  Snarle's 
business  has  fallen  o£f,  you'll  have  fewer  common  forms  to  copy,  and 
more  time  for  letter-writing.  Tip  us  a  stave  when  you've  nothin'  to  do, 
and  believe  me  yours  to  serve, 

''John  Jobrocks. 

"  P.S.  1.  I  enclose  you  5Z.  for  the  Slender.  Tell  him  to  buy  a  good 
hard-mouthed  counsel  with  it.  I  fear  Billy's  only  a  *  lusus  naturae,'  or 
'loose  'un  bynatur','  asPomponius  would  say.  J.  J. 

''P.S.  2.  Tell  Fortnum  and  Mason  to  send  me  a  dozen  pots  of 
marmeylad;  also  Gilbertson  to  send  me  three  quartern  loaves — ^two 
brown  and  a  wite— every  other  day.  Can't  get  sich  bread  as  his  'ere, 
and  neither  Alum  nor  Branfoote  subscribe  a  dump  to  the  'ounds,  so  its 
no  use  puzzonin'  oneself  on  their  account.  Also  see  Painter,  and  tell  him 
if  his  turtle's  first  chop,  to  send  me  six  quarts,  with  a  suitable  quantity  of 
punch.  J.  J." ' 
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CHAPTER  XXEL 

C00KI50  UP  A  HUirr  DuncKt. 

Captaiit  Doleful,  erer  anxious  for  the  prospeiitj  of  the  town  and 
bu  own  emolument,  oonceiTed  that  a  hunt  dinner  on  the  night  of  his 
ball  would  hare  the  effect  of  drawing  diTers  rural  parties  to  the  town 
who  might  not  otherwise  honour  him  with  their  presence,  and  he 
lost  no  time  in  communicating  the  idea  to  the  worthy  master, 
Mr,  Jorrocks. 

Of  course  the  /cUU  it  would  confer  on  the  hunt,  and  the  brilliancy  it 
would  reflect  on  Mr.  Jorrocks*s  mastership,  were  the  main  points  Captain 
Doleful  urged  on  behalf  of  his  proposal;  and  Mr.  Jorrocks,  nothing 
loth  to  indulge  in  a  good  dinner,  at  which  he  was  to  play  first  fiddle, 
readily  came  into  the  proposition,  and  the  following  notice  was  inserted 
in  the  "  Paul  Pry :  "— 

"  Mb.  Jorbocks's  Fox  Hounds  ! 

"  There  will  be  a  Hunt  Dinner,  at  the  Dragon  Hotel,  on  the  night  of 
the  Master  of  the  Ceremonies'  Ball,  at  which  Members  of  the  Hunt  and 
the  public  in  general,  are  invited  to  attend. 

"  Me.  Jorrocks  in  the  Chair  ! 

"  Tickets,  twelve  shillings  each,  to  be  had  at  the  bar  of  the  Dragon 
Hotel  up  to  five  o'clock  on  Monday  evening,  after  which  none  can  possibly 
be  issued." 

Never  was  a  happier  device,  or  one  more  eminently  successful.  Not 
only  did  the  visitors  of  the  place  hasten  to  secure  tickets,  but  people  from 
all  the  neighbouring  towns  showered  in  their  orders  by  the  post,  and  it 
soon  became  apparent  that  a  bumper  would  be  the  result.  The  longest  long 
room  at  tlie  Dragon  was  soon  declared  inefficient  for  the  accommodation 
of  the  party,  and  the  masons  and  joiners  were  summoned  to  lay  the 
adjoining  bed-room  to  the  end,  which  would  afterwards  be  restored  to 
privacy  by  the  usual  means  of  folding-doors.  Then  came  the  joining  and 
fitting  of  tables,  the  measuring  of  cloths,  the  borrowing  of  knives,  forks, 
glasses,  salt-cellars,  decanters,  and  waiters.  Captain  Doleful  flew  about 
the  town  like  a  lost  dog  in  search  of  its  master.  When  Mr.  Snubbins, 
the  landlord  of  the  Dragon  failed  in  accomplishing  a  loan,  the  Captain 
rted  his  authority  in  compelling  one.  What  with  his  ball  and  the 
^e  scarcely  had  time  for  his  meals. 

Monday  he  bespoke  an  audience  with  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  put  the 

itroke  to   his  arrangements.     He  was  duly  received  in   the 

of  Diana  Villa,  where  pens,  ink,  and  paper  were  laid  for  his 
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coming.  The  dinner,  he  assured  the  worthy  master,  was  calculated  to 
make  him  eminent  in  the  eyes  of  all  men,  and  most  materially  to  aid  the 
financial  department  of  the  hunt.  *'  There  will  be,"  said  he,  "  a  gathering 
from  all  quarters.  Men  from  every  point — sportsmen  of  every  shade  and 
grade  are  about  to  assemble,  and  if  you  can  manage  to  tickle  the  fancy  of 
each  with  a  speech,  so  as  to  make  him  believe  his  favourite  sport  is  the 
best,  there  is  no  saying  but  in  the  happy  mood  that  most  men  are  in 
when  pleased  and  half-drunk,  you  may  draw  a  good  many  into  becoming 
members  or  subscribing.'* 

''Well,  there  can  be  no  difficulty  whatsomever  at  all,'*  replied  Mr. 
Jorrocks,  "  in  making  them  a  werry  'andsome  speech — beautiful  speech,  I 
may  say,  but  in  course  they  can't  expect  me  to  tell  them  that  I  consider 
any  sport  better  than  'unting." 

"Why  as  to  that,**  rejoined  Captain  Doleful,  "it  makes  little  odds 
what  a  man  says  on  an  occasion  of  this  sort,  especially  a  chairman,  whose 
first  care  should  be  to  put  every  one  in  good  humour  with  himself;  and 
if  you  were  to  outstep  the  real  facts  a  little  for  once,  no  one  would  ever 
think  of  throwing  it  in  your  teeth  on  a  future  occasion.  For  instance 
now.  Captain  Couples,  the  great  courser,  has  written  for  tickets  for 
three, — himself,  his  son,  and  a  friend, — in  order  that  he  may  have  the 
honour  of  making  your  acquaintance,  and  then  of  presenting  his  son  in 
due  form.  Of  course  you  will  take  an  early  opportunity  during  the 
evening  of  buttering  him  by  introducing  as  a  toast  the  beautiful  sport  of 
coursing,  which  you  may  say  is  one  of  the  most  classical  and  elegant 
of  field-sports,  and  say  that  it  is  one  which  you  feel  a  peculiar  pleasure  in 
proposing,  inasmuch  as  you  have  been  given  to  understand  that  one  of 
the  most  distinguished  patrons  of  the  leash  has  honoured  the  Handley- 
Cross  Hunt  dinner  with  his  presence,  which  affords  you  an  opportunity 
of  coupling  with  the  sport  the  name  of  the  gallant  Captain  Couples, 
and  of  course  the  toast  will  be  responded  to  with  a  heavy  round  of  cheers, 
which  will  lay  the  Captain  open  to  the  insinuating  applications  of  Mr. 
Fleeceall,  and  you  may  reckon  him,  if  not  his  son  also,  a  member  of  your 
hunt  for  a  year  at  all  events,  especially  if  you  get  him  to  pay  the  money 
down  on  the  nail." 

"  Humph  !  **  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  turning  it  over  in  his  mind  whether  he 
could  do  such  violence  to  his  feelings  as  to  praise  the  sport  of  coursing, 
or  call  it  Bport  at  all,  for  the  sake  of  the  three  sovereigns  he  would 
get  by  Captain  Couples  becoming  a  member  of  the  hunt.  Nothing 
daunted,  Captain  Doleful  proceeded  with  his  enumeration  and  recom- 
mendations. "  Mr.  Trippitt,  the  famous  cricketer,  will  most  likely  come. 
He  was  the  founder  of  the  Win  wicket  Cricket  Club,  which  beat  all 
London  at  Lord's  the  year  before  last ;  you  should  toast  him  and  his  club 
together,  and  of  course  you  would  string  a  lot  of  sentences  together  in 
praise  of  the  game  of  cricket,  which  you  are  doubtless  aware  is  most 
popular  all  over  England.  Then  there  is  Mr.  Hingmore,  the  quoit-player, 
and  loads  of  people  who  keep  some  hobby  or  other  for  their  private 
riding,  who  should  all  be  toasted  in  turn." 

"  Werry  well,**  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  werry  well,  there  cannot  be  not 
never  no  objection  whatsomever  at  all  to  say  in*  somethin'  pleasant  and 
toapy  of  all  the  warious  amusements,  but  it  is  werry  difficult  and  incon- 
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wenient  to  have  so  many  cut  and  dried  speeches,  as  well  as  one's  dinner 
aboard  at  the  same  time.  If  I  could  manage  to  couple  two  or  three  of 
them  together,  such  as  coursing  fishin',  and  fiddlin',  for  instance,  it  would 
suit  my  constitution  better." 

"Oh  no  !  that  would  not  do,"  replied  Captain  Doleful,  '< because  one 
of  the  objects  in  singling  out  a  sport  or  divtrsion  to  give  as  a  toast  is  the 
circumstance  of  some  patron  or  follower  being  at  table,  who  will  make  a 
speech  in  reply ;  but  if  you  dub  two  or  three  together,  not  only  will  you 
fail  in  getting  any  one  to  consider  the  toast  as  a  compliment,  but  no  one 
will  rise  to  acknowledge  it ;  because,  though  he  may  be  a  keen  follower 
of  one  branch  of  sport,  he  may  care  nothing  about  the  thing  you  couple 
with  it — ^You  understand  ?  ** 

"  Then  we  must  jest  dot  down  wot  we  think  should  be  given,"  observed 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  and  also  wot  I  should  say,  for  it  is  far  more  than  pro- 
bable, indeed  I  should  say  most  likely,  that  in  the  heat  and  noise,  and 
lush  and  flush,  and  one  thing  and  another,  I  shall  forget  one  half  o'  the 
toast,  and  possibly  give  the  coursin*  man  to  the  flddlin'  feller,  or  the 
cricketer  instead  of  the  quoit-player."  Thereupon  Mr.  Jorrocks  took  pen, 
ink,  and  paper,  and  proceeded  to  draw  out  his  list  of  toasts. 

''  In  course, '  the  Queen,  and  her  stag  'ounds,'  will  come  first,"  observed 
he,  writing  the  words  at  the  head  of  a  long  slip  of  paper — adding, 
"bumper  toast.  Cheers.  Do  you  think  there  wUl  be  any  staggerin' 
sinner  there  to  acknowledge  the  toast  ?  " 

"  Probably  there  will,"  replied  the  Captain,  "  at  all  events,  if  there 
isn't,  I  would  say  a  few  words  in  return,  as  it  would  not  look  well  to  let 
the  toast  pass  without  saying  something  on  behalf  of  our  young  and 
virtuous  queen.  I  can  acknowledge  it  as  Vice-president,  and  also  as 
holding  her  Majesty's  commission." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  " let's  see  what  should  come  next? 
Shouldn't  it  be  the  'Andley-cross  Fox-'ounds,  and  my  werry  good 
health  ?  " 

"No— that  will  be  too  soon.  The  Chairman's  health  should  never  be 
given  until  the  company  have  had  a  few  glasses  of  wine  to  elate  them  for 
shouting.  Besides,  your  health  will  be  the  toast  of  the  evening,  and 
things  always  become  flat  after  that  is  given,  and  perhaps  the  company 
will  begin  to  disperse." 

"  Werry  well — any  thing  for  a  quiet  life — what  shall  we  put  then  P  " 

Captain  Doleful. — "  Prince  Albert,  to  be  sure !  and  his  harriers." 

"  With  all  my  'cart,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  placing  the  Prince's  name 
after  her  Majesty's. 

"  We  must  have  the  Prince  of  Whales  next,  in  course,"  observed  our 
master,  "  and  all'  the  rest  of  the  Boyal  family,"  putting  it  down,  and 
asking  the  captain  what  should  follow. 

"  Mr.  Strider,  the  great  racing  man  of  these  parts,  will  most  likely 
come ;  and  if  so,  you  should  give  the  Turf,"  observed  Captain  Doleful. 
"  Besides,  he  is  a  very  likely  man  to  become  a  member  of  the  Hunt,  if 
not  to  subscribe,  now  that  there  is  a  regular  master,  his  only  excuse  for 
not  doing  so  when  the  committee  had  the  hounds  being  that  he  didn't 
like  partnership  concerns  in  any  thing  but  race-horses." 

"  The  Turf,  and  Mr.  Stridor's  good  health  I "   Mr.  Jorrocks  wrote 
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down — adding  the  words — "  improve  breed  of  'osses — promote  sport — 
amuse  lower  orders — mount  cavalry — lick  the  world,"  as  the  headings  for 
his  speech. 

^'  Come  now,  jog  on,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  looking  at  the  nib  of  his 
pen,  '^  we've  only  got  five  toasts  ready  as  yet :  shouldn't  we  give  Fox- 
Wing  P" 

"  Oh,  certainly,"  replied  Captain  Doleful ;  ''  that  is  a  general  toast,  and 
acceptable  to  all;  besides,  Mr.  Yamley  will  be  at  the  dinner,"  observed 
Captain  Doleful.  *'  He  has  two  capital  covers,  and  one  capital  speech, 
which  he  likes  letting  off.  Write  down  *  Mr.  Yamley,  and  Promoters  of 
Fox-hunting  I '  for  he  doesn't  hunt  himself,  and  only  preserves  foxes  in 
order  that  he  may  have  his  health  drunk  at  ordinaries  and  public  dinners, 
when  he  tells  the  company  how  he  has  always  preserved  foxes,  and  does 
preserve  foxes,  and  will  preserve  foxes,  and  so  forth." 

Mr.  Jorrocks  then  added  Mr.  Yaruley's  name  to  the  list  of  toasts,  adding 
the  words,  "proprietors  of  covers  and  promoters  of  fox-'unting,"  and  the 
following  headings  for  a  speech,  "  Considerate  gentleman — free  from 
selfishness — good  example."  "We  should  cheer  this  toast,  I  think," 
added  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  'specially  as  I  s'pose  the  gemman  takes  no  rent  for 
his  covers." 

"  I  believe  not,"  replied  Captain  Doleful,  upon  which  Mr.  Jorrocks  put 
the  word  "  cheers  "  after  "  good  example." 

"Now  Coursing  should  come,  I  think,"  remarked  Captain  Doleful, 
''and  Captain  Couples's  health.  He's  a  great  man  at  the  Deptford 
meeting,  and  thinks  coursing  the  only  sport  worth  living  for." 

"  He  must  be  a  werry  big  blockhead,  then,"  repGed  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
laying  down  his  pen,  and  stretching  out  his  legs  as  though  he  were  going 
to  take  "  the  rest."  "  A  werry  remarkable  jackass,  indeed,  I  should  say. 
Now  of  all  slow,  starvation,  great-coat,  comforter,  worst ed-stockin',  dirty- 
nose  sort  of  amusement,  that  same  melancholy  coursin'  is  to  me  the  most 
miserably  contemptible.     It's  a  satire  on  racin'." 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Captain  Doleful,  "  Couples's  guineas  will  be  as 
good  as  any  other  man's ;  and,  as  I  said  before,  a  chairman  is  not 
expected  to  swear  to  all  be  says — your  business  is  to  endeavour  to  please 
every  one,  so  that  they  may  go  home  and  tell  their  wives  and  daughters 
what  a  jolly,  deb'ghtful,  at-all-in-the-ring  sort  of  gentleman  Mr.  Jor- 
rocks is." 

"  Aye,  that's  all  werry  good,"  grunted  our  master,  "  but  conscience  is 
conscience  arter  all,  and  coursin'  is  coursin'.  It's  as  bad  as  drinkin'  the 
•Andley-Cross  waters  to  have  to  praise  what  one  doesn't  like.  I'll  give 
the  Merry  'Arriers  afore  Coursin',  howsoraever,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
putting  down  the  words  Hare-'unting ;  "  Will  there  be  any  currant-jelly 
boy  to  return  thanks  ? — I'm  sure  there  will,  indeed,  for  I  never  knew  a 
mixed  party  yet  without  a  master  of  muggers  among  them." 

To  this  toast  Mr.  Jorrocks  added  the  words — "  nose — fine  music — 
pleasant — soup."  "Now,"  said  he,  "we've  got  the  Queen  and  the 
Staggers — Prince  Ilalbert — Prince  of  Whales — Strider  and  the  Turf — 
Fox-'unting — Yarnley  and  Proprietors  of  Covers — the  Merry  'Arriers." 

"  Put  *  Coursing '  next,  then,"  said  Doleful ;  "  it  will  follow  hare- 
hunting  very  well,  and  be  all  in  the  soup  line." 
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"  Well,  if  you  miut  have  it,  you  must,**  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  writing 
down  the  word  :  "  coursin'."  "  Who  acknowledges  the  toast  P — ah, 
Couples — Captain,  I  think  you  said  he  is  ?  Captain  Couples — a  werry 
good  man  too — blow  me  tight  though  if  I  knows  what  to  say  in 
givm  on  it. 

*'  Oh,  say  it's  classical,  and  a  fine  bracing  amusement.'*  Mr.  Jorrocks 
added  the  words  "  fine  amusement.*' 

''  Well,  that's  eight  bumpers  from  the  chair,"  observed  Captain  Doleful ; 
"  and  now  we'll  let  you  take  your  breath  a  little — unless  Mr.  Snapper 
comes,  when  you  must  give  pigeon-shooting  and  the  triggers  generally. 
I'll  now  toast  the  Chair." 

"  The  Chair,"  wrote  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  that's  me.     Cheers  in  course." 

"  In  course,"  replied  Captain  Doleful,  adding,  "  I  shall  butter  you 
uncommon." 

''With  all  my  'eart— -I  can  stand  a  wast  of  praise,"  replied  Mr. 
Jorrocks. 

''  WeU,  then,  afler  that,  and  after  your  speech,  which  of  course  will  be 
highly  complimentary  to  the  company,  and  full  of  promises  of  what  you 
will  do,  you  must  propose  my  health — as  master  of  the  ceremonies  of 
Handley  Cross  Spa." 

"  And  as  a  great  sportsman ! "  added  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  No,  no,  I'd  rather  not,"  exclaimed  Doleful  in  alarm ;  "  the  fact  is,  I 
only  hunt  on  the  sly.  If  the  Dowagers  thought  I  did  not  devote  my 
whole  time  and  energies  to  the  town  amusements,  they  would  grumble, 
and  say  I  was  always  out  hunting  instead  of  attending  to  the  important 
duties  of  my  post.  No ;  just  confine  yourself  to  the  M.  C.  department, 
not  forgetting  to  insinuate  that  it  is  my  ball-night,  and  to  express  a  hope 
that  all  the  company  will  honour  it  with  their  presence ;  yuu  might  say 
something,  apparently  half-facetiously,  in  the  way  of  a  hint  about  giving 
guineas  for  their  tickets ;  for  some  people  are  getting  into  the  dirty 
trick  of  paying  at  the  door." 

"  Werry  good,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  writing  down  "  Capt.  Doleful,  M.  C, 
not  sportsman — pleasant  feller — nice  ball — pumps  in  pocket — tickets  at 
bar — guinea.     You'll  be  *cheer'd,'  I  s'pose?  " 

"  Of  course,"  said  the  Captain — "  aU  the  honours — one  cheer  more  if 
you  can  get  it." 

Cricketing,  quoit-playing,  shooting,  badger-baiting,  steeple-chasing, 
hurdle-racing,  crow-shooting,  and  divers  other  sporting,  extraordinary, 
and  extravagant  toasts  were  then  added;  some  to  fit  people  that  were 
known  to  be  coming,  others  put  down  to  take  the  chance  of  any  amateur 
of  the  amusement  presenting  himself  unexpectedly  at  the  table. 

"  Werry  well  now,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  at  last,  dotting  up  the  column 
of  toasts  with  his  pen,  "  that's  two,  four,  six,  seven,  eight,  ten,  twelve, 
fourteen,  sixteen.  Sixteen  bumper  toasts,  with  speeches  both  goin'  and 
returnin',  to  say  nothin'  of  shoutin',  which  always  teUs  on  weak  'eads. 
Wot  shall  we  say  next  ?  " 

**  Oil !  "  said  Captain  Doleful,  in  an  indiflferent  sort  of  way,  as  much  as 
to  say  the  important  business  of  the  evening  would  be  finished  on  drinking 
his  health  ;  "  why  just  pass  the  bottle  a  few  times,  or  if  you  see  a  gentle- 
man with   a  singing  face,  call  on  him  for   a  song;   or  address  your 
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neighbour  right  or  left,  and  say  you'll  trouble  him  to  give  a  gentleman  and 
his  hounds. 

"  A  gen'lman  and  his  'ounds/'  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  but  they'll  have 
had  a  gen'leman  and  his  'ounds  when  they've  ha^  me." 

"Ah,  but  that's  nothing — *a  gentleman  and  his  hounds/  is  a  fine 
serviceable  toast  at  a  hunt-dinner.  I've  known  a  gentleman  and  his 
hounds — a  gentleman  and  his  hounds — a  gentleman  and  his  hounds — 
serve  chairman,  vice-chairman,  and  company  throughout  the  live-long 
evening,  without  the  slightest  assistance  from  any  other  source.  Fox- 
hunters  are  easily  pleased,  if  you  do  but  give  them  plenty  to  drink. 
Let  me,  however,  entreat  of  you,  above  all  things,  to  remember  my 
ball,  and  do  not  let  them  oversit  the  thing,  so  as  not  to  get  to  it. 
Bemember,  too,  it's  a  fancy  one,  and  they'll  take  more  dressing." 

"  Aye,  aye,  I'll  vip  them  oflf  to  you  when  I  think  they've  had  enough," 
replied  Mr.  Jorrocks. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

SERVING   UP  A   HUNT  DINNER. 


The  important  night  drew  on,  and  with  it  the  cares  and  excitement  of 
a  double  event.  The  interests  of  all  hearts  and  minds  were  centred  in 
that  day.  None  looked  beyond.  The  dinner  and  dance  formed  the 
boundary  of  their  mental  horizon.  At  an  early  hour  in  the  afternoon 
numerous  rural  vehicles  came  jingling  into  Handley  Cross,  with  the  mud 
of  many  counties  on  their  wheels.  Here  was  Squire  Jorum's,  the 
chairman  of  quarter  sessions,  green  chariot,  with  fat  Mrs.  Jorum  and 
three  fat  little  Miss  Jorums  crammed  inside,  young  Mr.  Jorum  having 
established  himself  alongside  a  very  antediluvian-looking  coachman,  in 
dark  drab,  with  a  tarnished  gold-band  on  a  new  hat,  who  vainly  plied  the 
thong  and  crop  of  a  substantial  half  pig-driver,  half  horse-breaker's  whip, 
along  the  ribs  and  hind-quarters  of  a  pair  of  very  fat,  square-tailed,  heavy, 
rough-coated,  coarse-headed,  lumbering  nags,  to  induce  them  to  trot 
becomingly  into  the  town.  Imperials,  a  cap-box,  a  maid  in  the  rumble, 
all  ensconced  in  band-boxes,  proclaim  their  destiny  for  that  day.  Captain 
Slasher,  with  a  hired  barouche  and  four  black  screws,  all  jibbing  and 
pulling  different  ways — the  barouche  full  of  miscellaneous  foot  comets  in 
plain  clothes  (full  of  creases  of  course),  dashes  down  East  Street,  and 
nearly  scatters  his  cargo  over  the  road,  by  cutting  it  fine  between  Squire 
Jorum's  carriage  and  the  post.  A  yellow  dennet  passes  by,  picked  out 
with  chalk,  mud,  and  black  stripes  :  two  polar  bear-looking  gentlemen,  in 
enormous  pea-jackets,  plentifully  be-pocketed,  with  large  wooden  buttons, 
are  smoking  cigars  and  driving  with  a  cane-handled  hunting-whip.  Then 
a  "yellow,"  with  the  driver  sitting  on  the  cross-bar,  whose  contents, 
beyond  a  bonnet  and  a  hat,  are  invisible,  in  consequence  of  the  window 
having  more  wood  than  glass  in  its  composition,  works  its  way  up,  and  in 
its  turn  is  succeeded  by  another  private  carriage  with  a  pair  of  posters. 
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Then  there  was  such  a  ringing  of  bells,  calling  of  waiters,  cursing  ot 
chambermaids,  and  blasting  of  boots,  at  the  various  hotels,  in  consequence 
of  the  inability  of  the  houses  to  swell  themselves  into  three  times  their 
size,  to  accommodate  the  extraordinary  influx  of  guests.  "  Very  sorry, 
indeed,"  says  Mr.  Snubbins,  the  landlord  of  the  Dragon,  twisting  a  dirty 
duster  round  his  thumb,  *'  very  sorry,  indeed,  sir,"  speaking  to  a  red- 
faced  big-whiskered  head,  thrust  out  of  a  carriage  window,  '*  we  are  full 
to  the  attics — not  a  shake-down  or  sofa  unoccupied ;  can  get  you  a  nice 
lodging  out,  if  you  like — very  comfortable. 

"D —  your  comfortables,  you  lying  thief  I -—do  you  suppose  I  can't  do 
that  for  myself?  Well,  if  ever  you  catch  me  coming  to  your  house  again  I 
hope  I  may  be  **     The  wish  was  lost  by  some  one  pulling  the  irate 

gentleman  back  into  his  chaise,  and  after  a  short  parley  inside,  during 
which  three  reasonable  smgle  gentlemen  applied  to  Mr.  Stubbins  for  the 
accommodation  of  a  room  amongst  them  to  dress  in  for  dinner,  the  boy 
was  ordered  to  drive  on,  and  make  the  grand  tour  of  the  inns. 

Weary,  most  weary  were  the  doings  at  the  Dragon.  Bin^  a  ding^  ding 
a  ding  dong^  went  the  hostler's  bell  at  the  gate ;  "  Boom  for  a  carriage 
and  pair  ?  ** 

"  Whose  o'  it  P  " 

"Mrs.  Grout's!" 

"  No,  quite  full  I  "  The  hostler  muttering  to  himself,  "  Mrs.  Grouts 
and  two  feeds — sixpence  for  hostler."  Bing  a  ding,  ding  a  ding,  ding  a 
ding  dong.  Hostler  apdn — "  Coming  out !  "  "  Who  now  ?  "  "  Squire 
Gooseander !  four  posters,  piping  hot,  white  lather,  boys  beery,  four  on 
to  Hollinshall,  bait  there,  back  to  hall — sixpence  a  mile  for  good  driving 
—out  they  corae^ — there's  your  ticket — ^pay  back  and  away." 

Tinkle,  tinkle,  tinkle,  tinkle,  tinkle,  tinkle,  tinkle^  went  a  little  bell,  as 
though  it  would  never  stop. 

"  Waitee  !  "  roared  a  voice  from  the  top  of  the  house,  that  came  like 
a  crash  of  thunder  after  the  insignificant  precursor,  "  am  I  to  ring  here  all 
day  ?  Where's  the  boots  ?  I  sent  him  for  a  barber  an  hour  ago,  and 
here  I've  been  starving  in  my  shirt-sleeves  ever  since." 

"  Now,  Jane,  Miss  Tramp  wants  her  shoes." 

"Where's  the  chambermaid?"  exclaimed  a  gentleman,  rushing  half 
frantic  down-stairs ;  "  here's  a  man  got  into  my  room  and  swears  he  will 
dress  in  it." 

"  Oh !  I  begs  pardon,  sir,"  replied  the  chambermaid,  trying  to  smooth 
him  over,  "  we  really  are  so  full,  sir,  and  I  didn't  think  you'd  be  coming 


in  so  soon,  sir." 


"  Waiter !  somebody  has  changed  my  place  at  dinner !  I  was  next 
Mr.  Walter  Dale,  and  now  they've  put  me  below  Mr.  Barker — between 
him  and  Mr.  Alcock :  who  the  devil's  done  it  ?  " 

"  Boots !  Porter !  Boots  !  run  down  to  Mr.  Ingledew  the  tailor's — you 
know  him,  don't  you  ?  Comer  of  Hill  Street — ^just  as  you  turn  off  the 
esplanade  ;  and  tell  him  he's  sent  me  the  wrong  coat.  Not  half  the  size 
of  my  own — more  like  a  strait-jacket  than  any  thing  else.  And  here ! 
desire  Mrs.  Kirton  to  send  some  ball  gloves  for  me  to  try  on — lemon 
colour  or  white — three  and  sixpenny  ones." 

"  Lauk,  I've  come  away  and  left  Miss  Eliza's  stockings,  I  do  declare  I  " 
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exdaims  Jemims  Thiilwell,  MJu  Eliia  Bippon's  Udjr's  maid,  pale  with 
fear,  "  what  lAaU  I  do  F  Never  was  aaj  thing  bo  unlucky— juit  took 
them  to  run  my  band  through  and  tee  they  were  all  right,  and  left  them 
han^ng  over  tite  back  of  the  chair.  Know  u  well  where  tb^  are  ai 
posaible — but  what'a  the  use  of  that  when  they  an  ten  milei  off  F  " 

"  Waiter,  what  time's  dinner  ?  " 

"  Fire  o'clock,  air,  and  no  waiting — Hr.  Jorrocka  aweara  he'U  take  the 


chair  at  fire  preciaely,  whether  it'a  served  or  not,"  addi  the  waiter,  with 
■  grio. 

Then  there  was  such  work  in  the  kitchen — Susan  Straker,  the  cook, 
like  all  the  sisterhood,  was  abort  in  her  temper,  and  aevere  and  endleas 
were  the  trials  it  underwent  in  consequence  of  the  jiogling  and  tinkling 
of  the  bells  calling  away  the  chambermaids  who  were  to  have  assisted  her 
in  the  kitchen.  Then  Mr.  Jorroclcs  deranged  her  whole  system  by  in- 
•isting  upon  having  a  sucking  pig  and  roast  goose  that  she  intended  for 
centre  dishes,  right  under  his  nose  st  the  top  of  the  table ;  added  to 
which,  the  fish  was  late  in  coming,  and  there  was  not  half  aa  mncb 
maccaroui  in  the  town  as  would  make  an  inn  dish. 

"Now,  JuD,"  said  Mrs.  Jorrocks  to  her  loving  spouse,  taking  a 
finishing  look  of  our  hero  as  he  emerged  from  his  bed-room  in  the  full 
dresB  uniform  of  his  hunt,  "  see  and  conduct  yourself  like  a  genleman 
and  with  dignity,  and,  above  all,  keep  loier — nothing  so  wulgar  or  un- 
genteel  as  gettin'  intoslicated.  Belinda  and  I  will  call  for  you  at  ten 
minutes  before  ten,  to  take  you  on  to  the  ball ;  for,  in  course,  it  cam't 
commence  till  we  come,  and  it  won't  be  politefiil  to  keep  people  waitin' 
too  long." 

"  Jest  so,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  adjusting  a  capacious  shirt-frill  in  the 
glass.    "Biigirain,  I  say,  run  and  fatch  the  fly." 

Mr.  Jorrocks  was  uncommonly  smart.  Sky-blue  coat  lined  with  pink 
■atin,  finely  starched  white  waistcoat,  new  canai^-coloured  shorts,  below 
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which  stood  a  pair  of  splendid  calves,  encased  in  gauze  white  silk  stock- 
ings, and  his  feet  appeared  in  shining  shoes  with  silver  buckles.  At 
either  knee  a  profusion  of  white  riband  dangled  in  graceful  elegance, 
looking  for  all  the  worid  like  wedding  favours.  Benjamin,  notwith- 
standing his  boasting  and  taunting  to  Samuel  Strong,  knew  his  master 
too  well,  and  the  taste  of  his  whip  also,  to  attempt  any  of  the  exclusive 
tricks  in  the  way  of  service,  he  gave  himself  credit  for  acting ;  so  settling 
himself  into  his  frock-coat,  and  drawing  on  a  pair  of  clean  white  Berlins, 
sufficiently  long  at  the  fingers  to  allow  the  ends  to  dribble  in  the  soup- 
plates,  he  wiped  his  nose  across  his  hand,  and  running  away  down  to  the 
stand,  very  soon  had  a  fly  at  the  door.  Jorrocks  stepped  in,  and 
Benjamin  mounted  behind  with  all  the  dignity  of  a  seven-foot  figure 
footman.     Away  they  dash  to  the  Dragon. 

Notwithstanding  the  descent  of  a  drizzling  rain,  and  the  "  inclement 
season  of  the  year,"  as  newspapers  phrase  it,  there  was  a  crowd  of  servants, 
post-boys,  beggars,  and  loiterers  hanging  about  the  arched  gate-way  of 
the  Dragon  to  get  a  sight  of  our  renowned  hero  alighting  from  his  fly ; 
and  great  was  the  rushing  and  jostling  to  the  door  as  it  drew  up. 
Mr.  Snubbins,  the  landlord,  a  choleric  round-faced  little  man,  with  a  snub 
nose  and  a  pimple  on  the  end  of  it,  had  put  himself  into  a  white  waist- 
coat, with  his  best  blue  coat  and  black  kerseymere  shorts,  to  officiate 
behind  Mr.  Jorrocks*  chair,  and  hearing  our  master's  name  bandied  about 
on  his  arrival,  met  him  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  with  all  becoming  respect, 
and  proceeded  to  conduct  him  into  the  waiting-room.  There  was  a 
strongish  muster ;  but  two  melancholy  mould-candles,  in  kitchen  candle- 
sticks, placed  on  the  centre  of  a  large  table,  shed  such  a  dismal  ray  about 
the  room,  that  little  was  distinguishable,  save  a  considerable  mass  of 
white,  and  an  equally  large  proportion  of  a  darker  colour.  Some  thirty 
or  forty  members  of  the  Hunt,  strangers  and  others,  were  clustered  about, 
and  there  was  a  dull,  funeral  sort  of  hum  of  a  conversation,  interrupted 
every  now  and  then  by  the  recognition  of  friends,  and  the  entrance  of 
another  arrival  into  the  dingy  apartment.  Then  there  was  the  usual 
hiding  of  hats  and  cloaks — the  secretion  of  umbrellas,  goloshes,  and 
sticks,  and  the  expression  of  hopes  that  they  might  be  forthcoming  when 
wanted. 

Meanwhile  the  savoury  smell  of  dinner  fighting  its  way  up  the  crowded 
staircase,  in  the  custody  of  divers  very  long-coated  post-boys  turned 
waiters,  and  a  most  heterogeneous  lot  of  private  servants,  some  in  top- 
boots,  some  in  gaiters,  some  few  in  white  cotton  stockings,  and  the  most 
ottt-of-  the-way  fitting  liveries,  entered  the  waiting-room,  and  the  company 
began  to  prepare  for  the  rush.  All  things,  soup,  fish,  joints,  vegetables, 
poultry,  pastry,  and  game,  being  at  length  adjusted,  and  the  covers  taken 
off  to  allow  them  to  cool,  Mr.  Snubbins  borrowed  a  candle  from  the  low 
end  of  the  table,  and  forthwith  proceeded  to  inform  Mr.  Jorrocks  that 
dinner  was  served. 

Great  was  the  rush  I  The  worthy  citizen  was  carried  out  of  the  waiting- 
room  across  the  landing,  and  half-way  up  the  dining-room,  before  he 
could  recover  his  legs,  and  he  scrambled  to  his  seat  at  the  head  of  the 
table,  amidst  loud  cries  of  '*  Sir,  this  is  my  seat !  Waiter,  take  this  person 
''—"Who  are  you  P  "—"  You're  another  I "—"  Mind  your  eyel" 
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— "I  iw^  be  here!"— "I    say  you  won't  though  I  "—"  That's  my 
bread  1 " 

Parties  at  leng;th  get  wedged  in.  The  clamour  gradually  subsides 
into  an  universal  datter  of  plates,  knives,  and  forks,  occasionally  diver- 
sified by  the  exclamation  of  "  Waiter  I  "  or,  "  Sir,  I'U  be  happy  to  take 
wine  with  you."  Harmony  gradually  returns,  as  the  dinner  progresses, 
and  ere  the  chopped  cheese  makes  its  appearance,  the  whole  party  is  in 
excellent  humour.  Grace  follows  cheese,  and  the  *'  feast  of  reason  "  being 
over,  the  table  is  cleared  for  the  "  flow  of  soul." 

A  long  web  of  green  baize,  occasionally  interrupted  by  the  inequalities 
of  the  various  tables,  succeeds,  and  clean  glasses  with  replenished 
decanters  and  biscuit  plates,  for  they  do  not  sport  dessert,  are  scattered  at 
intervals  along  the  surface.  The  last  waiter  at  length  takes  his  departure, 
and  eyes  begin  to  turn  towards  the  chair. 

*'  Mr.  Wice  !  "  roars  Mr.  Jorrocks,  rising,  and  hitting  the  table  with  an 
auctioneer's  hammer,  **  Mr.  Wice-President,  I  say !  "  he  repeats,  in  a 
louder  and  more  authoritative  tone,  amid  cries  of  '*  Chair !  chair !  order  1 
order  I  silence  1  silence ! "  "I  rises,"  says  he,  looking  especially 
important,  "  to  propose  a  toast,  a  bumper  toast  in  fact,  that  I  feels  con- 
fident you  will  all  drink  with  werry  'earty  satisfaction — it  is  the  health  of 
our  young,  wirtuous,  and  amiable  Queen  (applause),  a  werry  proper  toast 
to  give  at  a  great  sportin'  dinner  like  this,  seein'  as  how  she  is  a  werry 
nice  little  'ooman,  and  keeps  a  pack  of  stag-'ounds.  Grentlemen,  I  need 
not  tell  you  that  stag-'unting  is  a  sport  of  great  hantiquity,  as  the 
curiosity  shop-keepers  say ;  but  they  couldn't  do  it  in  nothin'  like  the 
style  in  former  days  that  they  do  now,  so  in  that  respects  we  have  the 
better,  of  the  old  hancients.  Who  hasn't  seen  Frank  Grant's  grand  pictor 
of  the  meet  of  the  stag-'ounds  on  Hascot  'Eath  P  That  will  tell  you 
how  it's  done  now — French  polish,  blue  satin  ties,  such  as  Esau  never 
could  sport.  That's  a  pictor,  my  bouys,  and  when  I've  'unted  your 
country  to  the  satisfaction  of  you  all,  as  I've  no  manner  of  doubt  at  all 
that  I  shall,  then  you  subscribe  and  get  Frank  to  paint  me  and  my 
'ounds.  And  now  for  the  toast,"  added  Mr.  Jorrocks,  raising  a  brimming 
bumper  high  in  hand :  "  The  Queen  and  her  Stag-'ounds  1  "  Drank  with 
a  fiill  and  heavy  round  of  applause.  After  resuming  his  seat  for  a  few 
seconds,  during  which  time  he  conned  the  next  toast  in  his  mind, 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  rose  and  called  for  another  bumper,  just  as  Captain  Doleful 
was  rising  to  return  thanks  on  behalf  of  her  Migesty. 

"  Mr.  Wice ! "  he  roared  out,  "  I  rise  to  propose  another  bumper  toast, 
as  big  a  bumper  as  the  last  in  fact,  and  one  that  I  feel  conwinced  you 
will  all  be  most  'appy  to  drink.  We  have  just  had  the  honour  of  drinking 
the  health  of  the  Queen ;  there  is  one  near  and  dear  to  her  Majesty,  who, 
I  feels  assured,  you  will  not  be  the  less  delighted  to  honour  (applause). 
I  need  not  say  that  I  alludes  to  the  great  patron  o'  the  Woods  and 
Forests,  Prince  Halbert,  the  best-looking  man  i'  the  country."  (Drank 
with  immense  applause — one  cheer  more — Huzzah  !) 

Mr.  Jorrocks  being  an  expert  chairman,  from  frequent  practice  at  <' free- 
and-easys,"  went  on  pretty  briskly  at  starting,  and  the  company  had 
hardly  drained  their  glasses,  and  got  settled  after  cheering,  before  his 
hammer  was  at  work  agam,  and  he  called  for  another  bumper  toast. 
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Having  given  "The  Prince  of  Whales,"  as  he  called  him,  and  "the 
rest  of  the  Eoyal  Pamily,"  "  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  rising,  glass  in  hand, 
"  I  have  now  to  propose  to  your  favourable  consideration  an  important 
branch  o'  British  diwersion,  and  one  for  which  this  country  long  has,  and 
ever  will,  stand  most  howdaciously  conspicuous  (cheers).  I  allude  to  the 
noble  sport  of  racin'  "  ("  hear,  hear,  hear,"  from  Mr.  Strider,  and  a  slight 
jingling  of  glasses  from  friends  in  his  neighbourhood).  "Gentlemen, 
racin*  is  a  sport  of  great  hantiquity,  so  old,  in  fact,  that  I  cam't  go  back 
to  the  time  when  it  commenced.  It  is  owin'  to  racin'  and  the  turf,  that 
we  now  possess  our  superior  breed  of  'osses,  who  not  only  amuse  the 
poor  people  wot  cam't  afford  to  hunt,  by  their  runnin',  but  so  improve 
our  breed  of  cavalry,  as  enables  us  to  Uck  the  world  (cheers).  I  am  sure, 
gentlemen,  you  will  all  agree  that  racin'  is  one  of  the  noblest  and  most 
delightful  sports  goin',  and  honoured  as  we  are,  this  evenin',  by  the 

Presence  of  one  of  the  brightest  homaments  o'  the  British  turf,"  (Mr. 
orrocks  looking  most  insinuatingly  down  the  table  at  Strider,  as  much  as 
to  say,  "  That  will  do  you,  my  boy.")  "  I  feels  assured  I  need  only  couple 
with  the  turf  the  popular  name  of  Strider  (loud  cheers),  to  insure  a  burst 
of  hearty  and  enthusiastic  applause."  Jorrocks  was  right  in  his  surmise, 
for  no  sooner  was  the  name  pronounced,  than  there  was  such  a  thumping 
of  the  baize*covered  tables,  such  a  kicking  of  the  floor,  and  such  a  shouting 
and  clapping  of  hands,  that  the  concluding  words  of  his  speech  were 
audible  only  to  the  reporter,  who  was  accommodated  with  a  small  round 
table  and  a  large  bottle  of  port  immediately  behind  the  chair. 

Strider  was  rightly  named  Strider,  for  he  was  an  immensely  tall, 
telescopic  kind  of  man,  so  tall,  that  he  might  pass  for  the  author  of 
Longfellow's  poems,  who  now  drew  himself  out  from  under  the  table  as 
though  he  was  never  going  to  end.  He  had  a  frightful  squint,  so  that  when 
meant  to  look  at  the  chair,  one  eye  appeared  settled  half-way  down  the 
table,  and  the  other  seemed  to  rest  upon  the  ceiling.  He  was  dressed  in 
a  round,  racing,  cut-away  coat,  with  basket  buttons,  drab  trousers,  and  a 
buff  waistcoat,  with  a  striped  neckcloth.  He  had  made  money  by  racing 
-^if  honestly,  he  was  a  much  belied  man — ^but  as  he  spent  it  freely,  and 
not  one  man  in  a  hundred  cares  to  ask  how  it  comes,  Strider  was  popidar 
in  his  neighbourhood. 

"  He  felt  deeply  sensible  of  the  honour  that  had  been  done  him  by  their 
distinguished  chairman  and  that  great  meeting,  not  only  by  the  manner  in 
which  his  health  had  been  proposed,  but  for  the  handsome  compliment 
that  had  been  paid  to  the  great  national  and  all-enjoyable  sport  of  racing, 
which  he  felt  assured  required  no  recommendation  from  him,  as  no  one 
could  partake  of  it  once  without  being  fully  convinced  of  its  infinite 
superiority  and  worth.  He  was  happy  to  see  that  his  humble  exertions 
in  the  great  and  good  cause  had  not  been  altogether  thrown  away,  for,  in 
the  list  of  races  for  next  year,  he  saw  many  names  that  had  never  been 
put  down  before,  and  having  now  got  a  master  of  hounds  whose  name 
was  closely  associated  with  everything  that  was  sporting  and  popular,  he 
made  no  doubt  things  would  proceed  in  a  true  railway  style  of  progression, 
and  the  name  of  Jorrocks  would  be  followed  by  every  well-wisher  to  that 
noble  animal,  the  horse.     The  list  of  Hashem  races  for  the  next  year,  he 

uld  take  the  liberty  of  handing  up  to  the  chair/'  producing,  as  he  spoke, 
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a  long,  half-printed,  half-manuscript  sheet  from  his  coat-pocket,  "  and,  in 
conclusion,  he  had  only  to  repeat  his  most  grateful  thimks  for  the  very 
distinguished  honour  they  had  conferred  upon  him." 

Thereupon  three-quarters  of  the  orator  disappeared  under  the  tabl&«- 
the  list  passed  quickly  up,  for  no  one  ventured  to  look  at  it,  lest  a  sub- 
scription should  be  inferred,  and  on  its  reaching  the  president,  he  very 
coolly  folded  it  up,  and  put  it  in  his  pocket.  Mr.  Strider  looked  all  ways 
except  straight  at  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  very  complacently  proceeded  with  lus 
list  of  toasts.  "  Gentlemen,"  cried  he,  getting  up  again,  *'  Mr.  Wice- 
Fresident  and  gentlemen  !  '*  he  exclaimed ;  "  the  next  toast  is  one  that  I 
feels  assured  you  will  drink  with  werry  great  satisfaction,  and  in  a  full 
bumper,  with  dl  the  honours — it  is  the  health  of  a  gentleman  now  present, 
who,  though  no  fox-'unter  himself — the  more's  the  pity — is  nevertheless 
a  real  friend  to  the  sport,  and  not  one  of  your  selfish  warmints  wot 
destroys  foxes  because  he  does  not  care  about  Talli-hoing  himself,  but, 
with  most  trumpish  consideration,  does  his  best  to  promote  the  sport  of 
his  friends  and  neighbours,  thereby  settin'  an  example  worthy  of  imitation 
by  all,  both  great  and  small  (cheers).  When  I  say  it*s  the  health  of  a 
gentleman  wot  gives  a  brace  of  covers,  free  gratis,  all  for  nothin',  to  our 
*unt,  your  percussion  imaginations  will  readily  supply  the  name  of 
Tarnley  (loud  applause) ;  and  I  propose  we  drink  in  a  full  bumper  the 
health  of  Mr.  Yarnley,  and  proprietors  of  covers,  and  promoters  of  fox- 
'unting."  This  toast  was  drunk  with  very  great  applause,  and  some 
seconds  elapsed  before  silence  was  restored.     Mr.  Yarnley  then  rose. 

He,  too,  was  a  tallish  man,  but  coming  after  Strider  he  looked  less  than 
he  really  was,  added  to  which,  a  frock-coat  (sky-blue,  with  pink  lining) 
rather  detracted  from  his  height ;  his  face  was  long  and  red,  his  nose  very 
short  and  thick,  and  his  hair  very  straight.  "  Mr.  President  and  gentle- 
men I "  said  he,  very  slowly,  fixing  his  eyes  steadily  on  a  biscuit-plate 
before  him,  "  for  the  honour  you  have  done  me — hem — in  drinking  my 
health — hem — I  beg — hem — to  return  you — ^hem — my  most  sincere 
thanks — hem — and  gentlemen,  I  can  only  say — hem — that  I  have  always 
been  a  friend — hem — to  fox-'unting — hem  (cheers) — and  I  always  shall 
be  a  friend  to  fox-*unting,  gentlemen  (cheers) — which  I  am  sure  is  a  most 
agreeable  sport  (cheers) — hem,  hem — and,  gentlemen,  I  hope  you  will 
always  find  foxes  in  my  covers — hem  (applause) — for  I  can  only  say, 
gentlemen,  that  I  do  preserve  foxes,  gentlemen — hem  (renewed  applause) 
— ^and  I  always  have  preserved  foxes,  gentlemen — hem,  hem — "  wheli 
Yarnley,  seeming  about  brought  up,  the  company  cheered,  and  drinking 
off  his  heel-taps,  he  concluded  with  saying,  "  and,  gentlemen,  I  always 
mil  preserve  foxes  !  " 

"  Mr.  Wice-President,"  roared  Mr.  Jorrocks,  above  the  clamour  that 
now  began  to  prevail,  as  tongues  became  loosened  with  the  juice  of  the 
grape,  "Mr.  Wice-President,  having  drank  the  first  of  all  sports,  let  us 
not  forget  another  werry  pleasant  branch  of  'unting  that  many  delight  in 
who  cannot  partake  of  the  other,  and  which  is  useful  as  well  as  pleasant, 
I  mean  'are-  imting ;  it  is  a  werry  nice  lady-like  amusement ;  and  though 
we  had  no  'are-soup  at  dinner,  I  makes  no  doubt  we  have  some  werry 
keen  'are-unters  at  table  for  all  that.  I  begs  to  give  you  '  'Are-'unting, 
and  the  merry  Dotfield  'Arriers.'  " 
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Wliile  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  delivering  himself  of  this  eloquence,  an  evi- 
dent uneasiness  prevailed  among  divers  fat,  ruddy-faoed  members  of  the 
Dotfield  hunt,  chiefly  dressed  in  single-breasted  green  coats,  with  bright 
buttons,  and  drab  breeches,  with  woollen  stockings,  who  were  scattered 
among  the  company,  as  to  who  should  acknowledge  the  honour  that  was 
done  their  calling,  and  gradually  they  turned  to  a  sportsman  near 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  one  of  the  many  masters  who,  bolder  than  the  rest,  returned 
thanks  in  a  dribbling,  oold-huntmg  sort  of  speech,  while  some  dozen  stood 
up  to  signify  their  approbation  of  the  sentiments  of  the  speaker,  and  their 
sense  of  the  honour  that  had  been  individually  done  them. 

Coursing  followed  hare-hunting,  according  to  previous  arrangement, 
which  Mr.  Jorrocks  described  as  a  fine  useful  sport,  and  expatiated  largely 
on  the  merits  of  "  *are-soup,"  and  "jugged  'are." 

Captain  Couples  briefly  acknowledged  the  honour. 

Doleful  now  began  twisting  his  face  into  a  variety  of  contortions  as  the 
time  approached  for  him  to  let  off  his  cut-and-dried  speech.  He  had  it 
in  notes  under  his  biscuit-plate,  at  least  all  the  long  words  he  was  likely 
to  forget,  and  now  was  the  time  for  pouring  them  upon  the  company. 
**  Gentlemen  1 "  said  he,  in  a  shrill,  penny-trumpet  sort  of  voice,  hitting 
the  table  with  his  knuckles ;  "  Gentlemen  I "  he  repeated,  without  drawing 
the  attention  of  the  company  to  his  upright  position. 

"  Silence  1 "  roared  Mr.  Jorrocks,  like  Jupiter  himself,  and  the  noise 
was  quelled  on  the  instant. 

"  Gentlemen  !  "  shrieked  Captain  Doleful,  for  the  third  time,  "  often 
as  it  has  fallen  to  my  lot  to  address  meetings  of  my  friends  and  feilow- 
dtizens,  never,  no  never,  did  I  rise  with  feelings  of  such  unmitigated 
embarrassment  and  trepidation  as  I  do  upon  the  present  occasion,  for  I 
rise  to  take  upon  myself  the  high  and  important  honour  of  offering  to  one 
of  the  most  distinguished  and  enlightened  assemblies  human  being  ever 
addressed  (loud  cheers)  a  toast  that  no  tongue  can  do  justice  in  proposing, 
for  it  is  the  health  of  a  man  whose  worth  is  superior  to  any  form  of  words 
the  English  langusge  is  capable  of  supplying"  (immense  cheers). 
"  'Ookey  Valker,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  in  an  under  tone.  "  Gentlemen," 
continued  Captain  Doleful,  ''  deeply  conscious  as  I  am  of  my  own  un- 
worthiness  and  incapacity,  I  would  infinitely  prefer  comprising  the  toast 
in  the  magic  name  of  the  gentleman  whose  health  it  is,  were  it  not  for 
the  honourable  and  important  office  of  master  of  the  ceremonies  of  this 
unrivalled  town,  which  renders  it  imperative  upon  me  to  attempt,  however 
feebly  and  defectively,  a  slight  portraiture  of  his  unrivaUed  and  surpassing 
worth  (cheers).  Gentlemen,  i^hether  I  regard  our  great  master  in  his 
private  relation  as  a  friend  and  delightful  companion,  or  look  at  him  in 
that  resplendent  cynosure,  formed  by  the  mastership  of  the  Handley 
Cross  fox-hounds,  I  know  not  in  which  character  I  feel  the  greatest 
difficulty  and  barrenness  of  expression — the  greatest  paucity  of  words,  of 
simile,  of  fitting  comparison  (loud  cheers).  In  the  one,  our  estimable 
chairman  is  all  mildness,  like  the  blessed  evening-star ;  and  in  the  other, 
all  energy  and  daring,  like  the  lion  lord  of  the  forest,  rampant  for  his 
prey  I  "  (Renewed  cheers.)  "  'Ookey  Valker,"  again  said  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
blowing  his  nose.  ''Unbounded  in  his  liberality — unbounded  in  his 
hospitality — unbounded  in  his  urbanity,  his  private  character  is  equalled 
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only  by  his  public  one  (loud  cheers).  They  are  like  rival  moons  1 — 
opposition  suns  1  (Immense  cheers.)  But,  gentlemen,  what  boots  it  for 
an  humble  individual  like  myself  to  occupy  your  valuable  time  (cries  of 
"  Go  on/'  "  Go  on/*)  in  attempting  to  do  justice  to  a  subject  that,  as  I 
have  already  said,  is  beyond  the  reach  of  praise, — above  the  powers  of 
words  to  accomplish ;  let  me  rather  resume  the  phice  I  humbly  occupy  at 
this  festive  board — ^resume  it  at  least  until  my  important  avocations  call 
me,  and  you  I  hope  I  may  add,"  grinning  like  a  death's  head  upon  the 
company,  ''  to  another  and  equally  enchsmting  scene ;  but  before  I  sit 
down,  let  me  utter  the  magic  words, '  Health  and  long  life  to  John 
Jorrocks ! ' " 

The  latter  words  were  delivered  in  something  between  a  screech  and  a 
yell,  but  fortunately  the  unearthly  sound  was  immediately  quelled  by  the 
mstantaneous  rising  of  the  company,  who,  in  the  most  uproarious 
manner — some  standing  on  their  chairs,  others  with  one  leg  on  a  chair  and 
another  on  the  table — ^roared  forth  the  most  deafening  discharge  of  applause 
that  ever  was  discharged  in  the  Dragon,  while  Mr.  Jorrocks  sat  wondering 
how  long  it  would  last.  After  a  lapse  of  some  minutes,  order  began  to 
be  restored,  the  company  gradually  got  shuffled  into  their  seats,  and, 
filling  himself  a  brinmiing  bumper  of  port,  Mr.  Jorrocks  at  length  rose 
to  return  thanks. 

"  Well,  now,  dash  my  vig,"  said,  he,  sticking  his  thumbs  into  the  arm- 
holes  of  his  waistcoat,  "  but  frind  Miserrimus  has  buttered  me  uncommon 
(laughter  and  cheers).  Never  was  so  regularly  soaped  i'  my  life  (renewed 
laughter).  A  werry  little  more  might  have  made  one  doubt  his  sincerity. 
I'm  the  man  for  all  sorts  of  larks,  and  no  mistake — one  that  goes  the 
extreme  animal — the  entire  pig — without  a  doubt.  'Untin*  is  the  fore- 
most passion  of  my  'eart !  compared  with  it  all  others  are  flat  and  unpro- 
fitable (cheers  and  laughter).  It's  not  never  of  no  manner  of  use 
'umbuggin*  about  the  matter,  but  there's  no  sport  fit  to  hold  a  candle  to 
fox-'untin*  (cheers  from  the  blue-coated  party).  Talk  of  stag-'untin* ! 
might  as  well  'unt  a  hass  1 — see  a  great  lolloppin'  beggar  blobbin'  about 
the  market-gardens  near  London,  with  a  pack  of  'ounds  at  its  'eels,  and 
call  that  diwersion  1  My  vig,  wot  a  go  1  (laughter).  Puss-'untin'  is 
werry  well  for  cripples,  and  those  that  keep  donkeys  (renewed  cheers  from 
the  blues,  with  angry  looks  from  the  green-coated  gentry).  Blow  me 
tight !  but  I  never  sees  a  chap  a  trudgin'  along  the  turnpike,  with  a  thick 
stick  in  his  'and,  and  a  pipe  in  his  mouth,  but  I  says  to  myself,  there  goes 
a  man  well  mounted  for  'arriers  1  (immense  laughter  and  uproar  continuing 
for  some  minutes,  in  the  midst  of  which  many  of  the  green  party  left  the 
room).  I  wouldn't  be  a  master  of  muggers  for  no  manner  of  money  I 
(renewed  laughter).  Coursin'  should  be  made  felony  1  Of  all  daft  devils 
under  the  sun,  a  grey'ound's  the  daftest  1  (renewed  uproar,  mingled  with 
applause. — Captain  Couples  looked  unutterable  things).  Eacing  is  only  for 
rogues  I  (Strider  squinted  frightfully).  I  never  goes  into  Tat.'s  on  a  bettin'- 
day,  but  I  says  to  myself  as  I  looks  at  the  crowd  by  the  subscription-room 
door,  there's  a  nice  lot  o'  petty-larceny  lads  1  I'd  rayther  be  a  black-faced 
chimley  sweep  nor  a  white-faced  blackleg  1 "  (hisses  and  applause). 

Strider  now  drew  himself  from  under  the  table,  and  shaking  a  fist 
towards  Mr.  Jorrocks,  while  his  eyes  looked  across,  and  down,  and  round 


232  HANDLET  CROSS; 

the  room,  everywliere  but  at  tbe  chairman,  he  stalked  off,  followecl  by 
Couples,  and  Couples's  son,  and  a  gentleman  for  whom  Couples  had  paid, 
and  brought  in  the  chaise,  amid  ironical  cheers  from  the  blues,  who 
encouraged  Mr.  Jorrocks  by  the  most  vociferous  applause.  "  Believe  me,  my 
beloved  bouys,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  perfectly  unconscious  of  the  move- 
ment or  the  mischief  he  was  doing,  "  that  'untin',  'untin',  'untin',  is  the 
sport  1  Oh,"  said  he,  with  up-turned  eyes,  *'  vot  a  martyr  I  am  to  the  chase  1 
It  makes  me  perfectly  mad, — ^I  dreams  about  it  night  aJFter  night,  and  eveiy 
night.  Sometimes  I'm  tormented  with  foxes ;  I  fancy  I  sees  them 
grinnin'  at  me  from  all  parts  of  the  bed-curtains,  and  even  sittin'  upon 
the  counterpane  I  then  I  kicks  them  off,  and  away  we  all  go  to  the  tune  of 
'eads  up  and  stems  down.  Presently  I  sees  Binjimin  a  ridin*  on  a  whirl- 
wind, and  directiu'  the  chase ;  next  minute  I  fancies  myself  on  a  pumped- 
out  'oss,  a  'eavin'  and  sobbin'  i'  the  heavy,  not  a  soul  with  the  'ounds, 
who  are  going  away  with  a  fresh  fox,  jest  as  I  sees  the  'unted  one  dead 
beat,  a  crawlin'  down  an  'edge-row ;  I  outs  with  my  'om,  and,  blow  me 
tight,  I  cam't  sound  it  1  At  another  time,  a  butcher's  bouy,  without  an 
'at,  comes  tearin'  on  a  runaway  tit,  right  among  the  'ounds,  who  have 
thrown  up  in  a  lane,  and  the  crashin'  and  yellin'  is  hawful.  Again,  I 
dreams,  that  jest  as  the  darlin's  are  runnin'  into  the  warmint  all  savage, 
and  bristlin'  for  blood,  a  flock  of  sheep  cross  their  line,  when  every  'ound 
seizes  his  mutton ;  and  then  I  sees  a  man  with  a  long  bill  in  his  'and, 
with  a  lawyer  in  the  distance,  makin'  towards  me,  and  then  I  avakes. 

"  Oh,  gen'lemen !  genlemen  1  none  but  an  'untsman  knows  an  'unts- 
man's  cares  I  But  come,  never  miud ;  care  killed  the  cat  I  sha'nt  kill 
me— vot's  the  toast  ?  "  said  he,  stooping,  and  looking  at  his  list ;  *'  Ah  1  I 
sees,"  reading  to  himself  in  a  pretty  loud  voice,  "  Doleful,  M.C. — great 
sportsman — pleasant  feller.  Gen'lemen  1 "  roared  he,  resuming  an  erect 
position,  "  gen'lemen  !  pray  charge  your  glasses — bumper-toast — no  'eel- 
taps,  no  sky-lights,  but  reg'lar  downright  brimmin'  bumpers  to  the  'ealth 
of  a  man  wot  shall  be  himmortal !  oh,  gen'lemen,  if  ever  it  was  hutterly 
unpossible  to  do  the  right  measure  of  genteel  by  any  one,  it  is  upon  the 
present  most  momentous  crisis,  when  I  rises  to  butter  a  man  that  is 
superior  to  butter — to  hoil  a  man  that  is  Macassar  itself.  Oh  !  surely 
Doleful  there,"  looking  at  the  vice-chairman,  "  is  a  trump,  and  no  mistake 
(laughter).  Whether  I  looks  at  him  as  chief  of  the  fantastic  toers,  or  a 
leading  sportsman  of  our  brilliant  'unt,  I  doesn't  know  which  character  is 
the  brightest  (immense  laughter,  for  all  who  knew  Doleful  knew  how  per- 
fectly innocent  he  was  of  sporting ;  Doleful  himself  began  to  make  wry 
faces).  I  loves  him  as  a  sportsman,  though  we  all  know  he  only  'unts  on 
the  sly  I  but  then  what  a  brilliant  boy  he  is  in  a  ball-room !  Talkin'  of 
that,  gen'lemen,  this  is  his  beneiit  ball-night,  and  after  we  have  had  our 
twelve  shillings'  worth  of  liquor,  I  vote  we  should  each  spend  a  guinea 
with  Miserrimus ;  no  one  will  grudge  that  trifle  to  such  a  werry  pleasant 
trump — such  a  werry  agreeable  cock ;  and  though  guineas  don't  grow 
upon  gooseberry-bushes,  still  you  must  all  fork  out  one  to-night,  for  nobody 
goes  in  for  less."  Doleful,  on  hearing  Jorrocks  put  this  finishing  stroke 
to  his  hash,  wrung  his  hands  in  agony,  and  rushed  out  of  the  room,  vowing, 
as  he  went  down-stairs,  that  Jorrocks  was  the  biggest  ass — the  greatest 
fool — the  stupidest  sinner^  that  ever  came  to  Uandley  Cross.  **  Talliho  I 
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gone  Bwa;  t  "  roared  Hr.  Jorrocki,  u  he  uw  DoleAil  bolt.  "  Hark  back ! 
haik  back  1 "  cried  the  company  ;  but  Doleful  wai  deaf  to  the  rate,  and 
cut  away  home,  half  frantic  with  rage. 

"  Wdl,"  Mid  Mr.  Jorrock>,  "aa  the  gen'leman'a  hoff,  it's  no  um  i' 
finiahin'  mf  oration ;  bo,  'stead  of  the  'ealth  of  Old  Dolefol,  I  begs  to 
propose,  moat  cordially,  that  I  sit  down." 

Our  friend  then  leanmed  hia  leat  amidat  great  applanae  from  the  bloes, 


and  wa>  comidering  how  he  could  introduce  a  limping  eong  he  had  com* 

Ci  in  honour  of  Doleful,  when  a  sudden  ruah  of  green  and  dark  coats, 
ed  by  Strider,  poured  noisily  into  the  room,  and  elbowed  their  war 
back  to  their  placet.  The  malcontents  bad  held  a  consultation,  an<^ 
adrised  by  Doldiil,  were  come  to  put  their  deoiaion  into  execution. 
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*'  Gentlemen  1 "  roared  Strider^  who  had  now  reached  his  seat,  "  gentle- 
men I "  repeated  he,  standing  like  the  monument,  and  squinting 
frightfully,  amid  cries  of  "Hear,  hear — chair,  chair — order,  order — ^go 
it  long  'un  I "  from  adverse  parties. — "  I  rise  to  propose  a  resolution," 
roared  Strider,  holding  a  slip  of  paper  upside  down ;  "  I  rise  to  propose 
a  resolution,"  now  getting  the  paper  the  right  way  for  reading,  "  that  I 
feel  assured  will  be  acceptable  to  the  majority  of  this  meeting — I  move 
(reading)  that  Jorrocks  John  is  the  shabbiest  fellow  and  greatest  humbug 
we  ever  had  at  Handley  Cross ! "  And  Jorrocks,  who  had  been 
crouching  like  a  tiger  for  his  spring,  immediately  rose  amid  immense  uproar, 
and  declared  that  he  would  move  as  an  amendment,  thai  "  Jorrocks  was 
A  BRICK  1"  and  putting  the  amendment,  he  declared  that  "  the  'bricks' 
had  it,"  whereupon  a  scene  of  indescribable  confusion  ensued,  the  green 
coats  going  in  at  the  blues  like  buUs,  and  upsetting  some  half  dozen  of 
them  before  they  knew  where  they  were,  while  Jorrocks,  getting  hold  of 
Strider,  dealt  a  heavy  blow  in  his  ribs,  and  then  split  his  coat  up  to  the 
collar,  just  as  a  green  biscuit  dish  grazed  our  master's  head  and  knocked 
off  his  wig. 

Lights  were  then  extinguished,  and  the  company  fought  their  way  out 
of  the  room  as  best  they  could.  Jorrocks  lost  a  coat-lap,  which  now 
flaunts  as  a  banner-screen  in  Mrs.  Eoyston  of  the  Dotfield  hunt's 
drawing-room.  And  so  ended  what  the  veracious  Paul  Pry  called  "  a 
most  convivial  evening." 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

THE   FANCT   BALL. 

,  E  must  here  indulge  in  a 

\Y\ 1\  '       1  '*"^*    retrospection  —  Al- 

I                            \      /  \       /  though     Mr.     Barningtou 

I                             \    I  \  J  bunted  with  the  houndi.  hit 

1     i                            \Jf     \^  lady  took  no  notice  of  the 

I     '              .^''^k  Jorrockaea,  and  dashed  past 

I  nti^l^^^^SI^B^       undermine  the  throne  Mrs. 

herself.  Not  only  were  her 
evening  parties  less  sought 
■Rer,  but  she  had  reason  to  suspect  that  even  Captain  Doleful  had 
dedined  a  dinaer  invitation  in  favour  of  the  Jorrockses  1 

Aa  yet  they  had  never  met,  save  in  the  streets  j  but  Capttun  Doleful's 
ball  invotred  a  crisis  that  could  not  be  got  over  without  a  collision.  This 
had  been  changed,  by  Mrs,  Bamington's  desire,  into  a  fant^  one,  in 
order  that  she  might  triumph  in  the  number  and  brilliance  of  her 
diamonda.  The  costume  she  fixed  upon  was  that  of  Queen  Elizabeth — 
sot  an  itl-choaen  one  for  her  height  and  haughty  bearing.  The  dresa  was 
ordered  in  Iiondon,  as  well  for  the  purpose  of  having  it  unexceptionable 
in  style  and  richness,  as  to  enable  her  to  blaze  a  splendid  and  unexpected 
meteor  in  the  assembled  host  of  Handley  Cross.  It  was  also  expected 
to  have  a  beneficial  influence  on  Captain  Doleful,  should  any  doubt  exist 
aa  to  who  was  the  fittest  person  for  honour. 

Notwithstanding  Mrs.  Bamington's  precautions,  the  secret  of  her 
dress  transpired.  Mrs.  Jorrocks's  Bataay  having  established  an  intimacy 
with  our  mend  Johu  Trot,  the  footman,  the  fact  descended  from  the 
exalted  region  of  upper  servitude,  and  was  communioated  to  Mrs.  Jonocka 
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with  tbe  sb'glit  addition,  that  the  Queen  had  graciously  lent  Mrs.  Bam- 
ington  her  crown  and  sceptre. 

•  •••«•• 

"  Nay,  then ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  thinking  it  was  all  over  with 
her,  and  fancying  she  saw  Mrs.  Bamington  sailing  into  the  room  with 
Captain  Doleful,  her  head  in  the  air  and  her  eyes  on  the  ceiling.  Long 
did  she  muse  ere  the  table  of  precedence  flashed  across  her  mind.  No 
sooner  did  it  occur  to  her^.than  off  she  darted  to  Mr.  Jorrocks's  drawers, 
where,  amid  a  goodly  collection  of  letters,  she  succeeded  in  finding  Captain 
Doleful's  one,  stating  that  "the  Lady  of  the  M.F.H.  came  on  after 
members  of  the  royal  family,  and  before  all  bishops'  wives  and  daughters, 
peeresses,  knights*  dames,  justices'  wives,  and  so  forth." 

•  •••••* 

"  Mischievous  'ooman  1'*  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  conning  the  passage 
attentively;  '* nasty,  mean»  circumwenting  hanimal,  I  sees  what  she's 
after  1 — wants  to  steal  a  march  on  me  as  a  member  of  the  royal  family. 
Come  in  as  a  queen,  in  fact !     I'll  be  hupsides  with  her  though  I " 

Thereupon  Mrs.  Jorrocks  took  a  highly  ornamented  sheet  of  note- 
paper  out  of  her  envelope  case,  and  concocted  the  following  epistle  to 
Captain  Doleful : — 

"  Mrs.  Jorrocks'  Comp*«  Cap^  Doleful,  and  I  will  feel  much  obliged 
if  he  will  have  the  kindness  to  lend  her  your  table  of  Precedence  for  a 
few  minutes,  as  she  wishes  to  see  how  things  stand  in  Handley  Cross. 

*' Diana  Lodge,** 

•  •♦♦*♦♦ 
Captain  Doleful  was  sitting  on  the  counter  in  Miss  Jelly's  shop,  in 

deep  consultation  with  her  about  his  fancy  dress,  when  the  note  arrived. 
Having  to  be  the  great  man  of  the  ball,  it  was  incumbent  upon  him  to 
have  something  better  than  the  old  militia  coat,  or  even  the  dress-hunt 
one,  revised.  Time  pressed,  or  he  would  have  tried  what  the  Jew  clothes- 
shops  in  London  could  do  for  him,  but  Miss  Jelly,  having  a  fertile  imagi- 
nation, and  his  interest  at  heart,  he  summoned  her  to  his  councils,  to 
invent  something  showy  without  being  expensive. 

Many  costumes  were  talked  over.  Spanish  would  not  do,  because  the 
captain  would  have  to  show  his  legs ;  Swiss  entailed  a  similar  objection ; 
and  the  old  English  costumes  were  equally  objectionable.  Some  were  too 
costly,  others  too  complex. 


cc 
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I  have  it ! "  at  length  exclaimed  Miss  Jelly,  clapping  her  hands, — 
I  have  it ! "  repeated  she,  her  face  beaming  with  exultation.     "  You 
shall  be  the  great  Mogul !  " 

The  Great  Mogul  1 "  repeated  Captain  Doleful,  thoughtfully. 
Yes,  the  Great  Mogul  I "   rejoined  Miss  Jelly.     "  A  turban,  with 
a  half-moon  in  front,  petticoat  trousers,  shell-jacket,  moustachios,  and  so 
forth." 

"  That  will  do,  I  think,"  replied  Doleful,  squeezing  her  hand.   "  Sound 
well,  and  not  cost  much — will  it  P  " 


« 
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"  Oh,  vefy  Uttle  I  *'  replied  Miss  Jelly.  "  Let  me  see !  One  of  your 
•carlet  pocket-handercliiefs  will  make  the  crown  of  the  turban,  and  the 
folds  can  be  formed  of  white  neckcloths.  I  have  a  bird  of  paradise 
feather  in  my  Sunday  hat,  and  a  string  of  large  blue  beads  that  will 
ornament  the  front.  You  want  some  summer  trousers,  so  if  you  buy  as 
much  stuff  as  will  make  two  pair,  it  will  only  be  the  making  and  alter- 
ing, and  you  can  get  Nick  Savoy  into  the  house  at  three-and-sixpence 
a-aay  and  his  me^,  who  can  cut  out  the  jacket,  and  I  will  make  and 
trim  it  mvself.'* 

*'£xowent  I "  exclaimed  Captain  Doleful,  nibbing  his  hands,  and  putting 
a  whole  penny  tart  into  his  moutL  Just  then  Benjamin  entered,  and 
after  having  been  refused  credit  for  an  ounce  of  paragoric,  he  put 
Mrs.  Jorrocka'a  note  into  Captain  Doleful' s  hand. 

•  •••«*• 

"  I'll  bring  it  immediately,"  said  the  Captain  to  Benjamin,  bolting  out 
of  the  shop  by  the  side-door,  winking  at  Miss  Jelly  as  he  went. 

Presently  a  stamp  over-head  announced  that  the  Captain  wanted  Miss 
Jdly,  who  imprudently  leaving  the  shop  in  charge  of  Benjamin,  our  friend 
fiUed  his  pocxets  with  macaroons  and  his  hat  crown  with  sponge-biscuits, 
while  she  was  getting  her  message  up-stairs. 

"  Captain  Doleful's  compliments  to  Mrs.  Jorrocks,"  said  Miss  Jelly, 
returning, "  and  is  very  sorry  that  the  table  of  precedence  has  not  been 
returned  from  the  Heralds'  College,  where  it  was  sent  to  be  enrolled,  but 
immediately  it  comes  Mrs.  Jorrocks  shall  have  it." 

"  Yes,  Marm,"  said  Benjamin,  hurrying  off. 


"Please,  marm^  the  Captain's  compliments,  and  his  table  is  at  the 
jmner's  gettin'  rolled,  but  as  soon  as  it  comes  'ome  you  shall  have  it," 
was  the  answer  Benjamin  delivered  to  his  mistress. 

The  Captain  was  shy  for  a  day  or  two,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks,  being  more 
intent  upon  hunting  than  etiquette,  the  poor  lady  was  left  to  her  own 
devices.  Belinda  did  not  appreciate  the  point,  and,  moreover,  was  too 
busy  with  her  dress  to  enter  upon  the  question  as  she  should  do. 

Mrs.  Jorrocks,  mistrusted  the  Captain,  and  thought  he  might  be  inclined 
to  thufile  her  off,  imder  pretence  of  Mrs.  Bamington  being  a  queen. 

"  I'll  be  a  queen,  too  1 "  at  length  exclaimed  she,  after  a  long  gaze  at 
the  fire,  thinking  the  thing  over ;  "  I'll  be  a  queen,  too  ! "  repeated  she, 
snapping  her  fingers,  as  though  she  were  meeting  Mrs.  Bamington ;  '*  I'll 
be  a  queen  1 — the  Queen  of  'Earts  ; "  exclaimed  she,  looking  at  herself  in 
the  eagle-topped  mirror. 

That  evening  she  wrote  the  following  letter  to  Miss  Slummers,  or 
Hiss  Howard,  as  she  was  now  called : — 

"  Dear  Miss, — ^We  are  agoing  to  have  a  fancy  ball  here,  and  I  want 
your  assistance  in  a  dress.  Was  you  ever  the  Queen  of  '£arts  ?  If  so, 
please  lend  me  your  robes.  If  not,  pleaze  lend  me  a  crown  as  like  the 
Queen  of  'Earts'  crown  as  you  can  get  it.    You  know  it's  not  exactly  a 


% 


238  HANDLBT  CROSS  ; 

crown,  but  something  like  a  crown  stuck  on  a  cap.  The  sceptre  seems 
like  a  wand  with  a  rose  at  the  end.  Pleaze  let  me  know  how  I  should  be 
dressed  behind,  as  the  cards  give  one  no  idea.  Should  like  the  full 
robes,  if  you  have  them ;  but,  in  course,  will  be  happy  to  take  what  I 
can  get.     Excuse  haste  and  a  werry  bad  pen.    Yours,  in  haste, 

*' Julia  Jorrocks. 

**J>iana  Lodgt,  HcmdUy  Orots  Spcu 

"Miss  Clariflsa  Howard, 
"  Sadlen'  Wells  Theatre,  London." 

Miss  Slummers  had  never  been  the  Queen  of  Hearts,  but  had  enacted 
one  of  the  rival  Kings  of  Brentford,  in  the  popular  pantomime  of  that 
name,  and,  after  a  conference  with  the  property-man  of  the  theatre,  she 
thus  answered  her  distinguished  friend : — 

"  Honoured  Madam, — Your  commands  have  been  received ;  and  I 
much  regret  that,  never  having  appeared  in  the  distinguished  part  of  the 
Q.  of  Hearts,  I  have  not  the  necessary  properties  to  send  you.  I  am  not 
aware  that  the  character  has  ever  appeared  upon  the  stage  other  than  in 
pantomime,  and  never  at  either  of  the  theatres  to  which  I  have  been 
attached ;  but  our  property-man  thinks  the  accompanying  crown,  fixed  on 
a  Swiss  cap,  '  Canton  de  Berne,'  will  come  as  near  the  card  as  we  can  get 
it.  I  also  send  a  sceptre,  to  which  is  attached  a  large  rose,  that  we  used 
for  the  '  two  Kings  of  Brentford '  to  smell  at,  which  comes  as  near  the 
spirit  of  the  thing  as  anything  can  be.  The  sceptre  is  our  best,  and 
triple  gilt.  The  robes  should  be  of  brocaded  satin,  and  a  large  reticule  of 
red  silk,  in  the  shape  of  a  heart,  dangling  negligently  on  your  left  arm, 
will  at  once  proclaim  your  character.  The  back  of  your  dress  is  not 
material,  as  crowned  heads  are  only  looked  at  in  front.  Any  further 
assistance  I  can  be  of  will  be  extremely  gratifying  to  me  ;  and  I  beg  to 
subscribe  myself,  witli  great  respect,  your  most  obedient  and  very 
humble  servant, 

"C.  Howard.  » 

"  Theatre  Royaly  SadUrs'  WdU. 

"  Mrs.  Jorrocks, 
"  Diana  Lodge,  Handley  Cross  Spa.** 

So  far,  so  good.  The  crown  did  admirably.  It  was  studded  with  false 
brilliants,  and  looked  splendid  by  candle-light.  The  sceptre,  too,  was 
imposing;  and,  regardless  of  expense,  Mrs.  Jorrocks  had  the  richest 
brocade  cut  into  the  requisite  shapes,  to  wear  over  a  red  satin  gown  she 
had  by  her.  Nor  was  the  heart-reticule  forgotten;  and,  altogether, 
Mrs.  Jorrocks  succeeded  in  making  herself  a  very  fair  representative  of 
her  Majesty  of  Hearts.  Belinda's  pretty  blue  and  white  petticoat,  with 
the  scarlet  body  of  a  Yalencian  peasant,  was  changed  for  a  plain  white 
satin  dress,  with  a  court  plume,  for  her  to  attend  as  maid  of  honour  on 
her  dfajesty.  Charley  was  converted  into  a  blue-bodied,  white-legged 
page,  with  a  Spanish  hat  and  feathers. 

The  Great  Mogul's  dress  progressed  favourably,  too.    His  wide  sleeves 
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and  great  trousers  were  done,  and  Miss  Jelly  liad  got  a  bargain  of  tar- 
nished lace  for  braiding  his  red  jacket.  A  splendid  beard,  whiskers, 
moustache,  and  all,  were  hired  for  the  night,  and  a  pair  of  five-and-six- 
penny  red  leather  slippers  were  bought,  to  act  the  part  of  shoes  at  the 
ball,  and  supersede  a  pair  of  worn-out  pumps  afterwards. 

Mrs.  Barnington  having  set  the  fashion  of  mystery  about  her  dress,  it 
was  followed  by  the  ^HU  of  the  phice,  and  each  tried  to  mislead  his  neigh- 
bour. Swiss  peasants  said  they  were  coming  as  Turks,  Turks  as  Chinese, 
Charles  the  Seconds  as  Napoleons,  and  Huntsmen  as  Hermits.  Still 
secrets  will  transpire,  and  Mrs.  Barnington  and  Mrs.  Jorrocks  knew  all 
about  each  other's  dresses  as  well  as  if  they  were  together  every  day. 
The  former  talked  at  Captain  Doleful  instead  of  to  him,  sometimes  pre- 
tending to  doubt  whether  the  Jorrocks'  would  go,  fearing  they  would 
not,  for  vulgar  people  seldom  liked  getting  so  completely  out  of  their 
element.  For  her  part,  she  hoped  they  would,  for  she  had  a  taste  for 
natural  curiosities — heard,  too,  their  daughter  was  pretty,  and  should 
like  to  see  her ;  and  she  closed  her  last  interview  by  presenting  Captain 
Doleful  with  ten  pounds  for  her  tickets. 

Mrs.  Jorrocks  was  less  mealy-mouthed,  and  finding  the  table  of  prece- 
dence was  not  likely  to  come,  she  called  at  Miss  Jelly's  on  the  morning 
of  the  ball,  and  asked  the  Captain  what  time  she  should  be  there  to  go 
into  the  room  with  him.  This  was  a  poser,  that  even  the  skilful  Captain 
found  difficult  to  parry ;  but,  while  bustling  his  turban  and  trousers  under 
the  sofa,  and  fussing  a  greasy-covered  arm-chair  towards  Mrs.  Jorrocks, 
Uie  dinner  occurred  to  him,  and,  after  looking  vastly  wise,  he  declared 
that  that  was  the  only  thing  he  had  any  difficulty  about.  *'  You  see," 
said  he,  "  I  am  vice-president — then,  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  rather  a  sitter— 
not  that  I  mean  to  say  he  gets  drunk,  but  you  know  he  is  fond  of  society, 
gay  and  careless  about  time,  and  there  are  so  many  toasts  to  propose  and 
so  many  speeches  to  make,  that  I  fear  it  is  utterly  impossible  to  say  what 
time  we  may  get  away,  and  I " 

•*  Well,  but,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  "  the  dinner  has  nothin'  to 
do  with  the  dance ;  if  Jun  chooses  to  lower  'imself  by  get  tin'  drunk,  that's 
no  reason  why  you  should,  and  one  wice  can  always  appoint  another  wioe, 
and  wicey  wersey,  I  suppose." 

'*  True,"  replied  Captain  Doleful,  assenting  to  the  position ;  "  but, 
then,  if  aU  the  dancing  men  are  at  the  dinner,  what  use  will  a  master  of 
the  ceremonies  be  of  to  the  ladies  ?  " 

"  Fiddle  the  ladies  1 "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "  it's  not  dancin' 
men  wot  'ill  go  to  the  dinner — not  your  'air-curlin',  arm-squarin', 
caperin'  swells,  but  old-season'd  casks,  wot  'U  never  think  o'  the  dance." 

"  I  hope  not,"  replied  Captain  Doleful ;  "  why,  there  will  be  Mr. 
Stobbs,  for  one." 

**  He'll  not  go  to  the  dinner,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Jorrocks — '*  stays  at  'ome 
with  me." 

Just  then.  Miss  Jelly,  judging  her  lodger  was  in  a  dilemma,  adroitly 
resealed  three  or  four  old  notes,  and  bringing  them  up  on  a  tart-plate, 
apologised  for  intruding,  but  said  the  servants  were  all  urgent  for  answers ; 
and  Captain  Doleful,  availing  himself  of  the  excuse,  set  to  work  most 
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assiduously,    and   wbat  with    apologising,  scribbling,    and   mistaking, 
Mrs.  Jorrocks  found  she  might  as  well  go  away. 

♦  ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

Thus  matters  stood  on  the  eventful  evening  whose  progress  we  have  so 
far  described.  Mrs.  Jorrocks  was  right  as  to  the  formation  of  the  dinner- 
party, few  dancing  men,  and  scarcely  any  fancy  dressers,  being  there. 
Most  of  the  young  gentlemen  were  corking  their  eyebrows,  fixing  on 
moustache,  or  drawing  on  dresses  that  made  them  look  as  unlike  them- 
selves as  possible.  Bear-admirals,  who  had  never  had  a  shave ;  colonels, 
who  didn  t  know  how  to  fasten  on  their  swords ;  grandees,  who  diidn't 
know  how  to  get  on  their  breeches ;  and  fox-hunters,  who  did  not  know 
how  to  put  on  their  spurs, — stood  admiring  themselves  before  their 
Bisters'  mirrors,  thinking  the  ball  hour  would  never  arrive.  Young  ladies 
laced  themselves  extra  tight,  and  a  little  more  toumure  was  allowed  for 
setting  off  the  gay  bodices  and  swelling  drapery  of  their  dresses.  Neat 
ankles  availed  themselves  of  the  license  for  wearing  fancy  dresses  re- 
quiring short  petticoats,  while  sweeping  trains  concealed  others  that  were 
less  fortunate  in  their  make.  Old  dresses  were  metamorphosed  into  new, 
and  new  fancy  ones  were  made  for  re-conversion  into  plain  ones  another 
time. 

Confused  with  wine  and  anger,  Captain  Doleful  rushed  hurriedly  home 
to  his  lodgings,  and  threw  himself  into  the  easy  chair  by  the  fire.  He  was 
not  done  abusing  Mr.  Jorrocks,  when  Miss  Jelly  entered  with  a  bed- 
candle,  and  a  little  jug  of  warm  water.  She  had  laid  his  dress  out  on  the 
bed  ;  his  red  and  white  turban,  beaded  and  feathered,  with  a  barley-sugar 
half-moon,  surmounted  his  baggy  trousers;  the  red  jacket  was  airing 
before  the  fire,  and  scarlet  and  white  rosettes  appeared  on  the  insteps  of 
the  slippers.  Seeing  he  was  disturbed  in  his  mind,  Miss  Jelly  merely 
intimated  that  it  wanted  ten  minutes  to  nine,  and  withdrew  quietly 
below. 

There  was  no  time  to  lose;  so  hastily  doffing  his  hunt-coat,  &c., 
Captain  Doleful  was  soon  in  his  baggy  trousers;  and  having  stamped 
over-head.  Miss  Jelly  was  speedily  with  him,  assisting  him  into  his  drawn 
linen  vest,  over  which  came  the  embroidered  scarlet  jacket,  with  baggy 
linen  sleeves,  tightening  at  the  wrist ;  a  long  blue  scarf  encircling  his 
waist,  displaying  the  gilt  handle  of  his  militia  sword.  When  he  had  got 
on  his  beard,  moustaches,  and  whiskers,  and  surmounted  the  whole  with 
his  turban,  his  black  eyes  assumed  a  brightness,  and  his  whole  appearance 
underwent  a  change  that  elicited  an  involuntary  expression  of  admiration 
from  Miss  Jelly.  '*  The  captain,"  she  really  thought,  *'  looked  splendid  I  '* 
Thereupon,  regardless  of  the  increasing  ratio  of  fare,  he  liberally  offered 
her  a  ride  in  his  fly  to  the  rooms. 

The  Queen  of  Hearts  commenced  her  toilette  immediately  after  tea,  and 
had  no  little  trouble  in  fixing  her  crown,  and  her  cap,  and  her  front  on  her 
head.  The  rustling  robes  required  much  adjusting,  and  Belinda  got  little 
of  Betsy's  services  that  night. 

Mrs.  Barnington's  robes  being  accurately  made,  were  easily  adjusted. 
Her  great  ruff  rose  majestically ;  her  pink  satin  jewelled  stomacher, 
piqued  in  the  extreme,  glittered  with  diamonds  and  precious  stones,  and 
her  portentous  petticoat  of  white  satin,  embroidered  with  silver,  stood 


OB,  MB.  JOBKOCKS'a  BUNT. 


24.1 


imperiouBlT  out.  Bound  her  neck  she  wore  s  costly  chain,  and  her  black 
coif  was  adorned  with  ropes  and  atari  of  jewels,  with  an  enormous  diamond 
brilliant  in  the  centre.     She  rustled  at  eveiy  move. 

By  half-past  nine,  all  Handley  Crou  was  in  masquerade.  Brothers 
met  sisters  in  the  drawing-rooms,  and  were  lost  in  astonishment  at  each 
other  i  the  serrants  came  openly  forward  to  inspect  their  young  matters 


and  mississes.  The  rain  had  ceased  and  been  succeeded  by  a  slnrlight 
night ;  the  populace  turned  out  to  congregate  about  the  bnll-rooms,  or  at 
the  doors  where  carriages  waited  to  take  up.  The  noise  inside  the  Dragon 
kept  a  crowd  up  outside ;  and  as  the  Queen  of  Hearts  drove  up  for  her 
husband,  rival  cheers  announced  her  arrival. 
"  It's  a  man  ! "  exclaimed  one,  putting  bis  face  close  to  the  window. 


<c 
<c 
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as  Mrs.  Jorrocks  lowered  the  glass  of  the  fly,  to  give  her  orders  to  the 
fly-man. 

It's  not  1 ''  replied  another. 

I  say  it  is  I "  rejoined  a  third.  "  It's  a  beef-eater — what  they  stick 
outside  shows  to  'tioe  the  company  np."  Then  a  fresh  round  of  cheers 
arose,  which  might  either  be  in  answer  to  applause  within,  or  in  conse- 
quence of  the  discovery  made  without,  for  a  mob  is  never  very  particular 
what  they  shout  for.  Meanwhile  Mrs.  Jorrocks  drew  up  the  glass  pro- 
tecting her  maid  of  honour,  her  page,  and  herself,  from  the  night  air. 

The  Queen  of  Hearts  was  in  a  terrible  fidget,  and  every  moment  seiemed 
an  hour.  Fiys  drove  up  for  gentlemen  that  were  "  not  ready,"  and  cut 
away  for  those  whose  turn  came  next.  Shouts  sounded  in  the  various 
streets  as  befeathered  and  bespangled  dresses  darted  through  the  crowds 
into  the  carriages ;  and  as  the  vehicles  fell  into  hue  by  the  rooms,  there 
was  such  gaping,  and  quizzing,  and  laughing  among  the  spectators,  and 
such  speculation  as  to  what  they  were. 

People  generally  go  early  to  fancy-balls ;  it  is  one  of  the  few  things  of 
life  that  a  person  is  not  ashamed  of  being  first  at.  Indeed  the  order  of 
things  is  generally  reversed,  and  instead  of  people  telling  their  friends 
that  they  mean  to  be  there  rather  earlier  than  they  do,  they  are  apt  to 
name  a  somewhat  later  time,  in  order  to  arrive  first  themselves.  Some 
thirty  or  forty  people  had  got  there  before  Captain  Doleful,  chiefly  door- 
payers,  who  came  to  see  the  fun,  without  regard  to  benefiting  him. 
Three  Bohemian  brothers,  a  Kobin  Hood,  a  Mtul  Guard,  and  a  Rural 
Policeman  were  not  a  little  puzzled  at  the  Great  Mogul's  empreasement^ 
for  though  they  knew  him  as  Captain  Doleful,  M.C.,  they  had  no  idea 
who  the  gentleman  was  in  the  turban  and  trousers. 

The  red  folding-doors  now  kept  flapping  like  condors*  wings,  as  High- 
landers, and  archers,  and  deputy-lieutenants,  and  Hamlets,  and  sailors, 
and  Turks,*  and  harlequins,  and  judges,  and  fox-hunters,  came  shouldering 
and  elbowing  in  with  variously-dressed  ladies  on  their  arms, — Eussians, 
Prussians,  Circassians,  Greeks,  Swiss,  and  Chinese  —  a  confusiou  of 
countries  all  speaking  one  tongue.  Captain  Doleful  was  pushed  from  his 
place  before  the  doors,  and  nobody  ever  thought  of  asking  for  him,  so 
intent  were  they  on  themselves  and  each  other.  *' Bless  me,  is  that 
you?"  — "Who'd  have  thought ?"—"  Mar,  here's  James!"  "Oh, 
dear,  and  William  Dobbs !  "— "  What's  your  dress  ?  "— *•  Beautiful,  I 
declare  1 " — "  Your  pistols  am't  loaded,  I  hope  ?  " — ^*  Splendid  uniform  1 " 
— " French  chasseur  1 " — "They  told  me  you  were  coming  aa  a  post- 
boy."—" Oh,  dear,  look  there  1  "— "  What  a  rum  old  lass  1 "— "  The 
Queen  of  the  Capnibal  Islands  I " — "Mrs.  Hokey  Pokey  Wankey  Fum !  " 

We  need  scarcely  say  that  this  latter  exclamation  was  elicited  by  the 
entrance  of  th«  Queen  of  Hearts,  followed  by  her  page  in  Spanish  costume 
of  spangled  purple  velvet  and  white,  with  black  hat  and  feather ;  and 
Belinda  in  white  satin,  with  a  court  plume  of  feathers.  A  slight  flush  of 
confusion  mantled  over  her  lovely  brow,  imparting  a  gentle  radiance  to 
her  languishing  blue  eyes,  contrasting  with  the  fixed  and  stern  determi- 
nation of  her  aunt's.  Her  majesty's  appearance  was  certainly  most 
extraordinary.  The  free-masonish  sort  of  robes,  the  glittering  crown  on 
the  sombre  cap,  the  massive  sceptre  held  like  a  parasol,  were  ludicrous 
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enough ;  bat  in  addition  to  this,  her  majesty  had  forgotten  to  put  off  her 
red  and  white  worsted  feet-oomforters,  and  was  making  her  way  up  the 
room  with  them  draggling  about  her  ankles. 

Captain  Doleful,  all  politeness,  informed  her  of  the  omission,  and 
unfortunately  discovered  himself,  for  no  sooner  did  Mrs.  Jorrocks  find 
out  to  whom  she  was  indebted,  than  keeping  her  arm  in  the  Ghreat 
Mogul's,  where  it  had  beien  placed  while  she  drew  the  things  off,  she 
made  a  movement  towards  the  ball-room  door,  which  being  seconded  by 
the  crowd  behind — all  anxious  to  get  in  and  scatter  themselves  for 
inspection — they  were  fidiiy  carried  away  by  the  tide,  and  the  Queen  of 
Hearts  and  the  Great  Mogul  entered  the  room  with  people  of  all  nations 
at  their  heels. 

Great  was  Mrs.  Jorrocks'  gratitude.  "Oh,  dear,  it  was  so  werry  kind 
— so  werry  engagin'.  If  it  hadn't  been  the  csptin  announcin'  himself,  I 
should  never  lutve  guessed  it  was  him ; "  and  the  captain  bit  his  lips  and 
cursed  his  stupidity  for  getting  himself  into  such  a  mess.  Still  the 
Queen  of  Hearts  stuck  to  him,  and,  sceptre  in  hand,  strutted  up  and 
down  the  well-lit  room,  fancying  herself  "  the  observed  of  all  observers." 

For  the  first  time  in  his  life,  the  captain's  eunning  forsook  him.  He 
didn't  know  how  to  get  rid  of  his^incubus, — and  even  if  he  did,  he  knew 
not  whether  to  station  himself  in  the  ante-room  to  receive  Mrs.  Bam- 
ington,  or  to  let  the  ball  begin,  and  brazen  it  out.  As  he  walked  about, 
half  frantic  with  ragt,  his  turban  pinching,  and  his  beard  and  whiskers 
tickling  him,  an  opposition  Mog\d  gave  the  signal  to  the  musicians,  and 
off  they  went  with  a  quadrille,  leaving  the  couples  to  settle  to  the  figure 
as  the  music  went  on. 

Then  as  Turks  balanced  to  Christians,  and  Louis  Napoleon  wheeled 
sweet  Ann  Page  about  by  the  arms,  two  highly-powdered  footmen  threw 
wide  the  doors,  and  in  sailed  Mrs.  Bamington  catching  poor  Doleful  with 
Mrs.  Jorrocks  on  his  arm.  One  withering  look  she  gave,  and  then 
drawing  herself  up  into  a  sort  of  concentrated  essence  of  grandeur, 
towered  past,  followed  by  old  Jorrocks  minus  his  coat-tail ;  and  our 
worthy  master,  thinking  to  do  all  proper  honours  to  the  wife  of  a  gentle- 
man who  subscribed  so  liberally  to  his  hounds,  immediately  asked  her  to 
dance,  which  being  indignantly  refused,  he  consoled  himself  by  taking  all 
the  pretty  girls  in  the  room  by  turns,  who  unanimously  declared  that  he 
was  a  most  agreeable,  energetic  old  gentleman,  and  an  excellent 
dancer. 

And  owing  to  the  spirit  with  which  Mr.  Jorrocks  kept  it  up,  that  ball 
was  productive  of  a  most  prolific  crop  of  offers,  which,  we  need  scarcely 
81^,  sent  the  Jorrocks  funds  up  very  consideraUy. 
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CHAPTER  XXXn. 

ANOTHEB  SPORTING  LECTOR. 

Mr.  Jorrogks's  tongue  being  now  well  laid  in  for  talking,  he  detennined 
to  keep  it  going,  by  giving  another  sporting  lecture.  Being,  however,  of 
opinion  that  a  lecture  that  was  worth  listening  to,  was  worth  paying  for, 
he  determined  to  charge  a  shilling  a  head  entrance,  as  well  for  the  purpose 
of  indemnifying  himself  against  the  expenses  of  the  room,  &c.,  as  of 
giving  Pigg  the  chance  of  any  surplus  there  might  be  over  for  pocket- 
money,  of  which  useful  article  James  was  rather  short. 

Our  master's  fame  being  now  widely  established,  and  occupation 
uncommonly  slack  at  Handley  Cross,  a  goodly  muster  was  the  result. 

Precisely  as  the  dock  was  done  striking  seven,  Mr.  Jorrocks  ascended 
the  platform,  attended  by  a  few  friends,  and  was  received  vdth  loud  cheers 
from  the  gentlemen,  and  the  waving  of  handkerchiefs  from  the  lady  part 
of  the  audience.  Of  these  there  was  a  goodly  number,  among  whom  was 
Mrs.  Jorrocks,  in  a  great  red  turban,  with  a  plume  of  black  feathers, 
reclining  gracefully  on  one  side;  Stobbs  sat  between  her  and  Belinda, 
who  was  dressed  in  a  pale  pink  silk,  with  a  gold  cord  in  her  hair : 
Belinda  looked  perfectly  happy.  When  the  applause  had  subsided, 
Mr.  Jorrocks  advanced  to  the  front  of  the  platform  (which  was  decorated 
as  before),  and  thus  addressed  the  audience  : — 

"  Frinds  and  fellow-countrymen  I  Lend  me  your  ears.  That's  to  say, 
listen  to  wot  I'm  a  goin'  to  say  to  you.  This  night  I  shall  enlighten  you 
on  the  all-important  ceremony  of  takin'  the  field."     (Loud  applause.) 

"Takin*  the  Field!"  repeated  he,  throwing  out  his  arms,  and 
casting  his  eyes  up  at  the  elegant  looping  of  his  canopy.  "Takin* 
THE  Field  !  glorious  sound !  wot  words  can  convey  anything  'alf  so 
delightful? 

"  In  my  mind's  eye  I  see  the  'ounds  in  all  their  glossy  pride  a  trottin' 
around  Arterxerxes,  who  stamps  and  whinnies  with  delight  at  their 
company.  There's  old  Pristess  with  her  speckled  sides,  lookin'  as  wise  as 
a  Christian,  and  Trusty,  and  Tuneable,  and  Warrior,  and  Wagrant,  and 
Workman,  and  Wengence,  and  all  the  glorious  comrades  o'  the  chase. 

"  But  to  the  pint.  Ingenious  youth,  having  got  his  'oss,  and  learned 
to  tackle  him,  let  me  now,  from  the  bonded  warehouse  of  my  knowledge, 
prepare  him  for  the  all-glorious  ceremony  of  the  'unt. 

"How  warious  are  the  motives,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  looking 
thoughtfully,  "that  draw  men  to  the  kiver  side.  Some  come  to  see, 
others  to  be  seen ;  some  for  the  ride  out,  others  for  the  ride  'ome ;  some 
for  happetites,  some  for  'ealth,  some  to  get  away  from  their  wives,  and  a 
few  to  'unt.  Ah !  give  me  the  few — the  chosen  few — *  the  band  o' 
brothers,'  as  the  poet  says,  wot  come  to  'unt! — men  wot  know  the 
'ounds,  and  know  the  covers,  and  know  the  country,  and,  above  all, 
know  when  'ounds  are  runnin',  and  when  there're  ho£f  the  scent — men 
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wot  can  ride  in  the  fields,  and  yet  'old  'ard  in  the  lanes — men  wot  would 
raytber  see  the  thief  o*  the  world  well  trounced  in  cover,  than  say  they 
took  a  windmill  in  the  hardour  of  the  chase.  Could  I  but  make  a  little 
country  of  my  own,  and  fill  it  with  critturs  of  my  own  creation,  I'd  have 
sich  a  lot  o'  trumps  as  never  were  seen  out  o'  Surrey.     (Loud  cheers.) 

"Bliss  my  'eart,  wot  a  many  ways  there  is  of  enjoyin'  the  chase," 
continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  ''and  'ow  one  man  is  led  into  folly  and 
extravagance  by  another!  Because  great  Sampson  Stout,  who  rides 
twenty  stun',  with  the  nerves  of  a  steam-hengine,  keeps  twelve  'unters 
and  two  'acks,  little  Tommy  Titmouse,  who  scarcely  turns  nine  with  his 
saddle,  must  have  as  many,  though  he  dare  'ardly  ride  over  a  water 
furrow.  Because  Sir  Yawnberry  Dawdle,  who  lies  long  in  bed,  sends  on, 
Mr.  Larkspur,  who  is  up  with  the  sun,  must  needs  do  the  same,  though 
he  is  obliged  to  put  off  time,  lest  he  should  arrive  afore  his  'oss.  Because 
Lady  Giddy  fool  puts  a  hyacinth  in  her  lord's  button-'ole,  every  hass  in 
his  *unt  must  send  to  Covent-Grarden  to  get  some.  I  werily  believes,  if  a 
lord  was  to  stick  one  of  my  peacock  Gabriel  Junks's  feathers  in  his  'at, 
there  would  be  fools  to  follow  his  example ;  out  upon  them,  say  I : 
u  nting  is  an  expensive  amusement  or  not,  jest  as  folks  choose  to  make  it. 

'*  There's  a  nasty  word  called '  can't,'  that  does  an  infinity  of  mischief. 
One  can't  'unt  without  eight  'osses ;  one  can't  do  without  two  'acks ;  one 
can't  ride  in  a  country  saddle ;  one  can't  do  this,  and  one  can't  do  that — 
hang  your  can't's  1  Let  a  man  look  at  those  below  him  instead  o'  those 
above,  and  think  'ow  much  better  hoff  he  is  nor  they.  (Applause) 
Surely  the  man  with  one  'oss  is  better  off  than  the  man  with  none  1 
(Renewed  applause.) 

''Believe  me,  my  beloved  'carers,  if  a  man's  inclined  for  the  chase, 
he'll  ride  a'most  anything,  or  valk  sooner  than  stay  at  *ome.  I  often 
thinks,  could  the  keen  foot-folks  change  places  with  the  fumigatin'  yards 
o'  leather  and  scarlet,  wot  a  much  better  chance  there  would  be  for  the 
chase  1  They,  at  all  events,  come  out  from  a  gemiine  inclination  for  the 
sport,  and  not  for  mere  show-sake,  as  too  many  do. 

"  Dash  my  vig,  wot  men  I've  seen  in  the  'unting-field  1  men  without 
the  slightest  notion  of  'unting,  but  who  think  it  right  to  try  if  they  like 
it,  jest  as  they  would  try  smokin'  or  eaten'  olives  after  dinner. 

"  '  You  should  get  a  red  coat,  and  join  the  'unt,'  says  a  young  gen'le- 
man's  old  aunt ;  and  forthwith  our  hero  orders  two  coats  of  the  newest 
cut,  five  pair  of  spurs,  ten  pair  of  breeches,  twenty  pair  of  boots,  waist- 
coats of  every  cut  and  figure,  a  bunch  of  whips,  diachulum  drawers,  a 
cigar-case  for  his  pocket,  a  pocket  siphonia,  a  sandwich-case  for  one  side, 
and  a  shoe-case  for  t'other,  and  keeps  a  hair-bed  afloat  agin  he  comes 
'ome  with  a  broken  leg.     (Laughter  and  applause.) 

*'  But  I  lose  my  patience  thinkin'  o'  sich  fools.  If  it  wam't  that 
among  those  who  annually  take  the  field,  and  are  choked  off  by  the 
expense,  there  are  ingenuous  youths  who,  with  proper  handlin',  might 
make  good  sportsmen  and  waluable  payin'  subscribers,  I'd  wesh  my  'ands 
of  sich  rubbish  altogether.  If  any  such  there  be  within  the  limits  of  this 
well-filled  room,  let  him  open  wide  his  hears,  and  I  will  teach  him,  not 
only  how  to  do  the  trick,  but  to  do  it  as  if  he  had  been  at  it  all  his  life, 
and  at  werry  little  cost.    Let  him  now  pull  out  his  new  purchase,  and 
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learn  to  ride  one  'oss  afore  he  keeps  two.  We  will  now  jog  together  to 
the  meet.  And  mark  I  its  only  buoys  in  jackets  and  trousers  tlu^  are  out 
for  ikejlrti  time. — Yiakers,  boots,  and  breeches,  are  'sposed  to  oome  from 
another  country.  First  we  must  dress  our  sportsman ; — ^no  black  trousers 
crammed  into  top-boots — no  white  ducks  shaped  over  the  foot,  or  fiir- 
caps  cocked  jauntily  on  the  'ead ; — real  propriety,  and  no  mistake  I 

"That  great  man  Mr.  Delme  Batdiffe^  says  in  his  interestin*  blue^ 
book,  'that  there's  nothin*  more  snobbish  than  a  black  tye  with  top« 
boots.'  It  was  a  weny  clever  remark,  and  an  enlargement  of  Mr.  Hood's 
idea  of  no  one  ever  hairin'  seen  a  sailor  i'  top-boots.  Bishops'  boots 
Mr.  Baddiffe  also  condemned,  and  spoke  highly  in  favour  of  tops  cleaned 
with  champagne  and  alnricot  jam.  'Hoganys  'owever,  are  now  all  the  go, 
and  the  darker  the  colour,  the  keener  the  wearer  expects  to  be  thought.  I 
saw  a  pair  i'  the  Cut-me-Downs  last  year,  that  were  nearly  black. 

"Leather-breeches  Mr.  Baddiffe  spoke  kindly  of,  but  unless  a  man 
has  a  good  many  servants,  he  had  better  have  them  cleanin'  his  'oss  than 
deanin'  his  breeches.  Leathers  are  weny  exprasive,  though  there's  a 
a  deal  of  wear  i'  them.  I  have  a  pair  that  were  made  by  White  o' 
Tarporley,  in  Ge<»rge  the  Third's  reign,  and  though  the  cut  is  summut 
altoed,  the  constitution  of  them  remains  intact.  In  those  days  it  was 
the  fashion  to  have  them  so  tight,  that  men  used  to  be  slung  into  them 
by  pulleys  from  their  ceilings;  and  a  fashionable  man,  writin'  to  his 
tailor  for  a  pair,  added  this  caution,  '  Mind,  if  I  can  get  into  them,  I 
won't  have  them.'  Leathers  were  once  all  the  go  for  street-work,  and 
werry  'andsome  they  looked. 

"  I've  heard  a  story,  that  when  George  the  Pourth  was  Prince,  a  swell 
coveted  the  style  of  his  leathers  so  much  that  he  bribed  the  Prince's  valet 
largdy  for  the  redpe.  '  You  shall  have  it,'  said  the  man  pocketin'  the 
coin,  and  lookin'  weny  wise ;  '  the  fact  is,'  added  he, '  the  way  his  Boyal 
'Ighness's  royal  unmentionables  look  so  well  is,  because  his  Boyal 
'Ighness  sleeps  in  them.' "  ("  Haw,  haw,  haw,"  grunted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  in 
company  with  several  of  his  audience.)  "  Some  chaps  affect  the  dark 
cords  as  well  as  the  'hogany  boots,  but  there's  as  much  haffectation  i'  one 
as  the  other.  Blow  me  tight,  if  it  were'nt  for  the  bright  colours  there 
would'nt  be  many  fox-'unters. 

"  The  custom  of  riding  in  scarlet  is  one  it  becomes  me  to  speak  upon  ; 
— ^I  does'nt  know  nothin'  about  the  hantiquity  of  it,  or  whether  Julius 
Caesar,  or  any  other  of  those  antient  covies,  sported  it  or  not ;  but,  like 
most  subjects,  a  good  deal  may  be  said  on  both  sides  of  the  question. 
There's  no  doubt  it's  a  good  colour  for  wear,  and  that  it  tends  to  the 
general  promotion  of  fox-'unting,  seeing  that  two-thirds  of  the  men  wot 
come  out  and  subscribe  would'nt  do  so  if  they  had  to  ride  in  bUck.  Still 
I  think  ingenuous  youth  should  not  be  permitted  to  wear  it  at  startin', 
for  a  scarlet  coat  in  the  distance,  though  chock  full  of  hignorance,  is  quite 
as  allurin'  as  when  it  endoses  the  most  experienced  sportsmen. 

"  I  remembers  dinin'  at  a  conwivial  party  in  London,  where  there  was 
a  werry  pleasant  fat '  M.  P.  H.,'  who  told  a  story  of  wot  'appened  to  him 
in  the  New  Porest.  This,  I  need  scarcely  say,  is  a  great  wood  of  many 
thousand  hacres,  (a  hundred  thousand  p'raps),  and  unless  a  man  looks 
sharp,  and  keeps  near  the  'ounds,  he  stands  a  werry  good  dumce  of  losin' 
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of  them.  Well,  it  so  'appened  that  this  'ere  fat  gen'lman  did  lose  them, 
and  castin'  about,  he  saw  a  red  coat  flyia'  over  a  flight  o'  rails  i'  the  distance. 
In  course  he  made  for  it,  but  afore  he  got  up,  what  was  his  extonishment 
at  seein'  red-coat  pull  up  and  charge  back !  He  fouud  the  genTman 
knew  nothin'  about  the  'ounds,  and  was  gettin'  on  capital  without  them. 

*'  A  Yorkshire  frind  o'  mine  went  to  a  union  'unt,  where  men  from 
three  countries  att ended. -^The  field  was  frightful  I  Three  'underd  and 
fifty  'ossmen,  all  determined  to  ride,  and  as  jealous  as  cats.  Now  my 
frind  being  a  true-bom  Briton,  and  not  to  be  made  to  ride  over  nothin' 
on  compulsion,  started  away  in  quite  a  different  line  to  wot  the  fox  broke, 
followed  by  an  'underd  'ossmen,  or  more.  The  'arder  he  went,  the  'arder 
they  rode,  and  fearin'  he  might  fall,  and  be  flummox*d,  he  made  for  a 
windmill  on  a  neighbouring  'Hi,  and  stuck  his  'oss*s  tail  to  the  sails. 

"  Up  came  his  followers,  puffin'  and  blowin'  like  so  many  grampuses. 
*  Vich  vay  ?  vich  vay  ?  vich  vay  are  th'  'ounds  gone  ?  '  gasped  they. 

"  *  'Ounds ! '  exclaimed  my  frind ;  *  I've  been  ridin'  away  from  you 
all  the  time ;  'ounds  be  gone  t'other  way  ? ' "  ("  Haw,  haw,  haw  1  a 
laugh  in  which  the  whole  room  joined,  till  the  mirth  got  up  into  a  roar, 
which  Mr.  Jorrocks  availed  himself  of  to  pay  his  respects  to  a  stiff 
tumbler  of  brandy  and  water  that  now  began  to  send  forth  its  fragrance 
from  the  table  at  the  rear  of  the  platform). 

Smacking  bis  lips,  he  thus  resumed — 

"  So  much  for  the  force  of  example,  gen'lemen ; — had  my  frind  been 
in  black,  the  crowd  wouldn't  have  come.  Still  the  colour's  good,  and  it 
ar'n't  the  use,  but  the  abuse,  that  I  complains  on.  For  my  part  I  likes 
a  good  roomy  red  rag,  that  one  can  jump  in  and  out  of  with  ease.  These 
fine  tight  things,"  continued  he,  taking  hold  of  his  sky-blue  coat,  lined 
with  pink  silk,  and  looking  at  his  canary-coloured  shorts,  "  are  all  well 
enough  for  dancin'  in,  but  for  real  scrimmagin'  out-door  work,  there's 
nothin'  like  room  and  flannel ; — good  long-backed  coats,  with  the  waist- 
coat made  equally  warm  all  round,  and  the  back  to  come  down  in  a  flap, 
and  plenty  of  good  well-lined  laps  to  wrap  over  one's  thighs  when  it 
rains.'* — Mr.  Jorrocks  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  and  describing  the 
cut  of  each  article  as  he  went  on.  '*  Berlin  gloves  are  capital  for  'unting 
in,**  continued  he ;  **  they  keep  your  'ands  warm,  and  do  to  rub  your  nose 
upon  in  cold  weather. 

"  Youngsters  should  be  cautious  o'  spurs ; — they  may  use  them  wot  is 
called  incontinently,  and  get  into  grief.  I  disagree  with  Geoffry  Gam- 
bado, who  recommends  the  free  use  of  them,  as  tendin'  to  keep  the  blood 
in  circulation,  and  preventin'  one's  toes  catchin'  cold.  He  recommends 
spurrin'  i'  the  shoulder,  where  he  says  an  'oss  has  most  feelin',  because 
he  has  most  weins ;  adding,  that  by  spurrin'  at  his  body,  five  times  in  six 
your  labour  is  lost ;  for  if  you  are  a  short  man,  you  spur  the  saddle-cloth 
only ;  if  a  leggy  one,  you  never  touch  him  at  all ;  and  if  middlin',  the 
rider  wears  out  his  own  girths,  without  the  'oss  being  a  bit  the  better  for 
it ;  but  my  own  opinion  is,  that  the  less  ingenuous  youth  uses  them  the 
better. 

"  A  slight  knowledge  o'  farmin'  promotes  the  true  enjoyment  of  the 
chase.  What  so  'umiliatin'  as  to  see  a  big  farmer  bully  in'  a  little  man  in 
leather  and  scarlet  for  ridin'  over  his  seeds,  when  the  innocent  is  ignorant 
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of  havin'  done  nothin*  o'  the  sort.  Seeds,  my  beloved  'earers,  are  what 
grow  into  clover,  or  new-land  hay ;  they  come  hup  arter  the  corn-crop, 
and  when  that  is  reaped,  if  an  inquiring  sportsman  will  examine  the 
ground,  he  will  see  little  green  herbs,  like  crow's  feet,  shootin'  hup  'mong 
the  stubble,  which  rear  themselves  into  stalks  with  expandin'  leaves ;  and 
those  glorious  pink  and  white  balls,  called  clover,  wot  smell  so  fragrantly 
aa  one  loiters  pensively  along  the  shady  dusty  lanes. 

"  Now,  if  the  iron-shod  'unter  careers  over  these  young  and  tender 
plants,  leavin'  his  copyright  behind  him,  and  it  comes  wet  shortly  arter, 
the  standin'  water  perishes  the  plants,  and  leaves  the  farmer  to  water  his 
bed  with  tears  and  lamentation.     Oh,  miserable  bunch-clod  ! 

"  So  it  is  with  wheat.  If  you  see  a  field  nicely  laid  away,  the  surface 
all  smooth,  and  the  furrows  all  open,  you  may  conclude  that  is  wheat, 
even  though  the  tender  green  blades — the  promissory  notes  of  life's 
comin'  year,  are  not  yet  apparent.  Some  labour  'ard  to  make  themselves 
believe  that  it  increases  the  crop  to  ride  over  it,  and  many  a  hargument 
I've  held  with  farmers  in  favour  of  that  position  myself,  but  no  man,  who 
treats  himself  to  a  little  undisguised  truth,  can  make  himself  believe  so, 
unless,  indeed,  he  is  satisfied  that  a  drove  of  hoxen  would  improve  the 
prospects  of  a  flower-garden  by  passin'  a  night  in  frolicsome  diwersion. 
The  wheat-field  is  the  farmer's  flower-garden ! — It  is  to  it  that  he  looks 
for  the  means  of  payin'  his  rent,  and  giving  his  hamiable  wife  and  accom- 
plished darters  a  new  piannet,  and  a  scarlet  welwet  bonnet  a-piece,  with 
a  black  feather  drooping  over  the  left  hear  (Mr.  Jorrocks  looking  slyly  at 
Mrs.  J.  as  he  said  this) ;  and  young  and  heedless  men,  if  even  they  have 
no  compassion  on  the  old  cock-farmer,  should  think  what  distress  they 
will  cause  to  the  hens  if  they  lose  their  scarlet  welwet  bonnets  with  the 
appurtenances.  Some  wags  say  that  wheat  is  called  'ard  corn,  because  it 
stands  a  wast  of ridin'  over;  but  I  maintains  that  it  no  more  means  that, 
than  that  'ard-money  currency  means  *  money  'ard  to  get  at,' — or  that  an 
'ard  rider  means  a  man  wot  will  trot  down  'Olborn  'ill  on  a  frosty 
momin'.  Let  every  feelin'  man,  then,  consider,  when  he  is  about  to  ride 
over  wheat,  that  he  is  about  to  trample  under  foot  scarlet  welwet  bonnets, 
and  with  them  the  farmer's  darters'  best  and  tenderest  'opes. 

"And  here  let  me  observe,  that  I  cannot  help  thinkin'  that  that 
celebrated  man,  Gambado,  has  been  the  unconscious  means  of  many  a 
field  of  wheat  being  trampled  down.  When  such  great  men  talk  lightly 
on  a  subject,  little  minds  catch  the  infection,  and  far  outstrip  the  author's 
most  sanguinary  conceptions. 

"  Speaking  in  laudatory  terms  of  the  merits  of  the  dray  'oss — merits 
that  no  one  will  deny — Gambado  talks  of  the  figure  they  are  calculated 
to  made  on  the  road  or  in  the  field.  '  Scarce  any  of  them,'  says  he,  *  but 
18  master  of  thirty  stone  and  hupwards ! '  (Boars  of  laughter.)  '  What  a 
sublime  scene  would  it  be,'  continues  he,  '  to  see  fourscore  or  a  'underd 
of  these  hanimals  on  the  full  stretch  over  a  piece  of  wheat,  to  catch  sight 
of  an  'ound  ! '     (Boars  of  laughter.) 

**  Gentlemen,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  looking  very  irate,  "  I'm  sorry 
for  your  mirth — (hisses  and  laughter)— shocked  at  your  immorality,  in 
fact ! — Dash  my  vig  if  I  am't  I  "     (Benewed  laughter  and  cheers.) 

"  Such  undecent  mirth  would  disgrace  a  Cockney  I  A  Cockney  looks  upon 
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a  farmer  as  an  inferior  crittur  1 — a  sort  of  domestic  conwict,  transported  far 
beyond  the  bills  o*  mortality,  and  condemned  to  wander  in  'eavy  'ob-nailed 
shoes  amid  eternal  hacres  o'  dirt  and  dandylions.  I  'opes  sucli  is  not 
your  opinion. — (Loud  cries  of  "  No,  no,"  and  cheers.)  I'm  glad  sich 
wickedness  finds  no  response  here."  Mr.  Jorrocks  again  retired,  and 
reoomposed  himself  with  another  draught  of  brandy  and  water. 
♦  ♦  ♦  *  * 

''  Now,"  said  he,  licking  his  lips,  as  he  returned  to  the  front  of  the 
platform  ;  *'  let  ingenuous  youth  suppose  himself  at  the  meet,  and  that  he 
has  been  presented  to  the  M.F.H.,  to  whom  the  greatest  respect  and 
reverence  should  always  be  paid,  for  there's  no  man  to  compare  to  him 
i'  point  o'  greatness.  The  meet  is  the  place  for  lettin'  off  the  fulminatin' 
balls  of  wit ;  but  unless  young  green'orn  be  a  tolerably  jawbacious  sort 
of  chap,  he  had  better  be  a  listener  at  first.  There  are  a  few  stock  jokes 
that  do  for  any  country,  the  ready  appliance  of  which  stamps  the  user  as 
a  wag  or  a  sportsman  among  those  who  don't  know  no  better.  '  Dear 
sir,'  says  one  man  to  another,  ridin'  a  wite-faced  'oss,  '  I  fears  your  nag 
is  werry  bad  ! ' 

*  'Ow  so  ?  '  inquires  t'other,  all  alarm. 

•  Vy,  he's  all  vite  in  the  face !  '  ("Haw  !  haw !  haw !  ") 
"  *  Yours  is  an  expensive  nag,  I  see,'  observes  a  second. 
"  *  Not  more  than  other  people's,*  is  the  answer. 

"  *  Yes,  he  is  ;  for  I  see  he  wears  boots  as  well  as  shoes,'  pointing  to 
speedy-cut  boots. 

"  *  'Ave  I  lost  a  shoe  in  coming  ?  '  inquires  a  gentleman,  who  with  a 
late  start  has  come  in  a  hurry. 

"  *  They're  not  all  on  before ! '  exclaims  half-a-dozen  woices,  ready 
with  the  joke. 

"  *  Does  you're  mother  know  you  are  out  ?  '  is  a  familiar  inquiry  that 
may  be  safely  hazarded  to  a  bumptious  boy  in  a  jacket.  *  More  dirt  the 
less  hurt ! '  is  a  pleasant  .piece  o'  consolation  for  a  friend  with  a  mud 
mask ;  and  '  One  at  a  time,  and  it  will  last  the  longer  1 '  is  a  knowin' 
exclamation  to  make  to  a  hundred  and  fifty  friends  waiting  for  their  turns 
at  an  'unting-wicket.  *  Over  you  go ;  the  longer  you  look  the  less  you'll 
like  it !  *  may  be  'oUo'd  to  a  friend  lookin'  long  at  a  fence.  *  Hurry  no 
man's  cattle !  you  may  keep  a  donkey  yourself  some  day  ! '  is  the  answer 
to  the  last.  When  you  see  a  lawyer  floored,  sing  out,  *  There's  an  'oss  a 
lay  in'  down  the  law  ! '  If  a  chap  axes  if  your  nag  will  jump  timber,  say, 
•  He'll  leap  over  your  'ead.'  These,  and  sich  as  these,  are  your  tickets 
for  soup,  as  the  cook  said  when  she  basted  the  scullion  with  the  hox-tail ! 
(Loud  laughter.) 

"Flattery  is  easier  accomplished  than  wit,  and  the  meet  is  a  place 
where  butter,  with  a  little  knowledge,  will  go  a  long  way.  All  masters 
of  'ounds  like  praise.  Some  are  so  fond  on  it,  that  they  butter  them- 
selves. If  you  see  'ounds'  ribs,  and  their  loins  are  well  filled  and  flanks 
hollow,  you  may  say  they  look  like  their  work ;  if  they're  fat,  say  they 
are  werry  even  in  condition;  if  lean,  that  they  look  like  goin'  a  bust;  if 
jest  noways  in  'ticklar,  you  can't  get  wrong  if  you  say,  you  never  saw  a 
nicer  lot.  If  you  see  some  with  clips  on  the  hears,  or  along  the  backs, 
you  may  conclude  they  are  new  comers,  and  ax  where  they  are  from. 
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Ricli  coloured  'onnds  joa  may  liken  to  tbe  Belfinr,  and  tben  you  can  talk 
of  Goodhall  and  Guider,  or  of  tlie  Quom  Trueman,  or  even  go  back  as 
far  as  Purrier  and  Hosbaldeston ;  and  swear  you  never  saw  sich  legs 
and  feet ;  in  sbort,  kl  legs  and  feet,  or  legs  and  loins,  be  tbe  burtben  o' 
your  song.  Beware  of  oallin*  'ounds  dogs,  or  stems  tails.  Sicb  a  slip 
would  make  tbe  M.F.H.  turn  tail  on  you  directly. 

"  It  looks  werry  knowin'  to  take  a  bit  o'  biscuit  out  of  your  pocket,  as 
yon  are  lookin'  over  tbe  'ounds,  and  make  tbem  rise  on  tbeir  bind  legs  to 
receive  it,  wbile  you  scrutinise  tbem  werry  attentively.  Tbis  is  a  most 
aeientific  prooeedin*  and  will  immediately  stamp  you  as  a  werry  knowin' 
*and,  if  not  for  an  M.F.H.  bimself.  Still  let  your  talk  be  of  legs  and 
knns,  witb  an  oocasional  mention  of  belbows  and  sboulders.  Perfection  1 
symmetry  1  'andsome  1  level  1  bone !  breedin'  I  condition  1  Lord  Enry ! 
Sir  Bicbard,  Sir  Tatton,  Mr.  Jorrrocks, — are  terms  tbat  may  be  tbrown  in 
at  random,  jest  as  tbe  butter  seems  to  go  down.  If,  bowever,  ingenuous 
joutb's  afraid  o'  bein'  tempted  out  of  bis  deptb,  it's  a  safe  wentur  to 
look  werry  approvinly  at  the  pack  generally,  and  then  say  tbat  '  they're 
larger  nor  some  he  has  seen,  and  not  so  large  as  others.'  (Laughter.)  In 
sayin'  this,  it  may  p'raps  be  well  jest  to  feel  bis  'oss  witb  the  spur,  so  as 
to  make  him  wince,  which  will  give  bim  an  excuse  for  withdrawin'  on  tbe 
score  o'  being  afear'd  o'  kickin'  tbe  'ounds,  and  save  bim  from  bein' 
axed  to  name  the  larger  or  smaller  packs  he's  seen,  which  might  be 
inconwenient. 

"  IJntsmen  are  either  'eaven-bom  or  hidiots — there's  no  medium. 
'Every  schoolboy  can  criticise  their  performance.  It's  'stonishin'  how 
quickly  'untsmen  are  run  up  and  down,  jest  like  the  funds,  with  the  bulls 
and  the  bears.  As  no  M.  F.  H.  keeps  what  he  considers  a  fool,  it  may 
be  well  to  commence  in  the  soapy  line ;  for  even  though  a  master  may 
abuse  a  servant  himself,  he  may  not  fancy  his  field  doing  so  too. 

*'  At  the  meet,  every  man's  time  is  accordin'  to  his  own  conwenience. 
Should  he  have  been  too  early,  the  'ounds  have  come  late ;  and  should  he 
be  late,  the  'ounds  were  there  afore  their  time.  The  last  man  always 
says  that  there's  no  one  else  comin',  as  in  course  he  does  not  see  the  wit 
of  waitin'  after  he  arrives. 

"  Among  the  many  followers  of  the  chase,  there  be  some  men  wot  start 
with  wot  seems  like  a  good  mould-candle  passion  for  the  chase,  but,  some- 
bow  or  other,  after  a  few  seasons,  it  simmers  down  to  little  better  nor  a 
fardin'  rushlight.  After  the  first  brush  of  the  thing  is  over,  they  begin  to 
economise  their  'osses  in  November,  that  they  may  have  them  fresh 
about  Christmas ;  or  they  don't  work  them  much  in  February,  as  they 
wish  to  save  a  couple  to  take  to  town  in  the  spring ;  or  tool  their 
missesses  about  in  the  Booby  Hutch.  Yen  I  hear  chaps  talk  this  way, 
I  always  reckon  upon  seein'  their  coats  nailin'  the  happle-trees  up  afore 
long. 

'*  Some  are  much  greater  'oss  coddles  than  others.  When  Tat  wrote 
to  Ferguson  to  know  vot  he  wanted  for  'Arkaway,  and  whether  the  'oss 
was  in  work,  Ferguson  replied,  '  The  price  of  'Arkaway  is  six  thousand 
guineas,  and  I  'unts  him  twice  and  thrice  a-week  1 '  (roars  of  laughter.) 

"Some  men  keep  servants  to  be  their  masters. 

*' '  I  shall  ride  the  roan,  to-morrow,  Jones/  says  a  gen'lman  to  bis 
grum. 
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" '  Can't,  sir ;  jaat  given  liim  a  dose  o'  physic.' 

"  '  Well,  then,  the  black.     He's  not  been  oat  since  yesterday  week.' 

<*  <  His  turn's  not  till  Toosday.' 

"  '  Oh,  nerer  mind  I    Just  let  me  have  a  look  at  him.' 

"  '  Cam'i.  Stable's  done  up — ^not  to  be  hopen  till  four ;  so  mizzle, 
master.' 

In  course  these  chaps  have  'igh  wages,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
or  they  could'nt  'ave  such  himperence.  They  are  the  bouys  wot  won't 
let  their  masters  buy  osses  o*  men  o'  my  woracity  and  judgment,  unless 
they  'ave  their  '  reglers,'  five  per  cent,  on  the  price,  or  as  much  more  as 
they  can  get.  A  man  wot  would  be  master  of  his  stable,  must  never 
coiMult  his  grum  about  a  quad.  Consult  'im  forsooth  I "  exclaimed 
Mr.  Jorrocks.  *^  Why,  there  is  not  one  grum  i'  fifty  that  knows  when  an 
'oas  he  has  the  care  on  is  lame.  They'll  go  slouchin'  to  cover  on  'osses 
that  their  masters  pronounce  lame  the  moment  they  mount.  A  man  with 
a  strong  bony  and  a  hash-plant  is  generally  master  of  his  stud ;  a  master 
with  a  bony  and  no  hash-plant  is  like  a  fiddle  without  a  stick. 

"  More  'osses  are  ruined  from  want  o'  work  than  from  the  excess  on't. 
Take  a  season  through,  and  'ow  werry  few  days  there  are  on  which 
there  ia  really  aoy  thing  for  gen'lmen's  'osses  to  do ;  though,  to  be 
sure,  such  days  generally  come  in  a  heap;  yet,  as  no  one  can  say 
how  long  a  run  o'  luck  will  last,  my  adwice  is,  to  keep  goin'  as  long  as 
ever  you  can.  A  man  can  get  but  six  days  a-week  if  he  labours  ever  so, 
and  there  are  werry  few  wot  would  not  rayther  have  four,  or  maybe  two. 
The  flash  o'  ridin'  long  distances  to  meet  one  pack  of  'ounds,  when 
another's  at  'and,  arises  from  the  pleasure  of  sportin'  a  red  coat  through 
a  longer  line  o'  country,  and  vinkin'  at  the  gals  on  the  road,  or  from  a 
desire  to  be  talked  of  as  havin'  done  so,  and  as  being  werry  keen  'ands. 
I  generally  find  them  werry  great  fools  I 

'*  There  is  another  way  that  would-be  sportsmen  have  of  showin'  their 
keenness.  Durin'  a  storm  it  is  not  unusual  for  the  M.F.H.  to  advertise  that 
th'  'ounds  will  meet  at  the  kennel  the  first  day  the  weather  permits.  Well, 
as  soon  as  ever  the  eves  begin  to  drop,  the  would-bes  put  on  their  red 
ooats  and  go  to  the  kennel,  continuin'  the  process  day  after  day  until  the 
thaw  really  arrives ;  they  throw  up,  and  swear  they  von't  'unt  with  him 
any  more. 

'"Not  hung  yourself  yet,  GilhespieP'  suitin'  the  haction  to  the 
word  by  feelin'  your  neck  and  oockin'  your  thumb  under  your  hear,  is  a 
fine  sportin'  interrogatory  to  put  to  a  frind  in  the  street  durin'  a  frost.  All 
these  mendacious  means  let  ingenuous  youth  despise.  It's  one  thin'  to 
cover  your  hignorance  and  another  to  help  you  to  imperanoe.  I  does  the 
former  only. 

''And  now,"  continued  the  worthy  lecturer,  casting  his  eyes  up 
to  his  canopied  curtain,  as  he  jingled  the  silver  in  his  canary-coloured 
shorts,  "  And  now,  if  I  had  a  few  words  'bout  cost,  'bout  old  £  s,  d„ 
I  think  I'd  be  ready  for  a  start.  The  cost  of  'unting,  my  beloved 
'earers,  like  all  other  things,  depends  a'most  entirely  on  'ow  you 
go  about  it.  The  only  really  indispensable  outlay  is  the  subscription 
to  the  'ounds,  which  ought  always  to  be  paid  punctual  in  adwanoe, 
jest  like  you  'ave  to  pay  the  stakes  at  a  race.    Whoever  wants,  the 
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M.r.H.  should  be  paid.  Pnidence  and  'oonomy  are  all  right  and 
proper  in  everything  cent  'unting.  For  'anting  there  must  be  a  liberal 
oatky,  and  no  gmmblin  .  Mus'nt  do  like  dirty  Harry  Tight  who,  when 
Fleecy  axed  wot  he  would  subscribe  to  my  'oundls,  exclaimed, '  Subscribe  1 
I  wouldn't  insult  Mr.  Jorrocks  by  offerin'  of  him  money  1 "  (Laughter  and 
hisses.)  "  Insult,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  looking  very  irate,  "jest  as  if 
I  was  a  likely  man  to  be  insulted  with  the  hoffer  of  money.  Much  more 
likely  to  insult  'im  for  not  offerin  it."    (Laughter  and  applause.) 

"  Well,  then,  the  requirements  o'  the  master  bein'  satisfied,"  continued 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  buttoning  up  and  slapping  his  breeches'-pbcket,  "let 
ingenuous  youth  turn  his  'tention  to  the  stable.  It's  no  use  givin'  a 
publican  and  sinner  a  guinea  or  five-and-twenty  shillings  a  week  for  keepin' 
your  quadrupeds,  when  you  can  rent  a  stable  and  keep  them  yourself  for 
ten  or  twelve  shillin'.  There's  not  even  the  benefit  of  any  flash  i'  the 
thing,  which  is  wot  moves  many  men  to  the  'errors  o'  the  chase.  Still 
less  use  is  it  wastin'  your  substance  on  old  Bonnyface's  'ouse,  with  his 
sixpenny  breakfasts  for  'alf*a-crown,  and  dinners  i'  like  proportion,  when 
you  can  get  a  comfey  rumph  lodgin'  and  find  yourself  for  'alf  or  a  third  o' 
the  money.  There  are  no  people  want  puttin'  to  rights  so  much  as  the 
innkeepers.  Kiver  'acks  are  all  gammon  for  men  wi'  short  studs.  An 
'adc  can  do  nothin'  but  'ack,  while  he  will  cost  as  much  as  a  third  'oss 
wot  will  both  'ack  and  'unt.  Let  ingenuous  youth  then  learn  to  dispense 
with  the  useless  appendage.  I  often  think,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks 
musingly,  "  that  it  would  be  a  capital  thing  to  pass  ingenuous  youth 
generally  through  a  sort  of  Chobham  camp  to  learn  'em  wot  they  can 
really  do  without." 

"Ingenuous  youth,  'aving  now  got  all  the  implements  o'  the  chase 
scraped  together,  and  the  early  rains  of  dear  delightful  November — ^the  best 
and  plisantest  month  i'  the  year — *avin  well  salivated  the  ground,  forthwith 
let  'im  put  all  my  precepts  in  practice,  istead  o'  sneakin'  off  to  Boulogne 
or  Paris  for  the  winter,  arter  talkin'  'bout  the  delights  of  'unting  all  the 
summer. 

"  *  Time  trieth  troth,'  says  the  proverb,  but  *  November  trieth  truth ' 
i'  the  'unting  line,  and  men  that  don't  like  'unting,  had  much  better  not 
give  themselves  the  trouble  of  pretendin'  they  do,  for  they're  sure  to  be 
found  out,  and  branded  for  'umbugs  for  their  trouble.  It's  a  werry  rum 
thing  'ow  few  men  there  are  who  candidly  say  they  don't  like  it. 
They've  all  been  keen  sportsmen  at  some  time  or  other  o'  their  lives. 
Every  man,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  sententiously,  "  wot  prefers  his 
'ealth  to  the  interests  o'  the  Seidletz  pooder  makers,  will  get  as  much 
'anting  as  ever  he  can  afore  Christmas.  (Great  laughter  and  applause.) 
So  now  let's  be  doin'  1"  added  he,  rubbing  his  elbows  against  his  sides 
as  if  anxious  for  the  fray. 

"  Let  us  s'pose  the  last,  last  fumigatin'  piece  o'  conceit  has  cast  up, 
and  the  M.F.H.  gives  the  hofiice  to  the  'untsman  to  throw  off.  'Osses' 
'eads  turn  one  way,  th'  'ounds  brisk  up  at  the  move,  the  coffee-room 
breaks  up,  frinds  pair  off  to  carry  out  jokes,  while  the  foot  people  fly  to 
the  'ills,  and  the  bald-'eaded  keeper  stands  'at  in  'and  at  the  gate,  to  let 
th'  'ounds  into  cover. 

"  £leu  in  !  "  at  length  cries  the  'untsman,  with  a  wave  of  his  'and,  and 
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in  an  instant  his  'osses'  'eels  are  deserted.    The  vipper-in  has  scuttled 

round  the  cover,  and  his  rate  and  crack  are  'eard  on  the  far  side. 

'  Grently,  Conqueror  I     Conqueror,  have  a  care  !    Ware  are  I  ware  are  1 '  " 

*  •  «  «  • 

Here  Mr.  Jorrocks  paused,  apparently  for  the  purpose  of  recollecting 
something. 

"  There's  a  bit  o'  potry  due  here,"  observed  he ;  "  but  somehow  or 
other  it  von't  come,  to  halloo ! 


'  Great,  glorioiu,  and  free, 
First  flower  o'  the  hooean,  fint- 


f  ff 


continued  he.     '*  No,  that  von't  do,  that  was  old  Dan's  dodge.     Yet 
it's  somethin'  like  that,  too ;  can  no  one  help  me  P    Ah,  I  have  it : — 

*  Delighted  scene ! 
When  all  around  is  gaj,  men,  'osses,  dogs ; 
And  in  each  smilin'  countenance  appears 
Fresh  bloomin'  'ealth,  and  uniwersal  joy.' 

And  yet  that's  not  exactly  the  place  it  should  have  come  in  at  nouther," 
observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  recollecting  himself;  "  that  scrap  is  meant  for  the 
meet ;  throwin'  off  is  thus  described  by  Peter  Beckford,  or  some  other 
gen'l'man  wot  described  it  to  him.  Howsomever  it  von't  do  to  waste  a 
cotation,  so  you  can  jest  joggle  t'other  one  back  in  your  minds  to  the 
right  place.     This  is  throwin'  off : — 

'  See  !  ow  they  range 
Dispersed,  'ow  busily  this  way  and  that, 
They  cross,  examinin'  with  curious  nose 
Each  likely  'aunt.    'Ark  !  on  the  drag  I  'ear 
Their  doubtful  notes,  preludin'  to  a  cry 
More  nobly  full,  and  swelled  with  every  mouth.' 

**  Now  that's  poetry  and  sense  too,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  smacking 
his  lips  I  **  which  is  more  than  poetry  always  is ;  for  a  poet,  you  see,  has  to 
measure  his  words,  and  werry  often  the  one  that  would  best  express  vot  he 
vonts  von't  fit  in  with  t'others,  so  he's  obliged  to  halter  his  meanin' 
altogether,  or  mount  a  lame  steed.  For  my  part  I  likes  prose  best,  and  I 
reckon  Peter's  prose  better  nor  most  men's  werse.  Hear  'ow  he  finds  his 
fox."  Mr.  Jorrocks  then  took  his  newly-bound  Beckford  from  the  table 
at  the  back  of  the  platform,  and  read  as  follows : — 

"  *  Ow  musical  their  tongues !  And  as  they  get  near  to  him,  'ow  the 
chorus  fills !  'Ark !  he  is  found.  Now,  vere  are  all  your  sorrows  and 
your  cares,  ye  gloomy  souls !  or  where  your  pains  and  aches,  ye  com- 
plainin'  ones  I  one  holloo  has  dispelled  them  all.  Vot  a  crash  they 
make  I  and  hecho  seeminly  takes  pleasure  to  repeat  the  sound.  The 
'stonished  traveller  forsakes  his  road ;  lured  by  its  melody,  the  listenin' 
ploughman  now  stops  his  plough,  and  every  distant  shepherd  neglects  his 
flock,  and  runs  to  see  him  break.    Vot  joy!  vot  heagemess  in  every  face ! ' 

"  Now,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  smacking  his  lips  again,  "  that's  what  I  call 
real  prime  stuff — the  concentrated  essence  of  'untin' — the  XXX  of 
sportin',  so  different  from  the  wire-spun,  wishy-washy  yams  of  modern 
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penny-a-liners,  who  smother  tbeir  meanin'  (if  they  hare  any)  in  words. 
If  I've  read  Peter  once,  Vre  read  him  a  hundred  times,  and  yet  I  finds 
somethin'  fresh  to  admire  every  time.    Wemor  and  Hood,  Birchin  Lane, 

Eublished  this  edition  in  1796 ;  and  on  the  title-page  is  pasted  a  hextract 
'om  a  newspaper  that  would  adorn  a  monument.  '  Monday,  8th  March, 
1811,  at  his  seat,  Stapleton,  in  Dorsetshire,  Peter  Beckford,  Esq.,  aged 
70.  Mr.  Beckford  was  a  celebrated  fox-'unter,  and  hauthor  of  '  Letters 
on  'Unting.'  There's  an  inscription  for  a  marble  monument  1  '  MuHum 
in  parvo,'  as  Pomponius  Ego  would  say.  Blow  me  tight  I  but  I  never 
looks  at  Billy  Beckford  supplicatin'  the  king  on  his  marble  monument  in 
GuildhaU,  but  I  exclaims,  'Shake  Billy  from  his  pedestal  and  set  up 
Peter ! '     (Hisses  and  applause.) 

"  I  once  wrote  my  epitaph,  and  it  was  werry  short, — 

'  Hie  JAoet  Jorrocki^' 

was  all  wot  I  said ;  but  the  unlettered  'untsman,  or  maybe  M.F.H., 
might  pass  me  by,  jest  as  he  would  a  dead  emperor.  Far  different  would 
it  be  should  this  note  follow, — '  Mr.  J.  was  a  celebrated  fox-'unter,  and 
lectorer  upon  'unting.'  Then  would  the  saunterin'  sportsman  pause  as  he 
passed,  and  drop  a  tribute  to  the  memory  of  one  who  loved  the  chase  so 
well.  But  I'm  gettin'  prosaic  and  off  the  line.  Let  us  'ark  back  into 
cover  I     The  chase,  I  sings  1     Let's  see. 

"  We  had  jest  found  our  fox.  Well,  then,  let's  at  Peter  again,  for 
there's  no  one  boils  one  hup  into  a  gallop  like  him.  Here's  a  description 
of  the  thief  o'  the  world  afore  he  breaks."     Mr.  Jorrocks  reads  : — 

"  *  Mark  'ow  he  runs  the  cover's  hutmost  limits,  yet  dares  not  wentur 
forth ;  the  'ounds  are  still  too  near  I  That  check  is  lucky !  Now  if  our 
frinds  'ead  him  not,  he  will  soon  be  off  I ' 

"  Talli-ho  I"  screamed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  at  the  top  of  his  voice.  *  Dash 
iny  ^i^>  that's  the  cry  1 "  continued  he,  holding  his  hand  in  the  air. 
"  See  'ow  pale  the  gen'leman  in  light  scarlet  and  bishop's  boots  is  tumiu', 
and  how  delighted  old  Jack  Basper,  in  the  cut-away  olive,  broad  cords, 
and  hoganys  is  ;  his  low-crowned  'at's  in  the  hair,  for  he  sees  the  warmint, 
a  sight  more  glorious  nor  the  lord  mayor's  show ;  yet  he  'olloas  not ! 
Ah,  it*s  talli-ho  backl  The  fox  is  'eaded  by  yon  puppy  in  purple, 
strikin'  a  light  on  the  pommel  of  his  saddle.  'Ope  he'll  soon  be  sick  1 
Th'  'ounds  turn  short,  and  are  at  him  again.  Have  at  him,  my  beauties  1 
Have  at  him,  my  darlins* !  Have  at  him,  I  say  I  Yonder  he  goes  at 
t'other  end  I — now  he's  away!  Old  Basper  has  him  again!  'Talli-ho, 
away  ! '  he  cries.  The  old  low-crowned  'at's  in  the  hair,  and  now  every 
man  'oops  and  'oUows  to  the  amount  of  his  superscription.  Twang! 
twang/  twang!  goes  the  Percival;  crack  I  crack!  crack!  go  the  whips ; 
'ounds,  'osses,  and  men,  are  in  a  glorious  state  of  excitement!  Full  o' 
beans  and  benevolence  ! " 

**  So  am  I,  my  beloved  'carers,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  after  a  pause ; 
**  and  must  let  off  some  steam,  or  I  shall  be  teachin'  you  to  over-ride 
the  'ounds."     So  saying,   Mr.   Jorrocks  retired  to  the  back  of  the 

tform,  and  cooled  himself  with  a  fresh  glass  of  hot  brandy  and  water. 
ily  he  returned,  and  thus  resumed  Ids  discourse. 
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"Oh I  my  beloved  'earen,  if  I'd  been  Bt  the  great  Mr.  PomponJiu 
H^o'b  helbow  when  in  describin'  this  criticid  period  of  the  chose  he  penned 
the  words,  '  go  along,  there  are  three  couple  of  'ounde  on  the  scent,'  I'd 
ha'  Men  if  I  could'iil  ha'  got  him  to  put  in  '  uotr  'old  your  jaws,  and 


'old  'srd  I  aod  let  'em  settle  quietly  to  the  scent.'  Believe  me,  my 
beloved  'carers,  the  words  '  go  along,  there  are  three  couple  of  'ounds 
on  the  scent,'  have  lost  many  a  nm  and  saved  the  life  of  many  a  wsrmint. 
'Ow  I  likes  to  see  the  'ounda  come  quietly  out,  settlin'  and  coUecljn' 
together,  gradually  mending  their  pace  as  they  go,  till  they  brew  up  a 
reg'lar  bust.  That's  the  way  to  make  the  foxes  cry  '  Capevi ! ' " 
kdded  be.     (Laughter  and  applause.) 

"  Hwe  let  me  hobaerve,"  continued  Ui.  Jorrocks,  "  that  it's  a  grand 
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thing  for  ingenuotis  youth  to  get  a  view  q(  the  warmint  at  startio' ;  by  so 
doing  he  geU  a  sort  of  weated  intereat  in  the  fox,  aod  rides  arter  him  as 
he  would  arter  »  thief  with  his  watch.  There's  a  knack  in  doin'  this,  and 
•ome  men  are  cleverer  at  it  than  others,  but  half  the  battle  consists  in  not 
being  flurried — '  'Yonder  he  goes  1  yonder  he  goes  !  Talli-ho  1  talli-bo  1 ' 
exclaim  a  dozen  people,  pointin'  different  ways — and  hearin'  that  a  fox  is 
a  quick  trsvellin'  beast,  ingenuous  youth  begins  to  look  some  balf-s-mile 
B-heiid  ;  whereas,  if  the  people  were  to  cry  '  Here  he  is  I  here  he  is  ! ' 
pointin'  downwards.  Spooney  would  take  a  nearer  range,  and  see  that  a 
fox  travels  more  like  a  cat  nor  a  crow.  Folks  overlook  the  fox,  jest  as 
one  overlooks  a  mustard-pot  under  one's  nose. 

"Well,  then,  my  beloved  'earers,  glorious  talli-ho!  talli-ho! — whose 
veij  echo  kivers  me  nil  over  with  tbe  creeps — is  holloaed  and  repeated, 
and  responded  and  re-echoed,  and  th'  'ounds  are  settlin'  to  the  scent. 


As  soon  as  ever  yon  'ear  the  cry,  make  up  your  minds  either  to  go  on  or 
go  'ome.  But  I  won't  s'pose  that  any  man  will  stop  stirriu'  till  the 
puddin's  done ;  at  all  ewents,  not  till  be  sees  a  fence,  so  thrust  your 
cads  well  into  your  'ats,  tighten  yoni  reins,  'arden  your  'earts,  and  with 
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elbows  and  legs,  elbows  and  legs,  get  foirard  to  the  'ounds, "    Mr.  Jorrocka 
•niting  the  action  to  the  word,  itruddliag  and  woikiDg  an  imaginaTf  hone 
with  hiB  arnu. 
"  Now  we  are  away !    Tiie  coTer's  wacateJ,  and  there's  not  another 


'^nmmtPW^^i'mr — 


within  four  miles,  which  courtesy  will  call  fourteen !  Vlch  vay's  the 
TindF  South-east,  as  I  lire.  Then  he's  away  for  Brammclkite  Brake  I 
Now  for  your  topographical  dictioDaries,  or,  vot  is  still  better,  some 
gemman  with  a  map  of  the  country  iu  his  'ead.  The  field  begins  to 
settle  itito  places,  like  folks  at  the  play.  If  there's  no  parson  to  pilot  the 
way,  gen'l'DiBn  with  'osses  to  sell  take  the  first  rank.  Every  one  now 
sees  who  are  there,  and  many  may  be  wantin'  at  the  end  to  tell  who 
come  in  so  i  a  rasper  well  negotiated  at  this  time  o'  day  has  sold 
many  a  screw.  Afler  the  genl'man  with  'ossea  to  sell  comes  the 
'untsmao,  entrealin'  the  geri'l'men  with  'osses  to  sell  not  to  press  upon 
the  'ounds;  but  as  he  only  talks  to  their  bscks,  they  regard  the 
exhortation  as  a  mere  figure  o'  speech.  The  top-sawyers  of  the  'unt 
will  be  close  on  the  'untaman.  There  will  not  be  many  of  these ;  but 
should  there  be  a  barrack  in  the  neighbourhood,  some  soger  ofTicera 
will  most  likely  mex  up  and  ride  at  the  'ardest  rider  among  'em. 
The  dngon  sc^er  officer  is  the  most  dangeious,  and  may  be  known 
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by  the  viskers  under  his  nose.  A  foot  soger  officer's  'oss  is  generally 
better  in  his  wind  than  on  his  legs.  They  generally  wear  chin  wigs,  and 
always  swear  the  leaps  are  nothin'  compared  with  those  in  the  county  they 
oome  from — Cheapside,  p'raps. 

"In  the  wake  of  the  top-sawyers  and  soger  officers  will  come  your 
steady  two  'oss  men,  their  eyes  to  the  'ounds,  their  thoughts  in  the 
chase,  regardless  of  who  crams  or  who  cranes.  These  generally  wear 
cords,  their  viskers  are  greyish,  and  their  brown  top-boots  look  as  if 
they  have  never  been  wite. 

"  The  '  safe  pUot'  is  generally  a  man  with  a  broad  back,  clad  in  bottle- 
green,  with  plain  metal  buttons,  white  neckcloth,  striped  veskit,  drab 
kerseys,  with  ribbons  danglin'  over  a  'hogany  top;  or  may  be  in  the 
scarlet  coat  of  the  'unt,  with  a  luiffb-plant,  to  denote  that  he  is  a  gate- 
opener,  and  not  a  leaper :  a  man  of  this  sort  will  pilot  a  youngster  all  day 
without  ridin'  over  a  fence.  He  knows  every  twist,  every  turn,  every 
gate,  every  gap,  in  the  country,  and  though  sometimes  appearin'  to  ride 
away  from  the  'ounds,  by  skirtin'  and  nickin',  will  often  gain  Eeynard's 
p'int  afore  them — p'raps  afore  Eeynard  himsdf ! 

'*  We  must  not  follow  him,  but  '  streak  it '  across  the  country  a  bit,  as 
brother  Jonathan  would  say,  and  this  is  the  time  that,  if  ingenuous 
youth's  'oss  has  any  monkey  in  him,  he  will  assuredly  get  his  dander  up 
and  show  it.  The  commonest  occurrence  in  dl  natur'  is  for  him  to  run 
away,  which  is  highly  disagreeable.  Geoffrey  Gambado  well  observes, 
that  when  a  man  is  well  run  awagr  ^^^i^*  the  firsl  thing  that  occurs  to  him 
is  how  to  stop  his  'oss.  Some  writ  na  him  at  a  ditch,  which  is  a  werry 
promisin'  experiment,  if  lie  leaps  ill,  xx  not  at  aU :  others  try  a  gate-post, 
out  it  requires  a  nice  eye  to  hit  the  centre  with  the  'oss's  'ead,  so  as  not 
to  graze  your  own  leg.  Frenchmen — and  Frenchmen  ride  as  well  now  as 
they  did  in  Gambado's  time — will  ride  against  one  another ;  and  Geoffrey 
tells  a  good  story  of  an  ingenious  Frenchman  he  saw  make  four  experi- 
ments on  Newmarket  Heath,  in  only  one  of  which  he  succeeded.  His 
'oss  ran  away  with  him  whilst  Gimcrack  was  runnin'  a  match,  and  the 
Count's  'opes  of  stoppin'  him  being  but  small,  he  contrived  to  turn  him 
across  the  course  and  rode  slap  at  Gimcrack,  'opin'  to  effect  it  by  a  broad- 
side ;  but  Gimcrack  was  too  quick  for  the  Count,  and  he  missed  his  aim. 
He  then  made  full  at  Lord  March,  but  unluckily  only  took  him  slantin* : 
baffled  in  this  second  attempt,  the  Count  relied  on  the  Devil's  Ditch  as  a 
certain  check  to  his  career,  but  his  'oss  carried  him  clean  over ;  and  had 
not  the  rubbin'-house  presented  itself,  the  Count  asserted  he  werily 
believed  he  should  soon  have  reached  London.  Dashin'  at  the  rubbin*- 
'ouse,  with  true  French  spirit,  he  produced  the  desired  effect ;  his  'oss, 
not  being  able  to  proceed,  stopped,  and  that  so  suddenly  that  Ducrow 
himself  would  have  kissed  his  own  saw-dust.  The  count,  it  is  true,  came 
off  but  tolerably  well ;  the  'oss  broke  his  'ead  and  the  count's  likewise, 
so  that,  accordin'  to  the  opinion  of  two  negatives  makin'  an  affirmative, 
little  or  no  'arm  was  done,  an  ingenious,  if  not  a  satisfactory,  mode  of 
disposin'  of  damage. 

*'  And  here  let  me  observe,  that  to  'unt  pleasantly  two  things  are  neces* 

— to  know  your  'oss  and  to  know  your  own  mind.    An  'oss  is  a 

crittur*    In  the  stable,  on  the  xoad,  or  even  in  a  green  lane,  he 
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maj  be  all  mild  and  hamiable — jest  Hke  a  gal  you're  a  courtiii'  of — but 
wben  he  gets  into  the  matrimony  of  the  'unting-field  among  other  nag% 
and  sees  th'  'ouuda,  which  always  gets  their  danders  up,  my  vig !  it's 
another  pair  of  shoes  altogether,  as  we  say  in  France,  Uow8omever»  if 
you  know  your  'oss  and  can  depend  upon  him,  so  as  to  be  sure  he  will 
carry  you  over  whatever  you  put  him  at,  have  a  good  understandin'  with 
younelf  afore  ever  you  come  to  a  leap,  whether  you  mean  to  go  over  it 
or  not,  for  nothing  looks  so  pusillanimous  as  to  see  a  chap  ride  bang  at 
a  fence  as  though  he  would  eat  it,  and  then  swerve  off  for  a  gate  or  a 
gap.  Better  far  to  charge  wiggorously,  and  be  chucked  over  by  the  'osa 
•toppin'  short,  for  the  rider  may  chance  to  light  on  his  legs,  and  can  look 
abcHit  unconsaruedly,  as  though  nothing  particklar  had  'appened.  I'm 
no  advocate  for  leapin',  but  there  are  times  when  it  can't  be  helped,  in 
which  case  let  a  man  throw  his  'eart  fearlessly  over  the  fence  and  follow 
it  as  quick  as  ever  he  can,  and  being  well  landed,  let  him  thank 
Providence  for  his  luck,  and  lose  no  time  in  lookin'  for  the  best  way  out« 
Thns  he  will  go  on  from  leap  to  leap,  and  from  field  to  field,  rejoicin' ;  and 
havin'  got  well  over  the  first  fence,  it's  'stonishin'  'ow  fearlessly  he  charges 
the  next.  Some  take  leapin'-powder — spirits  of  some  sort — but  it's  a 
contemptible  practice,  unworthy  of  ingenuous  youth. 

"  The  finest  receipt,  however,  for  makin'  men  ride  is  shakin'  a  sportin' 
hauthor  afore  them  at  startin'.  Crikey!  'ow  I've  seen  'em  streak 
across  country  so  long  as  he  remained  in  sight  I  Coves  wot  wouldn't 
face  a  water-furrow  if  they  had  had  their  own  way,  under  the  impulse  of 
glory,  will  actually  spur  their  steeds ! 

"  Gentlemen  wot  take  their  ideas  of  'unting  from  Mr.  Hackermann'a 
pictor-shop  in  Eegent's  Street  must  have  rum  notions  of  the  sport. 
There  you  see  red  laps  flyin'  out  in  all  directions,  and  'osses  apparently 
to  be  had  for  catchin'.  True,  that  in  'unting  men  will  roll  about — but  so 
they  will  on  the  road  ;  and  I'd  rayther  have  two  bumps  in  a  field  than 
one  on  a  pike.  Danger  is  everywhere !  An  accomplished  frind  o'  mine 
says,  *  Impendet  omnibus  periculum' — Danger  'angs  over  an  omnibus  : 
and  *  Mors  omnilnM  est  communis,' — You  may  break  your  neck  in  an 
omnibus :  but  are  we,  on  that  account,  to  shun  the  wehicle  of  which  the 
•ame  great  scholar  says,  *  Wirtus  parvo  pretio  licet  ab  omnibus,'^- 
Wirtue  may  ride  cheap  in  an  omnibus  ?     Surely  not ! 

"  Still,  a  fall's  a  hawful  thing.  Fancy  a  great  sixteen'  and  'oss  lyin*  on 
one  like  a  blanket,  or  sittin'  with  his  monstrous  hemispheres  on  one's 
chest,  sendin'  one's  werry  soul  out  o'  one's  nostrils  !  Dreadful  thought  1 
Vere's  the  brandy  ?  "  Hereupon  Mr.  Jorrocks  again  retired  to  the  back 
of  the  platform  to  compose  his  nerves. 

"Now,  my  beloved  'carers,"  continued  he,  returning  and  wiping  his 
Booth  on  the  back  of  his  hand, — "  Now,  my  beloved  'earers,  let's  draw 
on  old  Peter  for  a  run,  for  I  really  think  a  good  suck  of  'im  is  a'most  as 
good  as  a  tuck  out  at  the  Ship  and  Turtle  Tavern. 

*'  Here  we  'ave  'im,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  op^iing  at  the  place,  and 

proceeding  to  read  with  all  due  energy  and  emphasis ;  "  '  Mind,  Galloper , 

ow  he  leiuis  them  P     It's  difficult  to  'stinguish  which  is  first,  they  run  in 

taeh  good  style ;  yet  he  is  the  foremost  'ound.     The  goodness  of  his 

nose  is  not  less  excellent  than  his  speed  : — 'ow  he  carries  the  soent  1  and 

■  2 
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when  he  loses  it,  see  'ow  eagerly  he  flings  to  recover  it  again !  There — 
sow  he's  at  'ead  again  1  See  'ow  they  top  the  'edge !  Now,  now  they 
mount  the  'ill  1 — Observe  wot  a  'ead  they  carry  ;  and  show  me,  if  thour 
canst  one  shuffler  or  shirker  'mongst  'em  all :  are  they  not  like  a  parcel 
of  brave  fellows,  who,  when  they  *gage  in  an  undertakin*,  determine  to 
share  its  fatigue  and  its  dangers  equaUy  'mongst  'em?' 

'' Capital  1"  exclaimed  A&.  Jorrocks,  smacking  his  lips.  ''Excellent 
indeed.    That's  jest  precisely  like  my  'ounds. 

*'  Dash  my  vig,  if  I  could  but  get  a  clever  feller  like  Leech  to  draw 
me  a  panorama  o'  the  chase,  with  idl  my  beauties  goin'  like  beans — 'eads 
up  and  sterns  down,  and  a  lot  o'  trumps  ridin'  as  they  should  do — near 
enough  to  'ear  their  sweet  music,  but  not  too  near  to  prevent  their 
■wingin'  and  spreadin'  like  a  rocket  to  make  their  own  cast,  I'd — I'd 
—I'd — ^bowl  Halbert  Smith  and  his  wite  mountain  and  his  black  box 
right  down  Sin  Jimses  street  into  the  Thames,  and  set  hup  i'  th& 
'GKptian  'All  myself."  (Great  laughter  and  applause.)  When  it  subsided^ 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  returning  to  his  volume,  said, 

"  Peter  now  does  a  Httle  potry,  and  we'll  do  ditto.    Here  it  is  : — 

.« f  pm.  Q*er  ^0  rocky  'ills  we  range. 


And  dangerous  our  course ;  but  in  the  brave 
True  courage  never  fails.    In  wain  the  stream 
In  foamin'  eddies  whirls,  in  wain  the  ditch 
Wide  gapin'  threatens  death.    The  craggy  steep. 
Where  the  poor  dizzy  shepherd  crawls  with  care. 
And  clings  to  every  twig,  gives  us  no  pain ; 
But  down  we  sweep,  as  stoops  the  fidcon  bold 
To  pounce  his  prey.    Then  hup  the  opponent  'ill 
By  the  swift  motion  slung,  we  mount  aloft ; 
So  ships  i'  winter  seas  now  slidin'  sink 
Adown  the  steepy  wave,  then  tossed  on  'igh 
Ride  on  the  billows  and  defy  the  storm.' 

"That's  capital,  too,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  conning  the  matter 
over,  "  werry  superior  readin',  indeed,  but  some  'ow  or  other,  I  thinks  I 
likes  old  Peter  better ;  it  comes  more  nattural  like.  'Ere,  for  instance, 
is  a  bit  o'  fine  sportin'  scenery,  that  makes  one  feel  all  over,  'unting 
like." 

Mr.  Jorrocks  then  read  as  follows  :— 

"  *  It  was  then  the  fox  I  saw,  as  we  came  down  the  'ill ; — those  crows 
directed  me  which  way  to  look,  and  the  ship  ran  from  'im  as  he  passed 
along.  The  'ounds  are  now  on  the  werry  spot,  yet  the  ship  stop  them 
not,  for  they  dash  beyond  them.  Now  see  with  wot  heagemess  they 
cross  the  plain! — Galloper  no  longer  keeps  his  place;  Brtuher  takes 
it— see  'ow  he  flings  for  the  scent,  and  'ow  impetuously  he  runs  !  'Ow 
heagerly  he  took  the  lead,  and  'ow  he  strives  to  keep  it.  Yet  Wictor 
comes  hup  apace.  He  reaches  'im!  See  wot  an  excellent  race  it  is 
between  them  !  It  is  doubtful  which  will  reach  the  cover  first.  'Ow 
equally  they  run !  'Ow  heagerly  they  strain  !  Now  Wictor — Wictor ! — 
All  Brusher  you  are  beaten ;  Wictor  first  tops  the  'edge.  See  there ! 
See  'ow  they  all  take  in  their  strokes !  The  'edge  cracks  with  their 
weight,  so  many  jamp  at  once.' 
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''  Capital,  indeed,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocka ;  "  moat  excellent,  I  may 
«ay.  All  sheer  'anting — no  nasty  jealous  stipple  chase  ridin',  'lurryin* 
'ounds  a  mile  beyond  the  scent.  No  '  go  alongs  /  there  are  three  couple 
of  'ounds  on  the  scent,'  but  real  '  Fox  et  preteria  nihil,'  as  Hego  would 
■ay.  Blow  me  tight,  if  such  readin'  doesn't  parfectlie  bust  me,"  added  he 
again,  retiring  to  the  brandy,  amidst  the  loud  and  long-continued  applause 
of  the  company. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

THE   LECTOR  RESUMED. 

"  Well  now,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  returning,  rubbing  his  lips  pre- 
paratory to  resuming  his  reading,  *'  Peter  does  a  bit  o'  cunnin',  and  I'll 
elucidate  it.  The  fox  you  know's  i'  cover — Bash  worth  or  'Igh  Wood  Grove, 
let  ua  say,  and  the  thing  is  to  take  care  that  he  doesn't  slip  away  unseen — 
upon  this  Peter  says,  *  Now  'astes  the  wipper-in  to  the  other  side  o'  the 
corer;  he  is  right  unless  he  'ead  the  fox.'  That's  capital,"  observed 
Mr.  Jorrocks, — *'  he's  right  unless  he's  wrong ;  right  one  day  p'raps,  and 
wrong  another,  for  he  can't  control  the  fox  who  may  fancy  to  break  at 
one  pint  one  day  and  another  the  next.  Howsomever,*'  mused  our 
master,  "  that  shows  the  ad  wantage  o'  havin'  some  one  to  blow  hup  when 
things  go  wrong,  and  Cook — I  think  it  is  who  tells  of  an  M.F.H.,  who 
kept  a  wip  on  purpose  to  be  blown  hup,  and  who  he  used  to  make  ride 
along  side  any  *  go-along^ — there  are  three  couple  of  'ounds  on  the  scent 
cove,  while  the  M.F.H.  lectord  the  man  as  if  he  had  committed  the  *  fore- 
paw,'  adding  at  the  end,  with  a  frown  and  a  shake  of  his  vip,  (bad 
word),  '  ye,  sir,  I  may  (bad  word)  you^  at  all  ewents  1 '  (Laughter  and 
applause). 

"But  come,  let's  see  wot  our  hauthor  makes  on  'im  in  cover," 
resumed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  returning  to  his  Beckford — "  Peter's  at  the  potiy 
Again,  I  declare,"  said  he,  clearing  his  throat  for  the  following  : — 

** '  'EaveDB  !  wot  melodious  strains  !  'ow  beat  our  'earts 
Big  with  tumultuous  joy  !  the  loaded  gales 
Breathe  'armony ;  and  as  the  tempest  drives 
From  wood  to  wood,  thro*  ov'ry  dark  recess 
The  forest  thunders,  and  the  mountains  shake.' 

"  Werry  fine  1 "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  turning  up  his  eyes  to  the 
sporting  looping  of  his  canopy,  "  werry  fine  indeed !  *  The  forest 
thunders,  and  the  mountains  shake.'  That's  jest  wot  my  beauties  make 
them  do.  Dash  my  vig,  but  they  kick  hup  a  pretty  dust  when  they  once 
begin.  But  let  us  follow  Peter  into  cover,  for  if  his  country  was  anything 
like  wot  it  is  now,  he'd  be  pretty  much  at  'ome  in  one  I  reckon."  Mr. 
Jorrocks  then  read  as  follows  : — "  •  Listen  I  the  'ounds  have  turned. 
They  are  now  i'  two  parts :  the  fox  has  been  'eaded  back.'  The  wip's 
l)een  wrong,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  a  shake  of  his  head,  '*or/' 
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oontmumg^  bis  reading,  '* '  we  bave  chaDged  at  kst.'  Changed  at  last,'* 
repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  sorrowfully,  "  bad  luck  to  those  changes,'^ 
obsenred  he,  they  are  the  werry  deuce  and  all  in  'anting.  Arter  one's 
ridden  oneself  red  'ot,  and  nearly  galloped  one's  oss's  tail  off,  and  think 
it's  foD  time  to  be  'andHn'  the  warmint,  to  'ave  a  gen'lman  goin'  away  as 
firesh  as  a  four-year-old.  Dash  my  buttons,  but  I  remembers  a  desp'rate 
cunnin'  Charley,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  that  used  to  go  away  from- 
Ticklefield-gos,  in  Crampshire,  and,  arter  runnin'  a  wide  ring,  would 
return  and  pashin'  hup  another  fox,  would  lie  quiet  hisself.  As  it 
happened,  'owever,  hissuostitute  was  a  mangey  one,  and  despVate  disgusted 
we  used  to  be  at  find  in'  we  were  ridin'  arter  a  thing  like  a  rat  'stead  of  a 
beautiful  clean-furred  Reynard. 

"  But  Peter,"  says  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  'opes  to  'old  on  with  the  'unted 
fox,  and  this  is  wot  he  says  to  his  Ben" — Mr.  Jorrocks  reading — **  *  Now, 
my  lad,  mind  the  'untsman's  alloo,  and  stop  to  those  'ounds  which  he 
encourages,' — ^which  doesn't  mean  that  the  vip's  to  make  a  haffidavit 
that  that's  the  'untsman's  alloo,"  continued  he,  looking  knowii^ly  at 
Ben,  for  a  reason  which  will  appear  ia  Mr.  Jorrocks's  Journal,  "  but 
that  he's  to  stop  all  such  'ounds  as  are  not  runnin'  the  way  the  'untsman's 
dUooin';  he's  to  maintaia  to  the  'untsman's  olloo  in  short,  and  stop 
aich  'ounds  as  diwide  from  it,"  explained  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

**  Well,  let's  'ave  that  sentence  over  again,"  said  he,  referring  to  his 
volume. 

"  *  Now,  my  lad,  mind  the  'untsman's  halloo,  and  stop  to  those  'ounds 
which  he  encourages.'  He  is  right !  that  doubtless  is  the  'unted  fox ; 
— that  doubtless  is  the  'unted  fox,"  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  thoughtfully, 
— "ay,"  added  he,  "they're  all  the  'unted  foxes  that  anybody  sees. 
Howsomever,  we'll  take  Peter's  word  for  it,  and  at  'im  again*  Well 
BOW,"  continued  the  worthy  lecturer,  conning  the  page,  "  'ere's  a  reg'lar 
yard  and  a  'alf  o'  potry,  describin',  wot  Pomponious  would  call  the 
'second  bust  amost  as  terrible  as  tlie  fust' — the  difference  atwixt  Peter 
and  Pompey,  ye  see,  bein' "  added  Mr.  Jorrocks,  looking  off  the  book, 
"that  Peter  is  all  for  the  pack,  and  Pompey  for  the  performers,  or 
•  customers,'  as  they  call  the  crack  riders  i'  the  cut-me-downs.  How- 
somever," continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  reverting  to  the  poetry,  **  it's  a  prime 
sample  of  ^  sportin'  scurry,  and  if  I  shalln't  be  fatiguein'  on  ye,  I'll 
spout  it."     (Cries  of  "  No,  no,  go  on  ;  go  on,"  and  applause.) 

Our  great  master  then  read  as  follows  : — 

"  Wot  lengthg  we  pass  !  were  will  the  wanderin'  chace 
Lead  us  bewildered  1  smooth  as  swallows  skim. 
The  new  shorn  mead,  and  far  more  swift  we  fly. 
See  my  brave  pack ;  'ow  to  the  'ead  they  press, 
Jostlin'  i*  close  amy,  then  more  diffuse 
Obliquely  weel,  wile  from  their  hopenin'  months 
The  wolUed  thimder  breaks — 

Look  bock  and  view 

The  strange  confusion  of  the  wale  below^ 

"Where  sore  wexation  reigns ; 

Old  age  laments 

His  wigour  spent ;  the  tall,  plump,  brawny  youth 
Cusses  his  cumbrous  bulk,  wad  envies  now 
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The  short  pygmean  race,  he  whilom  kenn'd 
With  proud  ioBultin'  leer.    A  chosen  few 
Alone  the  sport  enjoy,  nor  droop  beneath 
Their  pleasm*  toils/' 

Great  applause  followed  the  reading  of  the  above.  Vfhen  it  subsided, 
our  master,  taking  the  "  Chase  and  Eoad  "  volume  from  the  table  at  the 
back  of  the  platform,  said  'Met  us  jest  take  a  peep  at  frind  Pomponious 
under  similar  circumstances.  *  The  squire's  'ounds  are  runnin'  with 
a  brest-'igh  scent  over  the  cream  of  the  cut-me-down  eoantry,  and  most 
■rasically  do  the  light  notes  o*  Wocal  and  Wenus  fall  on  the  ear  of  those 
who  may  be  within  reach  to  catch  'em.  But  who  is  so  fortinate  i'  this 
■econd  bust  '  nearly  as  terrible  as  the  fust  P '  asks  Hego.  *  Our  fancy 
supplies  us  again,'  says  he, '  and  we  think  we  could  name  'em  all.  If  we 
look  to  the  left,  nearly  abreast  o'  the  pack,  we  see  six  men  goin'  gallantly, 
and  quite  as  straight  as  the  'ounds  themselves  are  goin' ;  and  on  the  right 
are  four  more,  ridin'  equally  well,  though  the  former  *ave  rayther  the  best 
of  it,  owin'  to  'avin'  'ad  the  inside  o'  the  'ounds,  at  the  last  two  turns, 
whidi  must  be  placed  to  the  chapter  of  haccidents.  A  short  way  i'  the 
rear,  by  no  bubs  loo  much,  so  to  enjoy  this  brilliant  run,  'are  the  rest  o* 
tbe  /lite  o*  tifet  §eMy  who  had  come  hup  at  the  fust  check ;  and  a  few  who, 
flbnks  to  the  goodness  o'  their  steeds,  and  their  determination  to  be  with 
tte  *ounds,  appear  as  if  dropped  fron  the  clouds.  Some,  'owever,  begin 
to  sikm  symptoms  o'  distress.  Two  osses  are  seen  loose  in  the  distance 
— •  repast  is  iyin'  1)out  that  one  o'  the  field  is  badly  'urt,  and  somethin' 
is  'cairi  sC  a  edlar-bone  bein'  broken,  others  say  it  is  a  leg ;  but  the  pace 
is  too  ffotd  to  inquire.  A  oackin'  o'  rails  is  now  'card,  and  one  gen'l'man's 
€Mi  is  t«»  be  seen  resting  nearly  balanced,  'cross  one  on  'em,  his  rider 
bein'  on  Ms  bade  f  the  ditch,  which  is  on  the  landin'-side.  *  Who  is 
lie  ? '  says  Lord  Brudenel  to  Jack  Stevens.  *  Can't  tell,  my  lord  ;  but  I 
thought  it  was  a  queerish  place  when  I  came  o*er  it  afore  'im.'  It  is 
cridently  a  place  o'  peril,  but  the  case  is  too  good  to  'ford  *elp.' 

"  So,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  closing  the  volume  with  a  dap,  and 
chucking  it  to  Pigg  in  the  background,  "  they  cut  'im  down,  but  donH 
'ang  'im  up  to  dry."     (Laughter  and  applause.) 

"  'Old  ' Ard  ! "  now  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks  at  the  top  of  his  voice, 
advancing  to  the  front  of  the  platform,  causing  silence  throughout  the 
room.  ** 'Old 'Ard!"  repeated  he,  holding  up  his  hand;  "  appallin' 
sound!"  added  he  mournfully,  "fearful  to  the  forrard,  and  dispiritin' 
to  all.  Now's  the  time  that  the  M.F.H.,  if  he  has  any  mischief  in  him 
and  'appens  to  be  hup,  will  assuredly  let  drive  at  some  one. 

"  *  'Old  'Ard,'  explained  the  worthy  lecturer,  "  means  that  gen'l'men 
are  to  stop  their  'osses,  a  thing  easier  said  than  done,  sometimes.  Then 
if  any  troublesome  stranger,  or  unpunctual  payer,  appears  to  be  forrard, 
be  is  sure  to  catch  it. 

"'Thank  you,  Mr.  Red  Veskit!'  or,  'I'm  much  obleged  to  that 
geni'man  with  the  big  calves  for  over-ridin'  my  'ounds ! — werry  much 
*bl^ed  to  him  I — most  '/ic^larly   'bilged  to   him  I — most  confoundedly 

'bl^ed  to  him  ! — G — d  d d  'bilged  to  him  ! — Wuh  the  devil  hcid 

him,  big  calves  and  all  1 ' 

"  Meanwhile  the  'untsman  makes  his  cast,  that's  to  say,  trots  his  'ounds 
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in  a  circle  round  where  they  ttireir  up :  '  threv  up'  doesn't  mean 
womitin'  mind,  but  sUndin'  ttsrin'  with  tbeir  'eadsup,  iaatead  of  keepin' 
them  down,  tryin'  for  the  aceot.  As  thiB  is  a  critical  moment,  young 
gen'I'men  should  refrain  from  inwitin'  the  'untsmen  or  whips  to  follow 


them  over  gates  or  dangerous  leaps.  All  should  be  'teutive.  A  cast  is 
a  thing  to  criticise,  on  the  principle  of  the  looker-on  seein'  the  most  of  the 
game.  If  there  are  no  big  fences  in  the  way,  and  the  'untsman  knows 
how  far  the  'ounds  ran  with  a  sceut,  he  will  probably  hit  it  off  pretty  soon. 
That  will  be  science. 

"  If  the  leaps  are  large,  he  may  not  be  so  lucky,  and  then  Mr.  Bed 
Veskit,  or  the  gen'l'man  with  the  big  calves,  will  ealch  it  again. 

"  Should  any  one  'int  that  they  ha¥e  seen  a  better  cast,  little  buoys  will 

go  home  and  tell  their  ma's  they  don't  think  much  of  Jack  Jones,  and  Jack's 

character  will  begin  to  go.     A  fish-fag's  ware  isn't  more  perishable  than 

~  'mtsman's  fame;  his  skill  is  within  the  judgment  of  every  one — 

Mt  feller  alive!' — 'Biggest  fool  goin'  I' 
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**  Bat  to  tbe  run  1  The  Chasi  I  sing !  A  ran  is  either  a  btuter — 
elbows  and  legs  throughout— or  it  is  sharp  at  first,  and  slow  arterwards  ; 
or  it  is  slow  at  first  and  sharp  arterwards.     The  first  is  wot  most  fre- 

2nently  finishes  the  fox ;  and  when  every  'ound  owns  the  scent,  unless 
^Id  Bejmard  does  the  hartful  dodge,  by  lyin'  down  in  an  'edge-row,  or 
skulkin'  among  cattle  or  ship,  in  all  humane  probability  his  life  am't 
worth  twenty  minutes  purchase  from  the  find. 

*'The  second  class  run — sharp  at  first,  and  slow  arterwards — is  the 
most  farourable  to  the  fox ;  for  the  longer  it  lasts,  the  slower  the  'ounds 
go,  until  they  get  to  wot  the  old  Agony  coachmen  used  to  call  Parliament- 
pace — ^that  is  to  say  some  six  miles  an  'our,  when  they  are  either  run 
out  o'  scent,  or  a  big  'are  jumps  up  afore  them,  and  leads  them  astray. 
It's  then,  *  fTare  are  Wenus  !  Wictory^fot  shame  / '  and  off  'ome. 

"  The  third  dass — slow  at  first,  and  sharp  arterwards — is  hawkward 
for  the  fox,  but  good  for  beginners,  for  they  get  warm  in  the  progress, 
instead  of  being  choked  at  the  start.  The  thing  improves,  jest  like  a 
hice-cream  i'  the  eatin'. 

"  No  two  men  'gree  upon  the  merits  of  a  run,  'less  they  'appen  to 
be  the  only  ones  to  see  it,  when  they  arrange  that  wot  one  says  t'other 
•hall  swear  to ;  your  real  jealous  buoys  can't  bear  to  see  many  at  the 
finish.  In  relatin'  a  run  to  an  absent  friend,  it  is  always  allowable  to  lay 
on  fifty  per  cent,  for  presence. 

"  Talking  of  a  run,  ingenuous  youth  should  speak  in  praise  of  the  'ead 
the  'ounds  carried.  This  doesn't  mean  that  they  ran  with  an  'ead  of  no 
•ort  in  their  mouths,  but  that  they  packed  well  together,  and  each  strived 
to  be  first.  It  is  this  wot  distinguishes  a  real  pack  of  fox-'ounds  from  your 
Cieiidier-fed  muggars,  and  constitutes  the  charm  o'  the  chase.  If  the  death 
of  a  fox  be  all  that's  desired,  a  gun  will  do  the  business  much  cleaner 
and  better  than  Muggins  and  Co.'s  towlers. 

"What  looks  so  contemptible  as  a  stringin'  lot  o'  towlin'  beggars 
loilin'  in  long  line  over  the  'eavy  fallows,  and  the  fox  gettin'  knocked  on 
the  'ead  because  the  dogs  are  too  tired  to  kill  him  themselves  P  Out  upon 
aich  outrages  I  say  I.     But  to  the  legitimate  run. 

"  Not  bein'  in  at  the  death  is  reckoned  slow,  and  numerous  are  the 
excuses  of  defaulters — losin'  a  shoe  is  one  of  the  commonest ;  assistin'  a 
friend  in  trouble,  another;  oss  fallin'  lame,  a  third;  thrown  out  in 
tumin'  'ounds,  a  fourth ;  anything  but  the  real  one — want  o'  nerve. 
Nerve  means  pluck :  in  Alderman  Harley's  time,  they  called  it  courage. 
Still  it's  quite  lawful  for  men  to  'unt,  even  though  they  won't  ride  over 
the  moon.  'Deed  you  might  as  well  say  that  a  man  has  no  business 
at  Hepsom  who  can't  ride  a  race  as  that  a  man  has  no  business  at 
an  'unt  that  won't  undertake  to  be  in  at  the  death.  Let  every  man  do 
his  best,  and  grind  away  as  long  as  he  can  ;  at  all  ewents,  until  either  he 
or  his  'oss  tire,  or  he  gets  thrown  out,  in  which  latter  calamity  let  'im 
remember  the  mustard  pot,  and  not  go  ridin'  straight  an  end,  as  if  it 
were  unpossible  for  the  'ounds  to  turn  to  the  right  or  to  the  lefl.  Let 
him  pull  hup  a  bit  on  a  risin'  ground,  and  as  he  sits  moppin'  his 
nob,  let  'im  examine  the  landscape,  and  see  wot  cattle  are  starin'  or 
scampering  about,  and  rely  upon  it,  the  'ounds  are  not  far  off.  If 
ingenuous  youth,  after  ridin'  the  line,  sees  'osses  bein'  led  about  a  green 
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field,  and  red  cotts  gtandin*  in  a  ring,  he  may  oondude  bold  Eeynard  is 
caperi'd,  and,  bj  quickenin*  his  pace,  may  steal  quietly  in.  afore 
the  worry. 

**  But  we'U  let  old  Peter  kill  his  fox,  for  dash  my  vig,  there's  nobody 
ean  do  it  like  him.  Let's  see,  where  was  I?"  continued  Jorroeks,  resuming 
that  volume — "Ah,  I  have  it,  the  fox  has  been  'eaded  or  tb^  have  changed 
at  last. — *  Now  for  a  moment's  patience  1  *  cries  Peter, — *  We  press  too 
dose  upon  the  'onnds !  'Untsman,  stand  still  1  as  they  want  you  not.  'Ow 
admirably  they  spread  I  'Ow  wide  they  east  1  Is  there  a  single  'ound  that 
does  not  try  ?  if  there  be,  ne'er  shall  he  'unt  again.  There  Ihteffum  is  on 
the  scent — he  feathers,  yet  still  is  doubtful — 'tis  right !  'ow  readily  they 
join  'im  1  See  those  wide-casting  'ounds,  'ow  they  fly  forrard  to  recover 
the  ground  they  'ave  lost  1  Mind  Lightnin\  'ow  she  dashes ;  and  Mungo 
'ow  he  works!  Old  Frantic,  too,  now  pushes  forrard;  she  knows  as 
well  as  wci  the  fox  is  sinkin' : — 


-'  Ah  !  he  flies,  nor  yields 


To  black  despair.    Bat  one  loose  more  aad  all 
His  wiles  are  wain.    'Ark  1  thro'  yon  willage  now 
The  rattlin'  clamour  rings.     The  bams,  the  cots, 
And  leafless  elms  return  the  joyous  sounds. 
Thro*  ev'ry  'ome-stall,  and  thro'  ev'ry  yard, 
His  midnight  walks,  pantin*,  forlorn,  he  flies.' 

"And,  dash  my  vig,  he  makes  me  pant  too,"  continued  Mr.  Jorroeks, 
holding  his  obese  sides.  "  However,  judicious  Peter  gives  one  a  little 
breathin'  time  here,  in  these  conwenient  words : — 

"  *  'Untsman !  at  fault  at  last  ?  'Ow  far  did  you  bring  the  scent  ? 
'Ave  the  'ounds  made  their  cast  ?  Now  make  yours — ^you  see  that  ship^ 
dog  as  coursed  the  fox ;  get  forrard  with  your  V)unds,  and  make  a  wide 
cast,'  during  which  time,"  continued  the  worthy  lecturer,  **  we  are  all 
'sposed  to  be  sittin'  quietly  givin'  our  quads  the  wind,  and  all  'oldin'  our 
tongues  —  a  most  desirable  thing,"  observed  Mr.  Jorroeks,  looking 
knowingly  round  the  room. 

**  Peter,  who  'as  his  ears  well  cocked  with  an  'and  behind  the  right  one," 
continued  the  worthy  lecturer,  "  gives  tongue  with, — 

"  *  'Ark  !  that  halloo  is  indeed  a  lucky  one.  If  we  can  'old  'im  on,  we 
may  yet  recover  'im ;  for  a  fox,  so  much  distressed,  must  stop  at  last. 
We  shall  now  see  if  they  will  'unt  as  well  as  run ;  for  there  is  but  little 
scent,  and  the  himpendin'  cloud  still  makes  that  little  less.  'Ow  they 
enjoy  the  scent  1  see  'ow  busy  they  all  are,  and  'ow  each  in  his  turn 
prewails ! ' 

"  Capital  writin'  I  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorroeks ;  **  feels  for  all  the  world 
as  if  I  was  there.     Now  for  a  bunch  of  'ints  for  an  'untsman ! 

"  *  'Untsman !  be  quiet !  Whilst  the  scent  was  good,  you  pressed  on 
your  'ounds ;  it  was  well  done ;  when  you  came  to  a  check,  you  stood 
still  and  interrupted  them  not :  they  were  arterwards  at  fault ;  you  made 
your  cast  with  judgment  and  lost  no  time — you  now  must  let  *em  'unt ; 
— with  such  a  cold  scent  as  this  you  can  do  no  good ;  they  must  do  it 
all  themselves ;  lift  'em  now,  and  not  an  'ound  w&  stoop  again.  Ha !  a 
'igh  road  at  sich  a  time  as  this,  when  the  tenderest  nosed  'ound  can 
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'ardly  own  tbe  scent;  'ave  a  little  patience,  and  let  'em,  for  once, 
try  back.' 

"Oh,  that  weary  scent!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  that  weary  incompre- 
hensible, incontrollable  phenomenon  I  '  Constant  only  in  its  inconstancy  1 ' 
as  the  hable  hauthor  of  the  noble  science  well  said.  Believe  me,  my 
beloved  'carers,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  '*  there's  nothin'  so  queer  as 
scent,  'oept  a  woman  1    (Hisses,  mingled  with  laughter  and  applause.) 

"  'Ark  to  Beckford  1 "  exdaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  resuming  his  reading 
as  the  noise  subsided.  '  We  now  must  give  *em  time : — see  where  they 
bend  towards  yonder  furze  brake.  I  wish  he  may  'are  stoj^ed  there  I 
Mind  that  old  'ound,  'ow  he  dashes  o'er  the  furze ;  I  think  he  winds  'im. 
Now  for  a  fresh  en  tapis  I    *Ark  !  they  'alloc  !     Aye,  there  he  goes.' 

"  Pop  goes  the  weasel  again  1  "  exclaimed  Mr.  J(»TOcks,  straddling  and 
working  his  arms,  as  if  he  were  riding.     He  then  resumed  his  reading. 

**  *  It  is  nearly  over  with  'im ;  had  tbe  'ounds  caught  view,  he  must  ha' 
died.  He  will  'ardly  reach  the  cover ;  see  *ow  they  gain  upon  *im  at 
every  stroke  1     It  is  an  admirable  race  !  yet  the  cover  saves  'im. 

••  *  Now  be  quiet,  and  he  cannot  'scape  us ;  we  'ave  the  wind  o'  the 
'ounds,  and  cannot  be  better  placed  :  'ow  short  he  runs !  he  is  now  in  the 
werry  strongest  part  o*  the  cover.  Wot  a  crash  !  every  'ound  is  in,  and 
every  'ound  is  runnin'  'im.  That  was  a  quick  turn !  Again,  another ! 
he's  put  to  his  last  shifts.  Now  Mischief  is  at  Iiis  'eels,  and  death  is  not 
far  off.  Ha !  they  all  stop  at  once  ;  all  silent,  and  yet  no  hearth  is  hopen. 
Listen  I  now  they  are  at  him  agin  1  Did  you  'ear  that  'ound  catch  'im ! 
they  overran  the  scent,  and  the  fox  had  laid  down  be'ind  'em.  Now 
Reynard  look  to  yourself  I  'Ow  quick,  they  all  give  their  tongues !  Little 
Dreadnought,  'ow  he  works  'im  1  the  terriers,  too,  they  are  now  squeakin' 
at  'im  1  'Ow  close  Wengeance  pursues !  'ow  terribly  she  presses !  it  is 
jest  up  with  'im !  Gods  1  wot  a  crash  they  make ;  the  'ole  wood 
resoumls  !  That  turn  was  werry  short !  There  !  now  1  aye,  now  they 
*ave  'im  1     Who-hoop  1  *  " 

Here  Mr.  Jorrocks  put  his  finger  in  his  ear,  and  gave  a  **  Who-hoop  1 " 
that  shook  the  very  rafters  of  the  room,  which  being  responded  to  by  the 
party,  a  noise  was  created  that  is  more  easily  imagined  than  described. 

Three  cheers  for  Mr.  Jorrocks  were  then  called  for,  and  given  with 
such  vehemence  as  to  amount  to  nine  times  nine,  and  one  cheer  more, 
during  which  the  worthy  master  kept  bowing  and  scraping  on  the 
platform,  until  he  got  a  crick  in  his  neck  from  the  exercise. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

HB.  JOREOCKS'S  J0UB:KAL. 

A  FEW  more  extracts  from  our  distinguished  friend's  journal  will 
perhaps  best  put  our  readers  in  possession  of  the  nature  of  the  sport  with 
his  hounds,  and  doings  generally,  though  being  written  on  loose  sheets 
of  paper,  and  sometimes  not  rery  legible,  we  have  had  some  little  diffi- 
culty in  deciphering  it.  Indeed,  what  appear  to  have  been  the  best  runs 
— especially  those  with  a  kill — are  invariably  the  worst  written,  owhig 
perhaps  to  our  friend  indulging  in  a  third  pint  of  port  on  what  he  calls 
"  qualified  days." 

On  one  occasion  he  seems  to  have  been  writing  his  journal  and  a  letter, 
to  his  traveller,  Mr.  Bugginson,  together,  and  to  have  put  into  the 
journal  what  was  meant  for  the  traveller,  and  most  likely  sent  to  the 
traveller  what  was  meant  for  the  journal.  However,  our  readers  shall 
have  it  as  we  find  it,  and  we  will  endeavour  to  supply  any  little  defi- 
ciencies from  such  other  sources  as  are  open  to  us. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  would  seem  to  have  had  another  bye-day  with  Ben 
while  Pigg's  clothes  were  making,  when  Ben  did  not  cut  any  better 
figure  than  he  did  on  the  boiled  lobster  one.  Having  got  the  hounds 
into  cover,  as  soon  as  ever  I^lr.  Jorrocks  began  to  yoicks  and  cheer,  and 
crack  his  whip,  exhorting  the  hounds  to  '^roui  'im  out  I  "  and  ^^ posh  'tm 
hup  I  "  Ben  stood  erect  in  his  stirrups,  and  made  the  following  procla- 
mation, to  the  great  amusement  of  the  field : — 

"  /  maintain  ihai*9  the  old  un's  holloo  !  "  '*  /  maintain  thaCn  the  old 
un^8  Ju)lloo  !  "  repeated  he.  "  /  maintain  that' 9  the  old  un's  holloo  I  "  he 
added  for  the  third  time,  as  he  re-seated  himself  in  his  saddle,  and 
scuttled  away  to  astonish  another  group  of  sportsmen  with  a  similar 
declaration. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  adds  to  his  confused  note  of  the  transaction  : — "  Incorri- 
gible houy  !  Good  mind  to  stuff  him  full  0'  Melton  dinner  pills,  and  see 
if  they  wUl  give  him  any  knowledge  0'  the  chase." 

He  also  seems  to  have  had  several  "  bye  "  and  other  days  at  "  Pinch- 
me-near"  forest,  when  a  light-coloured  fox  beat  him  so  often  as  to 
acquire  the  name  of  the  "  old  customer."  We  see  on  chronicling  his 
losings  generally,  he  adds  the  words — ''  the  musciful  man  is  musciful  to 
his  fox  " — ^just  as  if  he  could  have  killed  him  if  he  chose.  That,  of 
course,  our  readers  will  believe  as  much  of  as  they  like.  We  shouldn't 
like  to  be  a  fox  with  old  J.  at  our  brush. 

Some  of  his  runs  appear  to  have  been  severe,  at  least  if  we  may  judge 
by  the  entries  of  money  paid  for  "  catchin*  my  oss  " — "  stoppin'  my 
OSS  " — and  "  helpin'  me  on  to  my  oss  " — which  our  worthy  friend  enters 
with  the  most  scrupulous  accuracy. 

The  following  is  our  master"s  minute  of  his  opening  day : — 

"  JFednesday, — Bound  of  beef  and  carrots — momentous  crisis — first 
public  day  as  an  M.  P.  H.«*moming  fine,  rather  frosty — there  betimes — 
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landlord  polite — many  foot-folks — large  field  —  Borneo  Simpldns  on 
Sontag — Captain  Slack  on  Bull  Dog — Miss  Wells  on  Fair  Eosamond — 
great  many  captains — found  soon — ringin*  beggar — ^ran  three  rounds,  and 
accounted  for  him  by  losin'  him — ^found  again — a  ditto  with  a  ditto 
finish — good  for  the  foot-folks — home  at  four — musciful  man  is  musciful 
to  the  foxes.     Paid  for  catching  my  'oss,  6d. 

*' Found  two  petitions.  One  from  Joshua  Peppercorn  prayin'  his 
honour  the  M.  F.  H.  to  subscribe  to  reinstate  him  in  a  cart  'oss,  his  own 
havin'  come  to  an  untimely  end  of  old  age.  Says  the  M.  F.  H.'s  always 
subscribe.    Beplied  as  follows  :-^ 

" '  M.  F.  H.  John  Jorrocks  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr.  Joshua 
Peppercorn,  and  is  sorry  to  hear  of  the  death  of  his  prad,  but  the  M.  F.  H. 
*a8  enough  to  do  to  mount  himself  and  his  men  without  subscribin'  to 
find  other  folks  i'  quads. 

"'DiAHA  Lodge.' 

"  Margaret  Lucas  had  her  patent  mangle  seized  for  rent  and  arrears  of 
rent,  and  'opes  the  master  of  the  fox-dogs  will  do  somethin'  towards 
redeeming  it.     Wrote  as  follows : — 

**  *  M.  F.  H.  John  Jorrocks  presents  his  compliments  to  Mrs.  Margaret 
Lucas,  and  is  sorry  to  'ear  of  the  sitivation  of  her  patent  mangle,  but  the  * 
M.  F.  H.  baring  laid  it  down  as  a  rule  never  to  subscribe  to  redeem 
patent  mangles,  can't  depart  from  it  in  her  case.' 

"  People  seem  to  think  M.  F.  H.'s  have  nothin'  to  do  but  give  away  tin. 
You  know  one  a'n't  quite  sure  her  mother  mayn't  have  8old  her  mangle  ! 
Besides,  if  I  mistake  not,  this  is  one  o'  the  saucy  jades  wot  laughed  at 
me  when  I  came  'ome  with  a  dirty  back. 

•*  Mountain  Daistf, — Saturday,  and  few  farmers  out. — ^Not  many  pinks, 
bat  three  soger  officers,  two  of  them  mounted  by  Duncan  Nevin — a 
guinea  and  a  'alf  a  day  each,  and  'alf  a  guinea  for  a  hack. — Drew 
Slaughterford,  and  np  to  the  Cloud  Quarries. — Priestess  seemed  to  think 
she  had  a  touch  of  a  fox  in  the  latter,  but  could  make  nothin'  on't. — 
Trotted  down  to  Snodbury  Gorse — wants  enclosin' — cattle  get  in.  No 
sooner  in,  than  out  came  a  pig,  then  came  a  fox,  then  another  pig — then 
.  another  fox. — Got  away  with  last  fox,  and  ran  smartly  down  to  Coombe, 
where  we  was  headed  by  a  hedger,  and  we  never  crossed  his  line  again. — 
Found  a  second  fox  in  Scotland  Wood — a  three-legger — soon  disposed 
of  him. — Found  a  third  in  Dulverton  Bog,  who  ran  us  out  of  light  and 
scent ;  stopped  the  'ounds  near  Appledove. — ^Pigg  says  Charley  Stebbs 
*  coup'd  his  creels '  over  an  'edge. — Scotch  for  throwin'  a  somersault,  I 
understands. — Paid  for  catcliin'  my  oss,  6i." 

We  also  glean  from  the  journal  that  Mr.  Jorrocks  allowed{Pigg  to  cap 
when  they  killed ;  but  Pigg,  not  finding  that  process  so  productive  as  he 
wished,  hit  upon  the  following  novel  expedient  for  raising  the  wind  : — 
Seeing  that  a  great  many  young  gentlemen  appeared  at  the  meet  who  never 
attempted  to  get  to  the  finish,  Pigg  constituted  himself  a  sort  of  Insurance 
Company,  and  issued  tickets  against  hunting  acddents-'-HBimilar  to  what 
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railway  companies  issue  against  railway  ones.  By  these  he  undertook  for 
a  shilling  a  day,  or  five  shillings  the  season,  to  insure  gentlemen  against 
all  the  perils  and  dangers  of  the  chase — broken  necks,  broken  backs, 
broken  limbs,  broken  heads,  and  even  their  horses  against  broken  knees. 

Indeed,  he  went  further  than  this,  and  we  have  been  toM  by  pwrties 
who  were  present  and  heard  him,  that  he  would  send  Ben  among  the 
outsiders  at  the  meets,  singing  out,  "  Take  your  tickets,  gents !  please 
take  your  tickets  I  goin'  into  a  hawful  country — desperate  bull  finohers ! 
yawnin'  ditches  1  rails  that'll  nouther  brick  nor  bend !  Old  'un  got  his 
monkey  full  o'  brandy  !  "  by  which  means,  and  oecasionally  by  dint  of 
swearing  he'd  *'  ride  over  some  of  them  if  he  caught  them  down,"  Pigg 
managed  to  extract  a  good  deal  of  money. 

Mr.  Jorrocks,  we  may  observe,  seems  to  have  been  in  the  habit  of 
filing  his  sherry  flask  with  brandy  when  going  into  a  stiff  country — a 
thing  of  very  frequent  occurrence  with  our  friend. 

The  following  is  the  mixed  entry  between  the  traveUer  and  the  tres- 
passer, if  we  may  so  call  the  fox — which  we  present  as  a  true  copy — 
"errors  excepted,"  as  they  say  in  the  city : — 

"  When  you  go  to  'Alifax,  you'll  most  likely  see  Martin  Proud- 
foote,  of  Sharpset-hill.  This  cove's  Oather  bit  me  uncommon  'ard, 
a'most  the  first  journey  I  ever  took,  when  a  great  stupid  flock  o'  sheep 
made  slap  for  the  gate,  and  reg'larly  stopped  the  way,  there  being  no 
w^  out  'cept  over  a  most  unpossible,  'eart-rendin'  'edge,  with  a 
ditch  big  enough  to  'old  a  cathedral  church,  which  gave  the  infatuated 
fox  considerable  adwantage  *  *  (illegible)  *  *  for  he  had  got 
early  information  that  sugar  had  riz.  *  *  (illegible)  *  ♦  there 
bein'  only  3000  and  odd  bags  of  Mauritius,  at  from  29«.  to  32«.  for 
brown,  and  summut  like  the  same  quantity  o'  wite  Benares,  and  though 
*  *  (blot,  and  illegible)  *  *  we  found  *im  at  the  extremity  of  our 
wale  country,  and  ran  'im  for  more  nor  an  hour  at  a  rattlin'  pace 
through  the  entire  length  o'  the  grass-land,  and  then  away  for  the  open 
downs,  crossin'  the  river  near  the  mill  at  Fioaterheels,  the  'ounds  castin' 
hup  and  down  the  banks  to  satisfy  themselves  the  fox  was  not  on  their 
side,  then  retumin'  to  the  point  to  which  they  'ad  carried  the  scent, 
they  all  dashed  in  like  a  row  o'  buoys  bathin',  so  (something  wiped  out 
with  his  finger — then  half  a  line  illegible).  You  must  just  do  as 
you  can  about  coffees,  for  I  can't  possibly  be  always  at  your  helbow  to 
cast  you,  but  be  careful  o'  the  native  Ceylon,  and  don't  give  above  48«. 
per  cwt.  for  good  ordinary  .  .  I'd  be  sweeter  on  either  Mocha  .or 
Rio,  for  it  isn't  possible  to  see  a  better  or  truer  line  'unter  than  old 
Factor,  or  one  that  I  should  'ave  less  'esitation  in  usin'  as  a  stud-'ound, 
though  some  may  say  his  flat  feet  are  agin  'im,  but  'andsome  is  wot 
'andsome  does,  and  FU  always  speak  well  o'  the  bridge  wot  carries  me 
over,  so  tell  Eairlips  it's  all  gammon  say  in'  the  last  sugars  we  sent  him 
were  not  equal  to  sample — and  that  his  customers  can  be  no  judges  of 
quality  or  they  wouldn't  say  so.  Tell  him  always  to  show  an  inferior 
jAmple  first,  and  always  to  show  wite  sugars  on  blue  paper — but  if  the 
man's  to  be  taught  the  first  rudiments  of  his  trade,  it's  time  he  gave  hup 
^ting  the  country,  foor  things  can't  be  done  now  as  they  used  ija  old 

mrde  and  Sam  Nidbol's  tim«»  whea  wnaa  &d  their  oasee  on  new  oats. 
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tnd  didn't  care  to  look  into  their  peAigreti,  and  nothia'  but  a  fiat  V 
bankruptcy  will  teach  aich  a  chip  wiidom,  and  ia  coune  the  lighter  we 
ride  in  hii  bo<^B  the  better,  for  givin'  awajr  one's  goods  ii  a  most 
absurd  prodigality,  teasoDed  foiee  bein'  u  necessary  to  sport  ai  eipe- 
rtenced  oands — for  you  may  rely  npon  it  if  we  seek  for  comfort  beie 
below,  it  will  only  be  found  in  a  'ound  and  a  pettikit;  and  wotever  tbej 
may  s^  ^ut  the  merits  of  a  slight  dash  o'  chicory  in  coffee,  there's 
more  wirtue  in  the  eaddle  than  in  all  the  doctors'  botUea  put  tc^ether,  m 
I'd  have  nothin'  wotever  to  do  with  cheap  tea — and  beware  of  tupplyin* 
any  of  the  adTcrtisin'  cbapi,  for  scent  of  all  thinge  is  the  most  fluetuatis', 
and  *  *  (illegible)  there's  nothin'  bo  qneer  as  scent  'oept  a  woman, 
■ad  tradesmen  undersellin',  and  'onnds  cUoppin'  foxes  in  cover  is  more  a 
proof  of  their  wice." — (Inkstand  apparently  upset,  making  a  black  sea  on 
tbe'ptper.) 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

THB   "cat  ASD   CUSTAED-POx"   DAT. 


HE  above  day 
deserves  a  more  e:t- 
tended  notice  than 
it  receives  in  Ur. 
Jorrocks's  journal. 
He  writes  that 
"  somehow  or  other 
in  shiivin',  he 
thought  they'd  'are 
mischief,"  and  he 
went  into  the  gar- 
den as  soon  as  he 
was  dressed  to  con- 
sult the  prophet 
Gabriel  Junks,  so 
that  he  might  take 
his  pocket  Siphonia 
in  cose  it  was  likely 
to  be  wet,  but  the 
bird  was  not  there. 
Then  just  as  be  had 
breakfasted  and  was 
about  ready  for  a 
start,  young  May, 
the  grocer,  sent  him 
a  horse  to  look  at, 
and    as    "  another 


**  and    as       anothei 

gen'rcmau"  was  waiting  foi  the  next  offer  of  bim  Charley  and  Wx. 
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Jorrocks  stayed  belund  to  try  him,  and  afler  a  bard  deal,  Mr.  Jorrocks 
bought  him  for  £30 — which  he  makes  a  mem. :  *'  to  call  £50." 

Meanwhile  Figg  and  Ben  trotted  on  with  the  hounds,  and  when  they 
reached  the  meet — ^the  sign  of  the  Cat  and  Custard-Pot,  on  the  Muswell- 
road,  they  found  an  immense  assemblage,  some  of  whom  greeted  Pigg 
with  the  ^miliar  enquiry  '*  what  he'd  have  to  drink  ?  " 

"  Brandy  1 "  replied  Pigg,  "  brandy  I  "  and  tossing  off  the  glass  with 
great  gusto,  a  second  horseman  volunteered  one,  then  a  third,  then  a 
fourth,  then  a  fifth ;  for  it  is  observable  that  there  are  people  in  the 
world  will  give  away  drink  to  any  extent,  who  yet  would  be  chary  of 
offering  either  money  or  meat.  Pigg,  who  as  Mr.  Jorrocks  says  in  his 
journal,  is  only  a  lunu  naiura,  or  loose  'un  by  natur',  tosses  off  glass 
after  glass,  smacking  his  lips  and  slapping  his  thigh,  getting  noisier  and 
noisier  with  each  succeeding  potation.  Now  he  would  sing  them  a  song, 
now  he  would  take  the  odds  ag*in  Marley  Hill,  then  he  would  tell  them 
about  Deavilboger's  farm,  and  how,  but  for  his  foreelder  John,  John  Pigg, 
ye  see,  willin'  his  brass  to  the  Formary  ye  see,  he'd  ha  been  a  genTman  that 
day  and  huntin'  his  own  hunds.  Then  as  another  glass  made  its  appearance, 
he  would  take  off  his  cap  and  halloo  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  making 
the  hounds  stare  with  astonishment,  *'  Keep  the  tambourine  a  rowlin!  " 
adding  as  he  tossed  it  off,  ^'  Brandy  and  baccy  'ill  gar  a  man  live  for  iver  I " 
And  now  when  he  was  about  at  the  noisiest,  with  his  cap  turned  peak- 
backwards,  and  the  tobacco  juice  simmeriug  down  the  deeply  indented 
furrows  of  his  chin,  our  master  and  Charley  appear  in  the  distance, 
jogging  on,  not  too  quickly  for  consequence,  but  sufficiently  fast  to  show 
they  are  aware  they  are  keeping  the  field  waiting. 

"Here  he  comes!  here's  Jorrocks  I  here's  the  old  boy !  here's  Jackey 
at  last !  "  runs  through  the  meeting,  and  horsemen  begin  to  arrange  them- 
selves for  the  reception. 

"  A — a — a  sink  !  "  exclaims  Pigg,  shaking  his  head,  blinking  and 
staring  that  way,  "  here's  canny  ard  sweetbreeks  hissel !  "  adding  with  a 
slap  of  his  thigh  as  the  roar  of  laughter  the  exclamation  produced  subsided, 
*'  A — a — a,  but  ar  de  like  to  see  his  feulish  'ard  feace  a  grinnin'  in  onder 
his  cap !  " 

"  How  way,  canny  man ;  how  way !  "  now  shouts  Pigg,  waving  his  hand 
as  his  master  approached.  "  How  way  1  canny  man,  how  way !  and  give 
us  a  wag  o'  thy  neif,"  Pigg  extending  his  hand  as  he  spoke. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  drew  up  with  great  dignity,  and  placing  his  fist  in  his  side, 
proceeded  to  reconnoitre  the  scene. 

"  Humph  !  "  grunted  he,  "  wot's  all  this  about  ?  " 

"  Sink,  but  ar'll  gi'  thou  a  gob  full  o'  baccy,"  continued  James,  nothing 
daunted  by  his  master's  refusal  of  his  hand.  '*  Sink,  but  ar'll  gi'  thou  a 
gob  full  o'  baccy,"  repeated  he,  diving  into  his  waistcoat  pocket  and 
producing  a  large  steel  tobacco  box  as  he  spoke. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  signified  his  dissent  by  a  chuck  of  the  chin,  and  an 
ominous  shake  of  the  head. 

"  A — a— -a  man  !  "  exclaimed  Pigg,  now  changing  his  tone,  "  but  ar'll 
■mML^ee  of  a  lass  well  worth  her  licks  1 " 

^tepu  deserve  your  wwi,  sir,  for  gettin'  so  drunk,"  observed  Mr. 
m/^  haughtily. 

T 
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JPigg> — '*  Ar's  as  sober  as  ye  are,  and  a  deal  wizer  I  " 

Jorrocks,  angprily, — "  I'll  not  condescend  to  compare  notes  with  ye !  " 

Figg,  now  flaring  up. — "  Sink  1  if  anybody  'ill  had  mar  huss,  ar'll  get 
<iff  and  fight  him." 

JorrockB^  contemptuously. — "  Better  stick  to  the  shop-board  as  long  as 
you  can." 

Pigg,  furious. — "  Gin  ar  warn't  afeard  o'  hoggin  mar  neif,  ard  gi'  thou 
a  good  crack  i'  thy  kite  1 " 

Jorrocka,  with  emphasis. — "iTaio — da — cioua  feller.  1*11  'imt  the 
'ounds  myself  afore  I'll  put  hup  with  sich  himperence  I " 

Pigg,  throwing  out  his  arms  and  grinning  in  ecstacies. — "  Ar'll  be  death 
<A  a  guinea  but  arl  coom  and  see  thee !  " 

JorroekSf  looking  indignantly  round  on  the  now  mirth-convulsed 
eompany. — "  Who's  made  my  Pigg  so  drunk?  " 

Nobody  answered. 

"Did'nt  leave  his  sty  so,"  muttered  our  master,  lowering  himself 
joekey  ways  from  his  horse. 

"  Old  my  quad,"  said  he  to  Charley,  handing  him  Artcrxerxes,  "  while 
I  go  in  and  see." 

Our  master  then  stumped  in,  and  presently  encountering  the  great 
attraction  of  the  place — the  beautiful  Miss  D'Oiley— asked  her,  with  a 
smiling  countenance  and  a  hand  in  a  pocket,  as  it*  about  to  pay,  *'  Wot 
kis 'nntsman 'ad 'ad  ?  " 

"  Oh,  sir,  it  is  all  paid,"  replied  Miss  D'Oiley,  smiling  as  sweetly  upon 
Jorrocks  as  she  did  on  the  generality  of  her  father's  customers,  for  she 
had  no  more  heart  than  a  punch-bowl. 
Is  all  paid  ?  "  muttered  our  friend. 
Yes,  sir ;  each  gentleman  paid  as  he  sent  out  the  glass." 
Humph r^  twigged  Mr.  Jorrocks,  adding,  with  a  grunt,  ''and  that's 
wot  these  critters  call  sport !" 

Our  master  then  stumped  out.  "Well,  gen'l'emen,"  exclaimed  he,  at 
the  top  of  his  voice  off  the  horse-block,  "  I  'opes  you  re  satisfied  wi'  your 
day's  sport ! — you've  made  my  nasty  Pigg  as  drunk  as  David's  sow,  so 
now  you  may  all  go  'ome,  for  I  shallu't  throw  off;  and  as  to  you," 
eontinued  our  indignant  master,  addressing  the  now  somewhat  crest-fallen 
Pigg,  "  you  go  'ome  too,  and  take  off  my  garments,  and  take  yourself  off 
to  your  native  mountains,  for  I'll  see  ye  at  Jericho  ayont  Jordan  afore  you 
riudl  'nnt  my  'ounds,"  giving  his  thigh  a  hearty  slap  as  he  spoke. 

"  Wy,  wy,  sir,"  replied  Pigg,  turning  his  quid ;  V^wy,  wy,  sir,  ye 
ken  best,  only  dinna  ye  try  to  hont  them  thysel' — thai^a  arlel*^ 

*'  There  are  as  good  fish  i'  the  sea  as  ever  came  out  on't ! "  replied 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  brandishing  his  big  whip  furiously ;  adding,  "  I'll  see  ye 
leadin'  an  old  ooman's  lap-dog  'bout  in  a  string  afore  you  shall  'unt  'em." 

"  No  ye  won't !"  responded  Pigg.  "  No  ye  won't  1  Arve  ne  carle  te 
de  nothin'  o'  the  sort  I  Arve  ne  carle  te  de  nothin'  o'  the  sort  1 — Arle  gau 
back  to  mar  coosin  Deavilbogers." 

"You  may  gan  to  the  devil  himself,"  retorted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  vehe- 
mently— "  you  may  gan  to  the  devil  himself — I'll  see  ye  sellin'  small  coals 
from  a  donkey-cart  out  of  a  quart  pot  afore  you  shall  stay  wi'  me." 

**  Thou's  a  yarra  feulish,  noisey,  gobby,  insufficient  'ard  man  1 "  retorted 
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Figg,  and  " ar  doesn't  repard Heel  No ;  ab  dossn't  bsgasd  thss  1 " 
roared  he,  with  a  defiant  flourish  of  his  fi«t. 

*' You're  a  hignoisnt,  hawdacions,  rebellions  rascal,  and  I'll  see  ye 
frightenin'  rats  from  a  bam  wi'  the  bagpipes  at  a  'alfpenny  a  day,  and 
findin'  yoursel,  afore  I'll  'ave  anything  more  to  say  to  ye,"  rejoin&d  Mr. 
Jorrocks,  gathering  up  his  big  whip  as  if  for  the  fray. 

*'  Sink,  arle  tak^  and  welt  thee  like  an  ard  shoe,  if  thou  gires  me  ony 
mair  o'  thy  gob !  "  rejoined  the  now  furious  Pigg,  ejecting  his  baccy  and 
motioning  as  if  about  to  dismount. 

Jorrocks,  thinking  he  had  done  enough,  then  took  his  horse  from 
Charley  Stobbs,  and  hoisting  himself  on  like  a  great  crate  of  earthenware, 
whistled  his  hounds  away  from  the  still  stupified  Pigg,  who  sat  blinking 
and  staring  and  shaking  his  head,  thinking  there  were  two  Jorrocks's  on 
two  Arterxerxes',  two  Ben's,  two  Charley  Stobbs'a,  and  someUxing  like 
five-and-forty  couple  of  hounds. 

The  field  remained  behind  praising  Figg  and  abusing  Jorrocks,  and 
declaring  they  would  withdraw  their  subscriptions  to  the  hounds  if  Figg 
'*  got  the  sack."  None  of  them  would  see  Pigg  want;  and  Harry  Capper, 
more  vehement  than  the  rest,  proposed  an  immediate  subscription,  a  sug- 
gestion that  had  the  effect  of  dispersing  the  field,  who  slunk  off  different 
ways  as  soon  as  ever  the  allusion  to  the  pocket  was  made. 

Jorrocks  was  desperately  angry,  for  he  had  had  an  expensiye  "  stop,"  and 
came  bent  on  mischief.  His  confusion  of  mind  made  him  mistake  the  road 
home,  and  go  by  Eumfiddler  Green  instead  of  Muswell  Hill.  He  spurred, 
and  cropped,  and  jagged  Arterxerxes — ^now  vowing  that  he  would  send 
him  to  the  tanners  when  he  got  'ome — ^now  that  he  would  have  him  in 
the  boiler  afore  night.  He  was  very  much  out  of  sorts  with  himself  and 
everybody  else — even  the  hounds  didn't  please  him — always  getting  in  his 
way,  hanging  back  looking  for  James  Figg,  and  fien  had  line  fun  catting 
and  flopping  them  forrard. 

Charley,  like  a  wise  man,  kept  aloof. 

In  this  unamiable  mood  our  master  progressed,  until  the  horrible 
apparition  of  a  great  white  turnpike-gate,  staring  out  from  the  gable  end 
of  a  brick  toll-house,  startled  his  vision  and  caused  him  to  turn  short  up 
a  vride  green  lane  to  the  left.  **  Take  care  o'  the  pence  and  the  punds  'ill 
take  care  o'  theirsels,"  muttered  our  master  to  himself,  now  sensible  that 
he  had  mistaken  his  road,  and  looking  around  for  some  land-mark  to  steer 
by.  Just  as  he  was  identifying  White  Choker  Church  in  the  distance,  a 
sudden  something  shot  through  the  body  of  the  late  loitering  indifferent 
hounds,  apparently  influencing  them  with  a  sort  of  invisible  agency. 
Another  instant,  and  a  wild  snatch  or  two  right  and  left,  ended  in  a 
whimper  and  a  general  shoot  up  the  lane. 

^^Afox  !  for  a  'underd  I "  muttered  our  master,  drawing  breath  as  he 
eyed  them.  **  A  fox  !  for  two-and-twenty  'und«xi ! "  continued  he,  as 
Priestess  feathered  but  spoke  not. 

"  A  fox  !  for  a  million !  "  roared  he,  as  old  Bavager  threw  his  tongue 
lightly  but  confidentially,  and  Jorrodis  cheered  him  to  the  echo. 

*'  A  fox !  for  'alf  the  national  debt ) "  roaied  he,  looking  round  at 
Charley  as  he  gathered  UaMelf  together  for  a  start. 

Now  as  Jorrocks  would  aay^  ]Ekckford  would  tay^  *'  where  are  all  your 
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sorrows  and  your  cares,  ye  gloomy  souls !  or  wbere  your  pains  and  aches, 
ye  complaining  ones  I  one  whimper  has  dispelled  them  all." 

Mr.  Jorrocks  takes  off  his  cap  and  urges  the  tail-hounds  on.  A  few 
more  driving  shoots  and  stops,  producing  increased  velocity  with  each 
effort,  and  a  few  more  quick  snatchey  whimpers,  end  in  an  unanimous 
outburst  of  downrightly  determined  melody. 

Jorrocks,  cocking  his  cap  on  his  ear,  seats  himself  plump  in  his  great 
saddle,  and,  gathering  his  reins,  gallops  after  them  in  the  full  grin  of 
delight.  Away  they  tear  up  the  rutty  grassy  ride,  as  if  it  was  a  railway. 
"  F-o-o-r-rard  on  !  F-o-o-r-rard  on  !  "  is  his  cry. 

"H-o-i'C  cry !  h-o-i-c  cry  /  h-o-i-c  !  "  squeaks  Ben,  wishing  himself  at 
home  at  the  mutton,  and  delighted  at  having  got  rid  of  James  Pigg,  who 
always  would  have  the  first  cut. 

It  is  a  long  lane  that  never  has  a  turn,  and  this  one  was  no  exception 
to  the  rule,  for  in  due  course  it  came  to  an  abrupt  angle.  A  convenient 
meuse,  however,  inviting  the  fox  onward,  he  abandoned  the  line  and  pur- 
sued his  course  over  some  bare,  badly-feuoed  pastures,  across  which 
Mr.  Jorrocks  cheered  and  rode  with  all  the  confidence  of  a  man  who  sees 
his  way  oat.  The  pace  mended  as  they  went,  and  Jonrocks  hugged 
himself  with  the  idea  of  killing  a  fox  without  Pigg.  From  the  pastures 
they  got  upon  Straggleford  Moor,  pretty  much  the  same  sort  of  ground 
as  the  fields,  but  the  fox  brushing  as  he  went,  there  was  a  still  further 
improvement  of  scent.  Jorrocks  then  began  to  bet  himself  hats  that  he'd 
kill  him,  and  went  vowing  what  he  would  offer  to  Diana  if  he  did.  There 
was  scarcely  any  promise  too  wild  for  him  to  make  at  this  moment. 
The  fox,  however,  was  not  disposed  to  accommodate  Jorrocks  with  muoh 
more  plain  sailiDg  for  the  purpose,  and  seeing,  by  the  scarlet  coats,  that 
he  was  not  pursued  by  his  old  friends  the  Dotfielid  harriers  as  at  first  he 
thought,  and  with  whom  he  had  had  many  a  game  at  romps,  he  presently 
sunk  the  hill  and  made  for  the  stiffly-fenoed  vale  below. 

'*  Blow  me  tight ! "  exclaimed  Jorrodu,  shortening  his  hold  of 
Arterxerxes,  and  putting  his  head  straight  as  he  used  to  do  down  the 
Surrey  hills,  '*  Blow  me  tight !  but  I  wish  he  mayn't  be  gettin'  me  into 
grief.  This  looks  to  me  werry  like  the  Ingerleigh  Wale,  and  if  it  is,  it's 
a  bit  of  as  nasty  ridin'  grand  as  ever  mortal  man  got  into— yawnin' 
ditches  with  himpracticabie  fences,  posts  with  rails  of  the  most  formidable 
order,  and  that  nasty  long  Tonuny  bade,  twistin'  and  twinin'  about 
in  all  directions  like  a  child's  rattle-snake.  'Owever,  thank  goodness, 
'ere's  a  gap  and  a  gate  beyond,"  continued  he,  as  his  quick  eye  caught  a 
gap  at  the  corner  of  the  stubble  field  lie  was  now  approaching,  which 
getting  through,  he  rose  in  his  stirrups  and  cheered  on  the  hounds  in  the 
line  of  the  other  convenience.  "  For-r-a-r-d  I  For-r-a-r-d  I "  shrieked 
he,  pointing  the  now  racing  hounds  out  to  Charley,  who  was  a  little 
behind;  ^'for-rardl  for-rard!"  continued  Jorrocks,  rib-roasting  Arter- 
xerxes.  The  gate  was  locked,  but  Jackey — we  beg  his  pardon — 
Mr.  Jorrocks — was  quickly  off,  and  setting  his  great  back  against  it,  lifted 
it  off  the  hinges.  "  Qo  on  !  never  mind  me  1  "  cried  he  to  Charley,  who 
had  pulled  up  as  Jorrocks  was  dancing  about  with  one  foot  in  the  stirrup, 
trying  to  remount. — "  Ch  on!  never  mind  me  I  '*  repeated  he,  with  des- 
perate energy,  as  he  made  another  assault  at  the  saddle.     "  Get  on,  Ben^ 
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yOQ  most  useless  appendage  I  "  oonliaued  he.  now  lying  acrosa  the  saddle, 
like  a  miller's  sack.  A  few  flounders  land  him  in  the  desired  haven,  and 
be  Irots  on,  playing  at  catch-stimip  with  hia  right  foot  as  be  goes. 


"  Forrard  on  !  forrard  on  !  "  still  screamed  he,  cracking  his  ponderous 
whip,  llioiigh  the  hounds  were  running  away  from  him  as  it  was,  but  he 
wanted  to  get  Ciinrley  Stobbs  to  the  front,  as  there  was  no  one  to  break 
his  fences  for  him  but  him. 

The  hounJs,  who  had  heea  running  with  a  breaat-high  scent,  get  their 
noses  to  the  ground  as  they  come  upon  fallow,  and  a  few  kicks,  jags,  and 
objurgations  on  Jorrocks's  part,  soon  bring  Arteriences  and  him  into  the 
field  in  which  they  are.     The  scent  begins  to  fail. 

-e-e-e-nl — Ig  there !  "  cries  Jorrocka,  holding  up  his   hand  and 
Lg  in  his  horse,  inwardly  hoping  the  fox  might  be  on  instead  of  off 
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to  the  riglit,  where  he  sees  his  shiny  friend,  long  Tommy,  meandering 
smoothly  along. 

"  Yo  dote  !  Eavager,  good  dog,  yo  dole,  Eavager ! "  cheers  Jorrocks,  as 
the  sage  feathers  and  scuttles  up  the  furrow.  **  Jb-o  dole  !  **  continued 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  cheering  the  rest  on — adding  as  he  looks  at  them  scoring 
to  cry,  "  wot  a  petty  it  is  we  can't  put  new  legs  to  old  noses  ?  "  The 
spurt,  however,  is  of  short  duration,  for  the  ground  gets  worse  as  it 
rises  higher,  until  the  tenderest-nosed  hound  can  hardly  own  the  scent. 
A  heavy  cloud  too  oppresses  the  atmosphere.  Jorrocks  sees  if  he  doesn't 
look  sharp  he*  11  very  soon  be  run  out  of  scent,  so  getting  hold  of  his 
hounds,  he  makes  a  rapid  speculation  in  his  mind  as  to  which  way  he 
would  go  if  he  were  the  fox,  and  having  decided  thai  point,  he  loses  no 
time  in  getting  the  pack  to  the  place. — Jorrocks  is  right ! — Ravager's 
unerring  nose  proclaims  the  varmint  across  the  green  head-land,  and  the 
next  field  being  a  clover  ley,  with  a  handy  gate  in,  which  indeed  somewhat 
influenced  Jorrocks  in  his  cast,  the  hounds  again  settle  to  the  scent,  with 
Jorrocks  rolling  joyfully  after  them,  declaring  he'd  be  the  best  'untsman 
under  the  sun  if  it  warn't  for  the  confounded  lips.  Away  he  now  crams, 
up  the  field  road,  with  the  hounds  chirping  merrily  along  on  his  right, 
through  turnips,  oat  stubble,  winter  beans,  and  plough.  A  white  farm 
onstead.  Buckwheat  Grange,  with  its  barking  cur  in  a  barrel,  causes  the 
fox  to  change  his  course  and  slip  down  a  broken  but  grassy  bank  to  the 
left.  "  Dash  his  impittance,  but  he's  taken  us  into  a  most  unmanageable 
country,"  observes  Mr.  Jorrocks,  shading  his  eyes  from  the  now  out- 
bursting  sun  with  his  hand  as  he  trotted  on,  eyeing  the  oft  occurring 
fences  as  he  spoke.  **  Lost  all  idee  of  where  I  ham,  and  where  I'm  a 
goin ,"  continued  he,  looking  about  to  see  if  he  could  recognise  anything. 
Hills,  dales,  woods,  water,  were  equally  new  to  him. 

Orash  !  now  go  the  hounds  upon  an  old  dead  thorn-fence,  stuck  on  a 
low  sod-bank,  making  Jorrocks  shudder  at  the  sound.  Over  goes  Stobbs 
without  doing  anything  for  his  followers. 

*^Qo  on,  Binjiminl  go  on  !  Now,"  cries  Jorrocks,  cantering  up,  cracking 
his  whip,  as  if  he  wanted  to  take  it  in  stride,  but  in  reality  to  frighten  Ben 
over  to  break  it.  ^^  Go  on  !  ye  miserable  man-monkey  of  a  boy  1 "  repeats 
he,  as  'Xerxes  now  turned  tail,  nearly  upsetting  our  master — "  Oh  you 
epitome  of  a  tailor  !  "  groaned  Jorrocks ;  **  you're  of  no  more  use  wi  'ounds 
than  a  lady's-maid, — do  believe  I  could  make  as  good  a  wipper-in  out  of  a 
carrot  I  See !  you've  set  my  quad  a  refusin',  and  I'll  bet  a  guinea  'at  to  a  'alf- 
crown  wide  awake,  he'll  not  face  another  fence  to-day — Come  hup,  I  say, 
you  hugly  beast  1 "  now  roared  Jorrocks,  pretending  to  put  Arterxerxes 
resolutely  at  it,  but  in  reality  holding  him  hard  by  the  head, — "  Get  off, 
ye  useless  apology  of  a  hosier  and  pull  it  down,  or  I'll  give  you  sich  a 
wopping  as  *il  send  you  to  Blair  Athol  for  the  rest  of  the  day,"  exclaimed 
our  half-distracted  master,  brandishing  his  flail  of  a  whip  as  he  spoke. 

Ben  gladly  alighted,  and  by  dint  of  pulling  away  the  dead  thorns,  and 
scratching  like  a  rabbit  at  the  bank,  he  succeeded  in  greatly  reducing  the 
obstacle. 

**  Now  lead  him  over !  "  cried  Mr.  Jorrocks,  applying  his  whip  freely 
to  'Xerxes,  and  giving  Ben  a  sly,  accidental  cut.  'Xerxes  floundered  over, 
nearly  crushing  Ben,  and  making  plain  sailing  for  Jorrocks.     Our  master 
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then  followed  and  galloped  away,  leaving  Ben  writhing  and  crying  and 
vowing  that  he  would  "  take  and  pull  him  off  his  'oss.*' 

The  hounds  had  now  shot  a  few  fields  ahead,  but  a  flashey  catching  scent 
diminishing  their  pace,  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  soon  back  to  them  yoickiog  and 
holding  them  on.  "  Fooiy  over  he  goes  I "  cheered  he,  taking  off  his  cap, 
as  Priestess  endorsed  Banger*s  promissory  note  on  a  very  wet  undrained 
fallow — "  Yooi,  over  he  goes  V^  repeated  he,  eyeing  the  fence  into  it,  and 
calculating  whether  he  could  lead  over  or  scuttle  up  to  the  white  gate  on 
the  left  in  less  time,  and  thinking  the  latter  was  safer,  having  got  the 
hounds  over,  he  rose  in  his  stirmps,  and  pounded  away  while  Charley 
took  the  fence  in  his  stride.  They  were  now  upon  sound  old  pasture, 
lying  parallel  with  tortuous  Tommy,  and  most  musical  were  the  hounds' 
notes  as  each  in  turn  prevailed — Mr.  Jorrocks  had  lit  on  his  legs 
in  the  way  of  gates,  and  holloaed  and  rode  as  if  he  didn't  know  what 
craning  was. 

**  Forrard  on.  Priestess,  old  betch !  "  cheered  he,  addressing  himself  to 
the  now  leading  hound,  **  forrard  on ! — for-rard !  **  adding  **  I'll  gie  ye 
eich  a  plate  o'  bones  if  we  do  but  kill." 

On  the  hounds  went  bustling,  chirping,  and  whimpering,  all  anxious  to 
fly,  but  still  not  able  to  accomplish  it.  The  scent  was  shifty  and  bad, 
sometimes  serving  them,  and  then  as  quickly  failing,  as  if  the  fox  had 
been  coursed  by  a  dog.  Jorrocks,  though  desperately  anxious  to  get 
them  on  better  terms  with  their  fox,  trots  gently  on,  anxiously  eyeing 
them  but  restraining  his  ardour/  by  repeating  the  old  couplet, — 

**  Kb  well  as  shape  full  well  he  knowf. 
To  kitl  their  fox  they  must  'are  nose.^ 

"  Aye,  aye,  but  full  well  he  knows  also,**  continued  our  master,  after  he 
had  repeated  the  lines  thrte  or  four  times  over,  "  that  to  kill  their  fox 
they  must  press  *im,  at  some  period  or  other  o*  the  chase,  which  they 
don't  seem  at  all  inclined  to  do,"  continued  he,  looking  at  their  indifferent 
slack  mode  of  proceeding.  "  For-rard  on  !  *'  at  length  cries  our  master, 
cracking  his  whip  at  a  group  of  dwellers,  who  seemed  inclined  to  reassure 
every  yard  of  the  ground — "For-rard  on  1  **  repeated  he,  riding  angrily 
at  them,  adding  "  cus  your  unbelievin*  *eads,  can't  you  trust  old  Priestess 
and  Ravager  ?  " 

To  increase  our  worthy  master*s  perplexities,  a  formidable  flock  of 
sheep  now  wheel  semicircularly  over  the  line,  completely  obliterating  any 
little  scent  that  remained,  and  though  our  finest  huntsman  under  the  sun, 
aided  by  Charley  as  whip,  quickly  got  the  hounds  beyond  their  foil,  he 
was  not  successful  in  touching  upon  the  line  of  the  fox  again. 

"  Humphy^  grunted  our  master,  reviewing  his  cast,  "  the  ship  must  ha* 
heat  'im,  or  he's  wanished  into  their  hair ;"  adding,  "  jest  put  'em  on  to 
me,  Charley,  whilst  I  makes  one  o*  Mr.  Craven  Smith's  patent  all-round- 
my-'at  casts,  for  that  beggar  Binjimin's  of  no  more  use  with  a  pack  of 'ounds 
than  a  hopcra-box  would  be  to  a  cow,  or  a  frilled  shirt  to  a  pig."  So 
saying,  Mr.  Jorrocks  out  with  his  tootler,  and  giving  a  shrill  blast, 
seconded  by  Charley's  whip,  proceeded  to  go  down  wind,  and  up  wind, 
and  round  about  wind,  without  however  feeling  a  touch  of  his  fox.     At 
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length  scarce  a  hound  would  stoop,  and  old  black  Lucifer  gave  unmis- 
takeable  evidence  of  his  opinion  of  matters  by  rolling  himself  just  under 
Jorrocks's  horse's  nose,  and  uttering  a  long-drawn  howl,  as  much  as  to 
say,  ''Come,  old  boy  I  shut  up!  it's  no  use  bothering:  let's  off  to 
diuner ! " 

"  Eot  ye  !  ye  great  lumberin'  henterpriseless  brute !  "  roared  Jorrocks, 
catting  indignantly  at  him  with  his  whip,  **  rot  ye  !  d'ye  think  I  boards 
and  lodges  and  pays  tax  'pon  you  to  'ave  ye  settin'  up  your  'olesale  him- 
perance  that  way? — -a-e-^i-e  away,  ye  disgraceful  sleepin'  partner  o' 
the  chase ! "  continued  he,  as  the  frightened  hound  scuttled  away  with 
his  tail  between  his  legs. 

"Well,  it's  nine 'underd  and  fifty  thousand  petties,"  muttered  our 
master  now  that  the  last  of  the  stoopers  had  got  up  their  heads,  **  it's 
nine  'underd  and  fifty  thousand  petties  that  I  hadn't  got  close  away  at 
his  brush,  for  I'd  ha*  killed  *im  to  a  dead  certainty.  Never  was  a  fox 
better  *unted  than  that !  Science,  patience,  judgmeBt,  skill,  everything 
that  constitutes  an  'untsman — Goodhall,  himself,  couldn't  ha'  done  it 
better  I  But  it's  not  for  mortals  to  command  locceas,"  sighed  oar  now 
greatly  dejected  master. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

JAUES   PlOB    A.OAIK  ! !  ! 

JraT  as  Mr.  Jonocks  ivbb  reining  in  his  horse  to  blow  bia  hounds 
U^eLber,  a  wild,  shrill,  view  holloo,  just  such  a  one  as  a  screech-owl  gives 
on  a  clear  frosty  night,  sounded  through  the  country,  drawing  all  eyes  to 
Camperdown  liill,  where,  against  the  blue  aky,  sat  a  'VVellington-statue- 
like  equestrian  with  his  cap  in  the  air,  waving  and  shouting  for  hard  life. 

The  late  lethargic  hounds  pricked  tlieir  ears,  and  belore  Mr.  Jorrocks 
could  ejaculate  the  word  "PiggI"  the  now-excited  pack  had  broke 
away,  and  were  streaming  full  cry  across  country  to  where  Figg  was 
perched. 

"  Oel  aaay  hook  !  Gel  away  hooic  !  "  holloaed  our  master,  deluding 
himself  with  the  iiiea  that  be  was  giving  them  leave.  "  Get  away 
A-o-o-iek!     Gel  amay  h-o-a-ick  t  "   repeated  be,  cracking  Uis  ponderous 

The  hollooing  still  continued — louder  if  possible  than  before. 

"Blow  me  tight  1"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  bimaelf,  "  wot  a  pipe 
the  feller 'asl  a'most  aagoodas  GsbrielJunks's  !"  and  returning  his  horn 
to  his  saddle,  he  took  a  quick  ghtnce  at  the  country  for  a  line  to  the  point. 
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instead  of  crasHing  after  Charley  Stobbs,  wbo  seemed,  by  the  undue 
elevation  of  his  horse's  tail  on  the  far  side  of  a  fence,  to  be  getting  into 
grief  already.  "  There  *ill  be  a  way  out  by  those  stacks/'  said  Mr.  Jor- 
rocks  to  himself,  eyeing  a  military-looking  line  of  burly  com  stacks  drawn 
up  on  the  high  side  of  a  field  to  the  left :  so  saying  he  caught  Arterxerxes 
short  round  by  the  head,  and  letting  in  the  Latchford's,  tore  away  in  a 
desperate  state  of  flutter  and  excitement,  the  keys  and  coppers  in  his 
pockets  contributing  to  the  commotion. 

Mr.  J.  was  right,  for  convenient  gaps  converged  to  these  stacks, 
from  whence  a  view  of  the  farm-house  (Barley  Hall)  further  on  was 
obtained.  Away  he  next  tore  for  it,  dashing  through  the  fold-yards, 
leaving  the  gates  open  as  if  they  were  his  own,  and  catching  Ben  draining 
a  pot  of  porter  at  the  back-door.  Here  our  fat  friend  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  .consult  farmer  Shortstubble,  instead  of  trusting  to  his  own 
natural  instinct  for  gaps  and  gates,  and  Shortstubble  put  him  on  a  line 
as  wide  of  his  own  wheat  as  he  could,  which  was  anything  but  as  direct  a 
road  as  friend  Jorrooks  could  have  found  for  himself.  However,  Camper- 
down  Hill  was  a  good  prominent  feature  in  the  country,  and  by  dint  of 
brisk  riding,  Jorrocks  reached  it  in  a  much  shorter  time  than  the 
uninitiated  would  suppose  he  could.  Now  getting  Arterxerxes  by  the 
mane,  he  rose  in  his  stirrups,  hugging  and  cramming  him  up  the  rugged 
ride  to  the  top. 

When  he  reached  the  summit,  Pigg,  whose  sight  was  much  improved, 
had  hunted  his  fox  with  a  very  indifferent  scent  round  the  base  of  the  hill, 
and  having  just  got  a  view,  was  capping  the  hounds  on  as  hard  as  ever 
his  horse  could  lay  legs  to  the  ground,  whooping  and  forcing  the  fox  away 
into  the  open. 

**  Wot  a  man  it  is  to  ride  I  "  ejaculated  Jorrocks,  eyeing  Pigg  putting 
one  of  Duncan  Nevin's  nags  that  had  never  seen  hounds  before  at  a  post 
and  rail  that  almost  made  him  rise  perpendicularly  to  clear.  "Well 
done  you  I "  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  as  with  a  flounder  and  scramble 
James  got  his  horse  on  his  legs  on  the  far  side,  and  proceeded  to  scuttle 
away  again  as  hard  as  before.  "Do  believe  he*s  got  a  view  o'  the 
varmint,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing  Pigg's  cap-in-hand  progress. 

"  Wot  a  chap  it  would  be  if  it  could  only  keep  itself  sober  1  '*  continued 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  still  eyeing  James  intently,  and  wishing  he  hadn't  been  too 
hard  upon  him.  "  Of  aU  'bominable  vices  under  the  sun  that  of  hintem- 
perance  is  the  most  degradin'  and  disgustin,"  continued  our  master, 
emphatically  accompanying  the  assertion  with  a  hearty  crack  of  the  whip 
down  his  leg. 

Jorrocks  now  gets  a  view  of  the  varmint  stealing  away  over  a  stubble, 
and  though  he  went  stouter  than  our  master  would  have  liked  if  he 
had  been  hunting  himself,  he  saw  by  Pigg's  determined  way  that  he  was 
master  of  him,  and  had  no  doubt  that  he  would  have  him  in  hand  before 
long.  Accordingly,  our  master  got  Arterxerxes  by  his  great  Roman- 
nosed  head,  and  again  letting  the  Latchford's  freely  into  his  sides,  sent 
him  scrambling  down  hill  at  a  pace  that  was  perfectly  appalling.  Open 
went  the  gate  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  down  Jorrocks  made  for  the  Long 
Tommy  ford,  splash  he  sent  Arterxerxes  in  just  Uke  Johnny  Gilpin  in 
£dmonton  Wash, — 


^ 
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**  ^—  tbrowing  the  water  about, 
On  both  sides  of  the  waj. 
Just  like  a  tnmdling  mop. 
Or  a  wild  goose  at  play." 

Then  hsving  got  through,  be  seized  the  horse  by  the  mane,  and  rote  the 
opposing  bank  determined  to  be  in  at  the  death  if  he  could.  **  Blow  me 
tight  1  "  ejaculated  he,  *'  do  beliere  this  hungry  highlander  will  grab  him 
arter  all  I  "  And  then  rising  in  his  stirrups  and  setting  up  his  great 
shoulders,  Jorrocks  tore  up  the  broken  Muggercamp  lane,  sending  the 
loose  stones  flying  right  and  left  as  he  went. 

"If  they  can  but  pash  him  past  Havens  wing-scar,"  obsenred 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing  the  leading  hounds  approaching  it,  **  they'll  mop 
'im  to  a  certainty,  for  there's  nothin'  to  save  'im  arter  it.  Crikey! 
ihey*re  past !  and  its  U.  P.  with  old  Pug !  Well,  if  this  doesn't  bang 
Bannager  I  doesn't  know  what  does !  If  we  do  but  kill'un,  I'll  make 
sich  a  hofferin*  to  Bacchus  as  'ill  perfectly  'stonish  *im,"  continued 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  setting  Arterxerxes  agoing  again.  "  Gur-r-r  along  !  you 
great  'airy  'eeled  'umbugl"  groaned  he,  cropping  and  rib-roasting  the 
horse  with  his  whip. 

Arterxerxes,  whose  pedigree,  perhaps,  hasn't  been  very  minutely 
looked  into,  soon  begins  to  give  unmistakeable  evidence  of  satiety.  He 
doesn't  seem  to  care  much  about  the  whip,  and  no  longer  springs  to  the 
spur.  He  begins  to  play  the  castanets  too  in  a  way  that  is  anything  but 
musical  to  Mr.  Jorrocks's  ear.  Our  master  feels  that  it  will  very  soon 
be  all  U.  P.  with  Arterxerxes  too. 

"Come  hup,  you  snivellin',  drivellin*,  son  of  a  lucifer  match-maker!  " 
he  roars  out  to  Ben,  who  is  coming  lagging  along  in  his  master's  wake. 
**  Come  on  I  "  roared  he,  waving  his  arm  frantically,  as,  on  reaching  the 
top  of  Bavenswing  scar,  he  sees  the  hounds  swinging  down,  like  a 
bundle  of  clock  pendulums  into  the  valley  below.  "  Come  hup,  I  say,  ye 
miserable,  road-ridin',  dish-lickin'  cub  I  and  give  me  that  quad,  for 
you're  a  disgrace  to  a  saddle,  and  only  fit  to  toast  muffins  for  a  young 
ladies'  boardin'  school.  Come  hup,  you  preter-pluperfect  tense  of 'umbugs ! " 
adding,  "  I  wouldn't  give  tuppence  a  dozen  for  such  beggarly  boys  ;  no, 
not  if  they'd  give  me  a  paper  bag  to  put  them  in." 

Mr.  Jorrocks,  having  established  a  comfortable  landing-place  on  a  grassy 
mound,  proceeded  to  dismount  from  the  nearly  pumped  out  Arterxerxes, 
and  pile  himself  on  to  the  much  fresher  Xerxes,  who  had  been  ridden 
more  as  a  second  horse  than  as  a  whipper  in's. 

"  Now  go  along  I  "  cried  our  master,  settling  himself  into  his  saddle, 
and  giving  Xerxes  a  hearty  salute  on  the  neck  with  his  whip.  "  Now  go 
along  I  "  repeated  he,  "  and  lay  yourself  out  as  if  you  were  in  the  cut- 
me-downs,"  adding,  "there  are  twenty  couple  of  'ounds  on  the  scent  1  '* 

^  By  'eavens,  it's  sublime  1 "  exclaimed  he,  eyeing  the  hounds,  streaming 
away  over  a  hundred-acre  pasture  below.  "  By  'eavens,  it's  sublime  !  'ow 
they  go,  screechin'  and  towlin'  along,  jest  like  a  pocket  full  o'  marbles." 
Ow  the  old  wood  re-echoes  their  melody,  and  the  old  castle  seemingly 
takes  pleasure  to  repeat  the  sound.  A  Jullien  concert's  nothin'  to  it.  No, 
not  all  the  bands  i'  the  country  put  together." 

"  How  I  wish  I  was  a  heagle ! "  now  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing 
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the  wide  stretching  vale  before  him.  "How  I  wish  I  was  a  beagle, 
'overin  over  'em,  seein'  which  'ound  has  the  scent,  which  hasn't,  and 
which  are  runnin'  frantic  for  blood." 

"  To  guide  a  scent  well  over  a  country  for  a  length  of  time,  through 
all  the  changes  and  chances  o'  the  chase,  and  among  all  difficulties  usually 
encountered,  requires  the  best  and  most  experienced  abilities,"  added  he, 
shortening  his  hold  of  his  horse,  as  he  now  put  his  head  down  the  steep 
part  of  the  hill.  Away  Jorrocks  went  wobbling  like  a  great  shape  of 
red  Noyeau  jelly. 

An  accommodating  lane  serves  our  master  below,  and  taking  the  grassy 
side  of  it,  he  pounds  along  manfully,  sometimes  hearing  the  hounds, 
sometimes  seeing  Pigg's  cap,  sometimes  Charley's  hat,  bobbing  over  the 
fences;  and,  at  more  fanwred  periods,  getting  a  view  of  the  whole 
panorama  of  the  chase.  Oar  master  is  in  ecstacies !  He  whoops,  and 
shouts,  and  grins,  and  rolls  in  his  saddle,  looking  more  like  the  drunken 
Huzzar  at  the  circus,  than  the  sober,  well-conducted  citizen. 

"  F-o-r-rard  on  !  "  is  still  his  cry.  Hark !  They've  turned  and  are 
coming  towards  him.  Jorrocks  bean  tkem,  and  spurs  on  in  hopes  of  a 
nick.  Fortune  favours  him,  as  she  geoerally  does  the  brave  and  perse- 
Tcring,  and  a  favourable  fall  of  the  land  enables  our  friend  to  view  the 
fox  still  travelling  on  at  an  eve&,  stealthy  sort  of  pace,  though  certainly 
slower  than  the  still  presnng,  squeak,  squeak,  yap,  yap,  running  pack. 
Figg  and  Charley  are  in  dote  attendance,  and  Jorrocks  nerves  himself  for 
a  grand  effort  to  join  them. 

"  ril  do  it,**  says  he,  putting  Xerxes  at  a  well  broken-down  cattle-gap, 
into  Wandermoor  common.  This  move  lands  him  well  inside  the  hounds, 
and  getting  upon  turf  he  hugs  his  horse,  resolred  to  ride  at  whatever 
comes  in  his  way.  Another  gap,  not  quite  so  well  flattened  as  the  first, 
helps  our  friend  on  in  his  project,  and  emboldened  by  tocoess,  he  rams 
manfully  at  a  low  stake  and  rice-bound  gateway,  and  lands  handsomely 
in  the  next  field.     He  thus  gains  confidence. 

'*  Come  on,  ye  miserable,  useless  son  of  a  lily-livered  besom-maker," 
he  roars  to  Benjamin,  who  is  craning  and  fanking  at  tSie  place  his  master 
has  come  so  gallantly  over.  "  llot  ye,"  adds  Jorrodu,  as  the  horse  turns 
tail,  ''  rU  bind  ye  'prentice  to  a  salmon  pickler." 

The  next  field  is  a  fallow,  but  Jorrocks  chooses  a  wet  furrow,  up  which 
he  spurts  briskly,  eyeing  the  country  far  and  near,  as  well  for  the  fox,  as 
a  way  out.  He  sees  both.  The  fox  is  skirting  the  brow  of  the  opposite 
heathery  hill,  startling  the  tinkling  belled  sheep,  while  the  friendly 
shepherd  waves  his  cap,  indicating  an  exit. 

**  Thank  'ee,"  cries  Jorrocks,  as  he  slips  through  the  gate. 

There  is  nothing  now  between  him  and  the  hounds,  save  a  somewhat 
rough  piece  of  moorland,  but  our  master  not  being  afraid  of  the  pace  so 
long  as  there  is  no  leaping,  sails  away  in  the  full  glow  of  enthusiastic 
excitement.     He  is  half  frantic  with  joy  1 

The  hounds  now  break  from  scent  to  view  and  chase  the  still  fiying 
fox  along  the  hill  side — Duster,  Vanquisher,  and  Hurricane  have 
pitched  their  pipes  up  at  the  very  top  of  their  gamut,  and  the  rest  come 
shrieking  and  screaming  as  loudly  as  their  naarly  pumped-out  wind 
will  allow. 


iu 


a  vpoQ  bim,  and  now  a  Busp,  a  turn,  a  roll,  and  it's  all  over 
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with  reynard, 

Now  Pigg  is  off  bis  hone  and  in  the  midst  of  tbe  pack,  now  he's  down, 
now  he's  up,  and  there's  a  pretty  Bcramble  gomg  on  ! 

"leave  him  f  ^eaee  Aim .'"  cries  Charley,  cra^ng  his  whip  in  aid  of 
Fi^'s  efforts.  A  ring  is  qnickly  cleared,  tbe  extremities  are  whipped  off, 
and  behold  tbe  fox  is  ready  for  eating. 

"  0  Figg,  you're  a  brick  I  a  fire  brick  ]"  gasps  the  heavily  perspiring 


Hr.  Jorrocks,  throwing  himself  exhausted  from  bis  horse,  wbieh  he  leaves 
outside  the  now  riotous  ring,  and  mslfing  up  to  the  object  of  his  adora- 
tion, be  exclaimed,  "0  Vigg,  1st  ut /ralenite .' "  Whereupon  Jorrocks 
seized  Pi^  by  tbe  middle,  and  bugged  biro  UVe  a  Polar  bear,  to  the 
^nutual  astonishment  of  Pigg  and  the  pack. 
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**A — a — a  wnns  man,  let's  hev*  him  worried ! "  roared  Pigg,  still  holding 
up  the  fox  with  both  hands  high  above  his  head.  '*  A — a — a  wuns  man, 
let's  hev'  him  worried,"  repeated  James,  as  Jorrocks  danced  him  about  still 
harder  than  before, 

"  Tear  *im  and  eat  'im  I  *'  roars  Pigg>  discharging  himself  of  the  fox, 
which  has  the  effect  of  detaching  Jorrocks,  and  sending  him  to  help  at 
the  worry.  Then  the  old  boy  takes  a  haunch,  and  tantalises  first  Brilliant, 
then  Harmony,  then  Splendour,  then  Vengeance,  all  the  eager  young 
entry  in  short. 

Great  was  Mr.  Jorrocks' s  joy  and  exultation.  He  stuck  his  cap  on  his 
whip  and  danced  about  on  one  leg.  He  forgot  all  about  the  Cat  and 
Castard-Pot,  the  gob  full  of  baccy,  and  crack  in  the  kite,  in  his 
anxiety  to  make  the  most  of  the  victory.  Having  adorned  the  head-stall 
of  his  own  bridle  with  the  brush,  slung  the  head  becomingly  at  Pigg's 
saddle  side,  and  smeared  Ben's  face  plentifully  with  blood,  he  got  his 
cavalcade  in  marching  order,  and  by  dint  of  brisk  trotting  re-entered 
Handley  Cross  just  at  high  change,  when  everybody  was  abusing  him  for 
his  conduct  to  poor  Pigg,  and  vowing  that  he  didn't  deserve  so  good  a 
huntsman.  Then  when  they  saw  what  had  happened,  they  changed  their 
tunes,  declaring  it  was  a  regular  preconcerted  do,  abused  both  James  and 
Jorrocks,  and  said  they'd  withdraw  their  subscriptions  from  the  hounds. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 


ME.  JOEEOCKS'S   JOUENAL. 


We  learn  from  the  above  veracious  record,  that  when  our  worthy 
friend  arrived  at  home  after  the  foregoing  memorable  day,  he  found  how  it 
was  that  the  prophet,  Gabriel  Junks,  the  peacock,  was  not  in  the  garden 
when  he  went  to  consult  him  about  the  weather.  Among  other  letters,  a 
highly  musked,  superfine  satin  cream-laid  paper  one  lay  on  his  table, 
from  no  less  a  man  than  Doctor  Sebastian  Mello,  complaining  in  no 
measured  terms  of  Gabriel  having  killed  Mello's  fine  white  Dorking  cock. 

^^ Humph!**  grunted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  throwing  it  down,  "that  'counts 
for  the  bird  not  bein'  forthcomin'  this  momin'.  Wot  business  has  he 
out  of  his  own  shop,  I  wonder."  Fearing,  on  second  thoughts,  that 
Mello  might  try  to  make  him  pay  for  him,  and  that  too  at  the  rate  of  the 
mania  price  for  poultry,  Mr.  Jorrocks  thought  it  best  to  traverse  the 
killing  altogether,  which  accordingly  he  did  by  the  following  answer. 

"M.E.H.  John  Jorrocks  presents  his  compliments  to  Dr.  Sebastian 
Mello,  and  is  much  surprised  to  receive  a  note  complaining  of  the 
M.P.H.'8  peacock,  Gabriel  Junks,  havin'  slain  the  Doctor's  dung-ill 
cock.  The  M.F.H.  thinks  the  Doctor  must  be  mistaken.  The  M.E.H. 
cannot  bring  himself  to  think  that  Gabriel,  with  his  'igh  and  chivalrous 
feelins,  would  condescend  to  do  battle  with  such  an  unworthy  adwersary 
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as  a  dnng-'ill  cock.    Nevertheless,  the  M.F.H.  begs  to  assure  the  Doctor 
of  his  distinguished  consideration. 

"Diana.  Lodge." 

And  having  de^>at^d  Ben  with  it,  and  given  him  instructions  to  find 
out,  if  he  could,  whether  any  one  saw  the  bird  at  work,  Mr.  Jorrocka 
proceeded  to  make  the  foUowing  entry  in  his  journal : — 

"  Letter  from  Bowker,  requesting  the  loan  of  a  50^.  Stock  been 
seized  for  rent  and  arrears, — seems  to  be  always  gettin'  seized;— rno 
interest  paid  on  hrmtr  fifty  yet.  Qrueer  chap,  Bill,  with  his  inwoices, 
and  flash  of  supply  in'  the  trade,  when  50^.  was  all  he  set  up  with,  and 
that  I  had  to  lend  him. — ^Never  chop-fallen^  seemingly,  with  all  his 
executions  and  misfortunes. — ^Writes, 

"  '  I  had  a  rum  go  in  a  'buss  on  Saturday.  Streets  being  sloppy,  and 
wantin'  to  go  to  my  snuff-merdiant  in  the  Minories,  I  got  into  a  'buss  at 
the  foot  of  Holborn  Hill,  and  seated  myself  next  a  pretty  young  woman 
with  a  child  in  her  arms.  Stopping  at  Bow  Church,  she  asked  if  I'd 
have  the  kindness  to  hold  the  babby  for  a  minute,  when  out  she  got,  and 
out  down  the  court  as  hard  as  ever  she  could  go.  On  went  the  'buss, 
and  I  saw  I  was  in  for  a  plant.  A  respectable  old  gentleman  in  black, 
shorts  and  a  puddingey  white  tie,  sat  opposite ;  and  as  the  'buss  pulled 
up  at  the  Mansion-house,  I  said,  *  Perhaps  you'd  have  the  kindness  to 
hold  the  babby  for  a  minute,  while  I  alight ; '  and  popping  it  into  his  lap, 
I  jumped  out,  making  for  Bucklersbury,  threading  all  the  courts  in  my 
line  till  I  got  back  to  Lincoln's  Inn.' 

"  Sharp  of  Bill  ;^deserves  50/.  for  his  'cuteness.  May  as  well  lend  it 
on  an  *  I.  0.  U.,'  for  it's  no  use  throwin'  good  money  after  bad  by  usin* 
a  stamp." 

"While  our  master  was  thus  writing,  Ben  returned  with  the  following 
minute  account  of  the  Gabriel  Junks'  transaction  from  the  refined 
Mr.  Sebastian  Mello  himself: — 

"  Sir, — I  am  surprised  that  you  should  contradict  my  assertion  re- 
specting your  cock  having  killed  my  white  Dorking  fowl,  on  no  better 
grounds  than  mere  supposition^  /  tell  you  he  did  kill  my  cock.  He 
passed  through  the  Apollo  Belvidere  gardens  and  perched  on  one  of  the 
balls  at  my  back  gates,  as  if  the  place  were  his  own.  When  my  maid, 
Maria,  fed  the  fowls,  he  flew  among  them,  and  because  my  cock  resented 
the  intrusion  he  killed  him. on  the  spot;  and  then  his  master  adds  insult 
to  injury,  by  saying  he  does  not  believe  it.  These  sort  of  manners  may 
be  very  well  for  the  city,  but  they  won't  do  for  civilised  life.  I  may  take 
this  opportunity  of  observing  that  you  are  very  indecorous  in  your 
general  proceedings.  The  day  before  yesterday  you  walked  your  hounds 
and  your  servants  in  scarlet  before  my  windows,  and  stood  there,  a  thing 
that  I,  as  a  religious  man,  would  not  have  had  done  for  ten  sovereigns. 
I  desire  you  will  not  do  so  again. 

*'  Yoor  obedient  servant, 

'^SxBi.sTiAK  Mello. 

**  SlTLPBXJB  WbUS  HaU." 
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To  whidi  Mr.  Jorrocks  makes  a  *'  Mem. — To  take  *oni8  as  well  as 
'onnds  next  time,  and  blow  before  his  house — a  beggar." 

The  next  entry  of  importance  is  the  following : — 

"  Had  Fleecey  to  see  how  the  cat  jumps  in  the  money  department. 
Sharp  chap,  Fleecey — manages  to  keep  the  expenses  up  to  the  receipts, 
what  with  earth-stoppin',  damage,  cover  rent,  and  law  bills.  Wanted  to 
tike  credit  for  receivin'  no  salary.  Axed  him  what  his  bills  were  ?  Said 
pnblic  officers  always  had  a  fixed  salary  besides  their  bills.  Had  twenty- 
fire  pounds  a-year  from  the  Mount  Sion  Turnpike-road.  Told  him  I 
knew  nothin'  about  'pikes,  but  if  he  did  not  get  me  all  arrears  of  sub- 
aeription  in  by  New  Year's  Day  I*d  be  my  own  sec.,  and  save  both  his 
law  bills  and  his  salary. 

**  Eead  the  Idfe — good  letter  on  bag  foxes. 

"  *  BAG   FOXES. 

«  '  To  the  Editor  of  BdVs  Life  in  London, 

"  *  Sir, — as  your  journal  is  a  sporting  one,  and  unquestionably  the  first 
in  the  kingdom,  I  am  very  sorry  frequently  to  see  in  it  accounts  of  runs 
with  bagged  foxes.  You,  sir,  who  are  so  well  acquainted  with  the  sports 
of  the  field,  must  know  what  a  very  difficult  thing  it  is  to  show  sport 
with  fox-hounds,  and  that  very  much  of  that  difficulty  arises  from  the 
almost  entire  impracticability  of  preserving  foxes,  occasioned  in  great 
measure  by  their  being  stolen  and  sold  to  hunters  of  bagged  foxes.  It 
matters  not  if  the  animal  is  turned  out  before  hounds  in  a  country  where 
no  regular  fox-hounds  are  kept,  the  crime  (in  a  sporting  sense)  and  the 
evil  done  are  always  the  same.  I  am  sure  you  will  acknowledge  that 
fox-hunting  is,  of  all  others,  the  noblest  of  English  sports,  and  cannot 
doubt  that  a  moment's  consideration  will  show  you,  that  your  publishing 
accounts  of  runs  with  bagged  foxes  is  giving  a  tacit,  approval  of  that 
practice  (I  will  not  term  it  sport).  Should  you,  upon  consideration, 
decline  publishing  accounts  of  any  more  of  these  runs,  you  will  have  the 
hearty  thanks  of  every  real  sportsman,  and  you  will  show  that  you  are 
determined  that  the  character  of  your  journal  shall  be  that  of  The 
i^poriUig  Chronicle  of  England, 

"  *  A  Fox-nuNTEB, 
"  '  BUT  NOT  A  Master  of  Houkds.* 

"  Waterbury  Turnpike. — 'Pikes  are  better  for  meetin'  at  than  publics. 
Ghibriel  Junks  began  screamin'  at  day-break ;  so  put  on  my  old  hat  and 
coat,  ditto  boots,  and  breeches. — Began  to  drop  just  as  we  left  kennel. 
Useful  bird  Junks,  to  be  sure, — no  pack  perfect  without  a  peacock ; — the 
most  'arden'd  minister  dirsn't  tax  a  peacock.  Beg'lar  down-pour  by  the 
time  we  got  to  the  'pike.  Duncan  Kevin's  screws  out  as  usual ;  and  a 
groom  in  twilled  fustian,  with  a  green  neckcloth,  and  a  cockade  in  his 
at,  leadin*  some  rips  up  and  down  the  road  for  soger  officers.  Home  at 
one — wet  as  water.    Paid  for  catchin'  my  oss  1#. 

"  Turtle  soup  day.  Boger  Swizzle  dined  and  got  glorious ; — says  the 
true  way  to  be  healthy  is  to  live  freely  and  well — ^Believes  he  has  cured 
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more  people  of  indigestion  than  any  man  goin*. — Thinks  Mello  a  cantin' 
humbug. — Wishes  he  could  ride,  that  he  might  hunt :  subscribes  twenty- 
five  guineas  to  the  'ounds  since  I  got  them — -payi  too, — Showed  him 
Mello's  letters. — Says  the  open  in  front  of  Sulphur  Wells  Hall  is  public 
property,  and  I  may  kick  up  whatever  row  I  like  upon  it. — Will  write  to 
Bowker  to  send  a  company  of  mountebanks  down  to  perform  there." 

Passing  over  some  intermediate  matter,  chiefly  about  horses  that 
people  sent  for  him  to  look  at,  believing  on  the  strength  of  his  lecture 
that  he  would  not  require  them  to  be  warranted — a  supposition  that  they 
found  themselves  mistaken  in,  we  come  to  the  following  entry  about  a 
gentleman  with  whom  we  shall  presently  have  the  pleasure  of  making  the 
leader  acquainted. 

"  Most  purlite  letter  from  a  gentleman  signin'  himself  Marmaduke 
Muleygrubs,  J.P.,  sayin'  that  being  a  country  gentleman,  and  anxious  to 
do  wot  is  right,  he  should  be  'appy  to  encourage  the  'unt,  and  would  be 
glad  if  I  would  fix  a  day  for  dinin'  at  Cockolorum  Hall,  and  let  the 
hounds  meet  before  it  the  next  mornin*." 

To  which  Mr.  Jorrocks  replied  as  follows : — 

"  M.F.H.  John  Jorrocks  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr.  Marmaduc 
Muleygrubs,  and  in  reply  to  his  purlite  favour  duly  received,  begs  to 
say  that  he  will  be  'appy  to  dine  and  sleep  at  Cockolorum  Hall  as  soon 
as  ever  his  other  'unting  arrangements  will  enable  him  to  meet  on 
that  side  of  the  country ;  and  that  with  regard  to  the  subscription  so 
'andsomely  promised  to  his  'ounds,  it  can  be  paid  either  to  his  credit  at 
Bullock  and  Hulker's  in  the  Strand,  or  to  the  M.F.H.'s  account  at 
Stumpey  and  Co.'s  here — 

"Handley  Cross  Spa, 
**  Diana  Lodge." 

The  few  next  days  disclose  no  feature  of  general  interest — found,  lost, 
killed,  lost,  found,  killed,  &c.,  being  the  burthen  of  the  journal,  so  we 
omit  them  altogether. 

"Letter  from  Bowker,  brimful  of  gratitude  for  the  loan  of  50Z." 
This  letter  being  pasted  into  the  journal,  we  give  the  greater  part  of  it, 
containing,  as  it  does,  some  further  particulars  of  Bowker's  badger- 
baiting  friend. 

"  You  will  be  sorry  to  hear,**  says  he  to  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  that  the 
Slender  is  found  guilty,  and  ordered  to  be  scragged  on  Monday  morning, 
for  though  they  have  not  found  the  exciseman,  the  jury  found  Billy 
guilty.  Poor  Slender !  I've  known  him  long,  and  safely  can  I  aver,  that 
a  nobler  fellow  never  breathed.  He  combined  many  callings :  bear  and 
badger-baiter,  dog-fancier,  which  has  been  unhandsomely  interpreted 
into  fancy  gentlemen  that  fancy  other  people's  dogs,  horse-slaughterer, 
private  distiller,  and  smasher.*  About  five  years  ago  he  was  nearly 
caught  at  the  latter  work.  Sitting,  as  'was  his  custom  always  in  an 
afternoon,*  at  a  public-house  in  the  Hampstead-Lane,  upon  *  his  secure 
hour,*  two  policemen  stole.  The  energetic  firmness  of  Billy *s  character 
was  manfully  displayed.     Seizing  a  handful  of  bank-notes,  which  he  had 

*  Coiner,  or  passer  of  forged  notes. 
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in  hla  pocket,  be  thnut  his  hand  into  the  fire,  and  held  them  there  until 
they  were  consumed.     The  flesli  peet'd  off  his  tiiigers. 

"He  once  had  a  turn  with  the  excisemen  before.  With  bis  intimates 
Bill;  hsd  no  deceit,  and  used  to  boast  that  there  iras  summut  running; 
under  hia  heaps  of  old  horse-bones  that  was  the  marroir  of  hia  existence. 
WeU,  the  Excise  strongly  suspecting  this,  sent  down  a  poue  eomitatn* 


to  Copenhagen'fields  to  bring  up  Billj's  body.  He  was  busy  with  a 
bunch  of  sporting  men  at  a  dog-fi}!bt  urben  Miss  Aberford  *  came  to  give 
tiie  ofhce.  Billy's  mind  was  soon  made  up.  Sending  nil  his  sporting 
fnends  into  the  house,  and  locking  tlie  doors,  be  uiimuzzletl  his  two 
beua  and  turned  them  loose  among  the  officers.     The  scramble  that 

*  BillT*!  daughter.    The  name  of  this  siosolar  man  was  Aberford. 
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ensued  beggars  description.  In  less  than  five  minutes  the  red-breasts  • — 
for  it  was  before  the  crusher  times — were  flown.  It  is  a  singular  fact  and 
says  much  for  the  influence  of  female  charms,  that  Mrs.  Aberford  could 
hold  and  fight  the  dogs  when  they  were  too  savage  for  Billy. 

"I  always  feared  Billy's  illegitimate  pursuits  would  lead  him  into 
trouble.  *  Master  Bowker,*  said  he  to  me  one  day,  *  Do  you  want  to  buy 
an  *oss  cheap  ? '  •  Where  did  you  get  him,  Billy  ? '  said  I.  *  Found him^ 
master,*  said  he.  '  As  I  was  coming  home  on  foot  from  Chiswick,  I  sees 
a  gig  and  'oss  a  standing  all  alone  in  Chiswick-Lane — says  I,  Billy,  my  boy, 
you  may  as  well  ride  as  walk — so  I  driv  it  home,  and  now  the  body  o*  the 
gig*8  in  the  black  ditch,  the  wheels  are  on  my  knacker-cart,  and  I've  hogged 
the  'os's  mane  and  cut  his  tail,  so  that  his  own  master  wouldn't  know  him.' 

"  Altogether,  Billy  has  been  a  queer  one,  but  still  hangin's  a  hard 
matter,  especially  as  they  have  not  found  the  exciseman.  Billy  may  now 
sport  his  own  joke  to  Jack  Ketch,  of  '  Live  and  let  live,  as  the  criminal 
said  to  the  hangman.' 

"  Your  second  letter  about  the  mountebanks  is  just  received — strange, 
that  I  should  be  writing  about  rope-dancing  just  as  it  came.  I'll  see 
what  I  can  do  about  sending  you  a  troop.  We  of  the  sock  and 
buskin  do  not  call  them  companies.  I  rather  think  Polito  is  down  in 
yoiur  part  of  England,  perhaps  his  wild  beasts  would  answer  as  well ; — 
beef-eaters,  tambourine,  &c.,  would  make  a  grand  row  before  Sanctity 
Hall.  Mello  wants  flooring.  I'll  send  him  a  broken  dish  by  this  post, 
requesting  his  acceptance  of  a  piece  of  plate  from  his  London  patients. 
A  basket  of  cats  by  coach  would  be  a  nice  present,  labelled  '  game.* 
"  Your  much  obliged  and  very  humble  servant, 

"Wm.  Bowkeb." 

The  following  seems  to  have  been  a  good  run ;  we  take  it  verbatim 
from  the  journal,  omitting  some  matters  of  no  interest : — 

"  Candid  Pigg. — Went  with  the  'ounds  for  fear  of  accidents.  Large 
field,  and  many  strangers.  Lots  o'  farmers.  Mr.  Yarnley  in  a  yellow 
gig.  Told  us  to  draw  his  withey  bed  first.  Trotted  down  to  it,  and  no 
sooner  were  the  'ounds  in  than  out  went  Reynard  at  the  low  end.  Sich  a 
fine  chap !  Bright  ruddy  coat,  with  a  well-tagged  brush.  One  whisk  of 
his  brush,  and  away  he  went !  Pigg  flew  a  double  flight  of  oak  rails,  and 
Bin  began  to  cry  as  soon  as  ever  he  saw  them.  'Ounds  got  well  away, 
and  settled  to  the  scent  without  interruption.  Away  for  Frampton  End, 
and  on  to  Pippen  Hall,  past  Willerton  Brake,  and  up  to  Snapperton 
Wood.  Here  a  check  let  in  the  roadsters;  it  was  but  momentary. 
Through  the  wood  and  away  for  Lutterworth  Bank.  Earths  open,  but 
Eeynard  didn't  know  them,  or  hadn't  time  to  try  them — headed  about  a 
mile  to  the  north  of  Lutterworth  Spinney  by  people  at  a  foot-ball  match, 
and  turned  as  if  for  HoUington  Dean,  taking  over  the  large  grass 
enclosures  between  that  and  Eeeve's  Mill,  bringing  the  deep  race  into  the 
line.  Pigg  blobbed  in  and  out  like  a  water-rat ;  out  on  the  right  side 
too.  Barnington  went  over  head,  and  his  'oss  came  out  on  one  side,  and 
he  on  t'other.     Stobb's  little  Yorkshire  nag  cleared  it  in  his  stride ;  and 

*  The  Bow  Street  officers  of  former  days  wore  red  waistcoats. 
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Captain  Shortflat  went  in  and  came  out  with  a  cart-load  of  water-cress 
on  his  back ;  lost  his  hat  too.  Duncan  Nevin  piloted  his  pupils  down  to 
the  bridge,  followed  by  the  rest  of  the  field.  Fox  had  run  the  margin  of 
the  race,  and  we  nicked  the  'ounds  just  at  the  bridge.  Man  on  Stoke  Hill 
holloa' d,  and  Pigg  lifted  his  'ounds,  the  scent  bein'  weak  from  the  water.  ^ 
Viewed  the  fox  stealin'  down  to  the  walley  below,  and  Pigg  capped  them  on ' 
and  ran  into  the  varmint  in  Tew  Great  Fields,  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of 
Staveston  Wood.  Finest  run  wot  ever  was  seen  !  Time,  one  hour  and 
twenty-five  minutes,  with  only  one  check.  Distance,  from  pin't  to  pin't, 
twelve  miles.  As  they  ran,  from  fifteen  to  twenty.  Many  'osses  tired. 
Pigg  rode  young  May's  'oss.  Young  Hyson,  and  went  well — worth  his 
80/.  I  think ; — shall  ax  60/.  at  the  end  of  the  season.  Bamingtou  got 
up  before  the  worry,  wet,  but  quite  'appy.  Felt  somethin'  movin*  in  his 
pocket ;  put  in  his  hand  and  pulled  out  a  pike !  Fishin'  as  well  as 
unting.    Paid  for  catchin'  my  'oss  twice  two  shillings. 

"  Grumble  Comer, — Drew  the  gorse  blank,  then  to  Finmere  Diggin's, 
crossin'  two  or  three  turnip  fields  in  our  line.  All  blank ;  smelt  weny 
strong  of  a  trap.  Barrack  Wood.  Found  immediately.  Away  for 
Newtimber  Forest ;  but  headed  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  by  coursers. 
Field  rather  too  forrard,  or  Pigg  rather  too  backward,  havin'  got 
bogged  comin'  out  of  cover.  Came  up  in  a  desperate  rage,  grinnin'  and 
swearin'  as  he  went.  Bamingtou  in  front,  swore  at  him  just  as  he  would 
at  a  three-punder.  The  idea  of  swearin'  at  a  gen'l'man  wot  gives  50/.  a 
year  to  the  'ounds  I  Made  uothin'  more  of  the  fox.  Came  on  rain,  and 
give  in  at  two.  Lectored  Pigg  for  swearin'  at  a  large  payin'  subscriber. 
Paid  for  catchin'  my  'oss  6rf." 

The  following  bunch  of  anathemas  seem  to  have  been  produced  by 
Mr.  Jorrocks  being  brought  up  short  by  a  double  ditch,  with  a  fence 
most  unjustifiably  mended  with  old  wire-rope,  whereby  our  energetic 
master  lost  another  of  the  "  finest  runs  wotever  was  seen,"  from  Screecher 
Gorse  to  earth  at  Sandford  Banks — time  and  distance,  anything  that 
anybody  liked  to  call  it  I 

Con — found  all  farmers  say  I,  wot  deal  in  double  ditches  ! 

Con — found  all  farmers  say  I,  wot  mend  their  fences  with  old  wirc-ropc ! 

Con — found  all  farmers  say  I,  wot  don't  keep  their  gates  in  good  order  1 

Con — found  all  farmers  say  I,  wot  are  unaccommodatin'  about  gaps ! 

Con — found  all  farmers  say  I,  wot  arn't  flatter'd  by  *avin*  their  fields 
ridden  over ! 

Con — found  all  farmers  say  I,  wot  grumble  at  the  price  o'  grain,  and 
then  plough  out  their  grass  I 

Con — ^found  all  farmers  say  I,  wot  hobject  to  *avin'  a  litter  of  foxes 
billeted  upon  them  I 

Con — found  all  fanners  say  I,  wot  hobject  to  walkin'  the  M.F.H.  a  pup  I 

Con — found  all  farmers  say  I,  wot  don't  keep  their  stock  at  'ome,  when 
the  'ounds  are  out ! 

Con — found  all  farmers  say  I,  wot  let  their  'erds  keep  a  cur ! 

Con — ^found  all  fanners  say  I,  wot  'aven't  a  round  o'  beef  or  a  cold 
pork  pie  to  pull  out,  when  the  'ounds  pass  1 

Con — found  all  farmers  say  I,  wot  'aven't  a  tap  of  good  "  October"  tQ 
wash  them  down  with, 

u  2 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

THE  WOELD  TUENED   UPSIDE  DOWN   DAY. 

"Was  that  the  vind,  or  a  dream  P  **  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  starting 
oat  of  his  sleep  at  something  like  thunder  over-head — rumble,  rumble, 
tumble,  went  a  stack  of  chimneys,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  on  the  floor  in 
as  instant.  Blast  went  the  wind,  arid  in  came  his  window — "  Vot  next  P 
as  the  frog  said  when  his  tail  dropped  o£f,'*  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
wondering  what  was  going  to  happen^-over  went  the  looking-glass,  which 
was  dashed  to  atoms,  two  five-pound  notes  were  whisked  about  the  room, 
and  the  clothes-horse  came  clattering  among  the  jugs. 

"  It's  a  c(mfounded  wind,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  running  after  the  flve- 
pottsd  notes,  "  wonder  wot's  the  meanin'  of  it  all — fear  th'  'ounds  will  be 
werry  wild,"  recollecting  that  they  were  to  meet  at  the  "  World  Turned 
Upside  Do^vn,"  on  the  Hookem-Snivey  road. 

It  was  a  terrific  morning — the  wind  blew  a  perfect  hurricane — chimneys 
were  toppling  and  tumbling,  slates  falling,  tiles  breaking,  and  here  and 
there  whole  roofs  taking  flight — family  washings  were  whisked  away,-  or 
torn  to  tatters  on  the  drying  lines — children  were  lifted  off  their  legs, 
and  grown-up  people  knocked  against  each  other  at  the  comers  of  the 
streets. 

*'  This  is  summut  new  at  all  ewents,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing  a  large 
laurel  torn  up  by  the  roots  in  the  garden,  "  that  tree  never  had  such  a 
hike  afore  in  its  life,"  and  as  he  looked,  the  back-door  flew  open  with  a 
crash  that  split  it  from  top  to  bottom. 

"  Wish  there  mayn't  be  mischief,**  said  he,  huddling  on  his  dressing- 
gown  and  running  down-stairs,  recollecting  there  was  something  about 
*Tepaii's  in  his  agreement.  Here  he  found  the  soot  covering  the  drawing- 
room  carpet,  and  the  kitchen  floor  strewed  with  bricks  and  mortar — "  Oh 
dear!  oh  dear,**  exclaimed  he,  "here*s  a  terrible  disaster,  five  punds 
worth  of  damage  at  least,  and,  ord  rot  it !  there's  my  Jerry  Hawkins  mug 
broke :  **  gathering  the  fragments  of  a  jug  representing  that  renowned 
Gloucestershire  sportsman. 

The  wind  was  cuttingly  keen,  and  swept  up  and  down  with  unre- 
strained freedoni.  There  was  not  a  fire  lighted,  and  the  whole  place 
smelt  of  soot,  and  was  the  picture  of  misery. 

"  Shall  never  get  to  the  World  Turned  Upside  Down  to-day,**  said 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing  the  scene  of  desolation,  and  wishing  what  he  saw 
might  be  the  extent  of  the  mischief.  "  Pity  to  lose  a  day  too,**  added 
he,  thinking  it  might  only  be  a  squall. 

He  now  sought  the  refuge  of  the  parlour,  but  oh !  what  greeted  him 
there ! — the  window  wide  open — chairs  huddled  in  the  centre  of  the 
:  room,  the  table  in  the  comer,  and  Betsey  with  up-tumed  gown,  scmbbing 
away  at  the  grate. 


OR^   UR.  JORROCXS'S  HUNT.  293 

"  Now  blast  it,  Batsay,"  roared  I^Ir.  Jorrocks,  as  a  gust  of  wind  swept 
a  row  of  china  off  a  chiffonier,  "  Now  blast  it  Batsay,  vot  in  the  name  of 
all  that's  hugly  are  you  arter  now  ?  ** 

"  Only  polishing  the  grate !  "  exclaimed  Betsey,  astonished  at  seeing 
her  master  walking  about  in  his  night-cap  and  dressing-gown. 

'*  But  vot  in  the  name  o*  badness  are  you  workin'  with  the.  winder 
open  for?" 

**  To  air  the  house,  to  be  sure  1  **  replied  Betsey,  tartly. 

"  Hair  the  'ouse  1 "  screamed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  whisking  his  dressing- 
gown  round  as  he  spoke ;  "  Hair  the  'ouse,  it's  hairy  enough  already  !: — 
ord  rot  it  I  you  'ousmaids  have  no  sort  o'  compassion  about  you — tho 
colder  the  day,  the  hairier  you  are.  I  See  vot  you've  done  nowt 
Belinda's  pet-lambs,  your  misses's  Cupid,  and  my  model  of  the  Saracen's 
'  £a(f  on  Snow  '111,  all  dashed  to  spinnage  1  .  Enough  to  make  the  Hardi- 
bishop  o'  York  swear!"  saying  which,  Mr.  Jorrocks  whisked  his 
dressing-gown  the  reverse  way,  and  bounced  out  of  the  room,  lest  he  might 
be  tempted  into  the  indiscretion  of  an  oath. 

Our  master  ran  up-stairs,  but  little  consolation  greeted  him  there. 
His  dressing-table  was  covered  with  blacks — his  looking-glass  was  on 
the  swing — his  soap  was  reduced  to  a  wafer — there  was  nothing  but 
cold  water  to  shave  with,  and  his  beard  being  at  all  times  rather  untrac- 
table,  rough  enough  to  light  a  lucifer  match  upon,  he  inflicted  sundry 
little  gashes  on  his  chin,  as  he  jagged  a  blunt  razor  over  the  stubborn 
stubble ;  altogether  his  toilette  was  performed  under  most  discouraging 
disheartening  circumstances.  Still  he  dressed  for  hunting,  the  hounds 
being  advertised,  and  there  being  a  possibility  of  the*  wind  lulling. 

Batsay  had  got  the  parlour  '*  haired "  before  he  made  Ids  second 
Appearance,  but  she  had  had  to  borrow  a  neighbour's  kettle,  and  was 
making  some  toast  in  the  room  when  he  entered.  The  wind  having 
abated,  Mr.  Jorrocks  thought  he  might  as  well  make  up  with  her,  as  a 
sort  of  peace-offering  to  ^olus. 

"Now,  Batsay,"  said  he,  in  a  mild  agreeable  tone,  "  I've  never  had 
"cause  to  find  fault  with  you  afore,  but  really  on  a  vindy  day  like  this,  it 
4oes  seem  rayther  unkind  lettin'  old  Boreas  take  the  run  o'  the  'ouse 

in " 

.    "It  toam't  old  Borus," replied  Betsey,  colouring  brightly. 

"Oh,  dash  my  vig !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  hurrying  out,  "that 
confounded  young  carpenter's  been  here  again  1  That's  the  way  they 
hair  one's  'ouse." 

Whiah — WhaS'S'sh — hlaah — roar  went  the  wind,  as  Mr.  Jorrocks  left 
the  room. 


Stobbs  wouldn't  get  up,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  got  through  breakfast  alone 
under  very  chilly  disheartening  uncomfortable  circumstances.  The 
kettle  had  only  half-boiled,  and  the  tea  was  little  better  than  water — 
.blacks  floated  on  the  cream,  and  the  butter  was  similarly  ornamented — 
the  eggs  were  cold  in  the  middle,  and  the  sausages  oidy  done  on  one  side, 
added  to  which,  the  baker's  oven  was  blown  down,  and  there  was  nothing 
but  stale  rolls ;  altogether,  it  waa  a  very  sorry  affair.     "  Well,  better  luck 
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next  time,'*  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  himself,  hurrying  away  from  the  scene 
of  discomfort. 

♦  ♦♦♦•♦♦ 

"  Can  we  'unt,  think  you,  Pigg  ?  "  inquired  he  of  James,  who  he  found 
turning  the  horses  round  in  their  stalls,  preparing  for  a  start. 

JPigg. — "Teas,  ar  should  think  we  may,  towards  noon;  the  wind's 
uncommon  kittle  now,  though, — maist  had  mar  head  smashed  with  a  pan« 
tile  comin*  past  ard  Tommy  Trotter's  Biar." 

•*  It's  werry  cold,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  thumping  his  right  hand 
across  his  chest.  '*Now,  Binjimin, wot's  'appened  to  you?"  looking  at 
the  boy  all  bathed  in  tears. 

•*  So-O'O  coldy^  drawled  the  boy. 

•*  Cold  I  you  little  warmint !  "  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks  briskly ;  "  wot 
business  have  ytm  to  be  cold  ? — Think  o'  ginger.  I'm  froggy  myseu,  but 
I  doesn't  cry  I     Think  o'  ginger,  I  say." 

The  boy  still  went  on  blubbering,  wiping  his  eyes  with  the  back  of  his 
hands,  imparting  a  little  of  their  dirt  to  his  face. 

It  was  ten  o'dock  before  they  got  started,  and  the  wind  still  blew  with 
unabated  fury.  Pigg  and  Benjamin  turned  their  cap's  peak  backwards, 
and  Mr.  Jorrocks  shortened  his  string  two  holes.  The  hounds  set  up 
their  backs,  and  the  horses  shied  at  every  thing  they  came  near, — indeed, 
they  were  not  wholly  without  excuse,  for  the  broken  and  uprooted  trees, 
the  prostrate  walls,  demolished  bams,  and  flying  stacks,  they  encountered 
in  their  progress,  were  enough  to  startle  less  observing  animals  than  they 
•re.  Here  was  half  an  ebn  tree  rolling  about  the  country — ^there  a 
thrashing-machine  lifted  to  the  skies.  Our  party  made  slow  progress  in 
their  journey.  The  wind  veered  about,  now  catching  their  coats,  now  taking 
them  in  the  rear,  and  now  nearly  blowing  them  over  their  horses  tails. 
The  hounds,  too,  took  advantage  of  the  scrinmiage ;  some  cut  away  home, 
while  others  hung  back,  or  hurried  before  the  horsemen.  Had  Mr.  Jorrocks 
guessed  it  was  any  thing  but  a  high  wind,  he  would  never  have  gone. 

There  were  few  people  astir,  and  the  Borrowdale  Turnpike-gate  was 
still  shut,  "  Gate  I  gate !  gate  !  '*  roared  Pigg.  "  Gate  !  gate  I  gate  I  " 
shouted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  but  the  wind  scattered  their  voices  in  all  direc- 
tions. They  were  kept  there  for  ten  minutes  at  least,  when  Mr.  Jorrocks 
had  recourse  to  his  horn,  and  gave  it  a  twang  that  brought  Tom  Take- 
ticket  out  in  a  huny. 

"Bliss  my  heart!"  exclaimed  he;  "is  it  you,  Mr.  Jorrocks? — I 
thought  it  was  the  mail.  Sure-/i«  you  am't  goin'  to  hunt  such  a  momin' 
as  this?" 

"  But  I  am,"  replied  Mr*.  Jorrocks ;  "  and  I'll  thank  you  to  hopen  the 
0ite. — Kept  me  here  quite  long  enough. — Got  to  meet  at  the  World 
Turned  Hupside  Down,  and  been  bellerin'  here  for  *alf  an  hour  and  more. 
Here,  take  your  pay ;  I  ham't  got  no  copper,  but  there  are  three  postage- 
stamps  instead." 

Having  got  his  stamps,  Tom  turned  the  key  in  the  lock,  and  a  blast 
blew  the  gate  against  the  post  with  a  crash  that  shivered  it  to  splinters. — 
The  party  then  jogged  on. 


The  "  World  Turned  Upside  Down  "  was  one  of  those  quiet  way-side 
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inns  out  of  whose  sails  the  march  of  railroads  has  taken  the  wind.  It  was 
a  substantial  old  stone  mansion,  standing  a  little  off  the  road,  approached 
by  a  drive  round  a  neatly  cultivated  oval-shaped  garden,  where,  amid 
well-rolled  gravel  walks,  and  fantastically  cut  yews,  swung  a  blue  and  gold 
sign  bearing  its  name — "The  World  Turned  Upside  Down."  A 
dustering  vine  covered  one  end  of  the  house,  and  reached  nearly  up  to  the 
latticed  windows  in  the  stone  roof,  wliile  luxuriant  Irish  ivy  crept  up  to 
the  very  chimney-pots  on  the  other;  rose-bushes  and  creepers  were 
trained  upon  trellises  in  front,  and  altogether  it  was  as  pretty  an  auberge 
as  any  in  the  land. 

It  was  a  posting-house,  though  not  exactly  a  first-rate  one,  inasmuch  as 
the  stage  on  either  side  was  short,  and  four-horse  people  generally  went 
through ;  but  it  was  a  favourite  resort  for  newly-married  couples,  and 
was  equally  esteemed  by  stage-coachmen,  who  always  made  an  excuse  for 
pulling  up  at  its  honey  suckled  porch.  Its  charges  too  were  quite  within 
comfortable  compass,  and  one  set  of  visitors  recommended  another  set, 
instead  of  flying  to  the  columns  of  the  ** Times**  for  consolation  under 
the  infliction  of  spurious,  unrequired  wax,  and  other  enormities.  Vene- 
rable elms  sheltered  the  ends  of  the  house,  and  the  side  from  the  road 
opened  into  a  spacious  garden  overlooking  rich  meadows,  sloping  away  to 
a  smoothly  gliding  stream,  while  distant  hills  closed  the  scene  in  circling 
greyness  of  romantic  form. 

That  was  its  summer  aspect.  On  this  eventfid  day  things  wore  a 
different  garb.  As  the  hounds  approached.  Flash  Jim*s  swell  Talliho 
coach  was  seen  resting  against  the  bank,  while  the  purple  stream  of  life 
was  fast  flowing  from  a  dying  horse.  The  huge  elms  at  the  east  end  of  the 
house  were  all  uprooted,  while  one  on  the  west  had  fallen  with-destructive 
crash  upon  the  house,  bearing  down  a  whole  stack  of  chimneys,  and 
stripping  the  ivy  off  the  wall. 

The  blue  and  gold  sign  creaked  and  flapped  in  the  wind,  while  the 
pride  of  the  road,  a  yew-tree  equestrian,  was  torn  up  by  the  roots,  and 
dashed  against  the  railing  beyond. 

"  Bliss  my  'eart !  '*  exclaimed  Jorrocks,  eyeing  the  fallen  horseman, 
**ihat*a  too  bad!  Those  great  helms  I  wouldn't  care  about,  but  to  ruin- 
such  a  triumph  of  the  h'art  is  too  bad — cruel  in  the  extreme.**  A  cutting 
aleet  came  on,  and  a  passer-by  put  up  an  umbrella,  which  was  immedi- 
ately turned  inside  out,  and  carried  over  the  house-top.  Mr.  Jorrocks's 
horse  swerved,  and  nearly  capsized  him. 

"Let's  get  shelter,'*  said  he,  making  for  the  yard,  "or  ther'll  be 
mischief,  I'm  blow*d  if  there  won't.*' 

"Mine  host,'*  Jemmy  Lush,  or  the  "Old  World," — ^as  he  was  familiarly 
termed — was  almost  frantic.  He,  poor  man,  had  retired  to  rest  early, 
and  almost  the  last  thing  he  did,  was  to  arrange  some  twigs  in  the  yew- 
tree  horse-tail,  and  train  a  couple  of  shoots  at  the  rider's  heels  for  spurs. 
For  twenty  years  the  Old  World  had  loved  and  nursed  that  tree ;  it  was 
the  pride  of  the  country  !  Not  a  stage-coachman  passed,  but  jerked  his 
elbow  at  it;  and  its  image  was  engraven  on  the  minds  of  hundreds  of 
husbands  and  wives,  now  cultivating  little  olive-branches  of  their  own, 
who  had  admired  its  symmetry  in  connexion  with  each  other. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Jorrocks  I  '*  exclaimed  Jemmy,  waddling  out  of  the  house  in 
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his  ^lirt-sleeves,  his  tapster's  apron  flying  np  to  his  bottle  nose,  displajing 
the  substantial  form  of  his  garterless  legs,  and  his  breeches  open  at  the 
knee  ;  "  Oh,  Mr.  Jorrocks,  I'm  ruined,  sir  ! — Vm  ruined  ! — /'«  lo9i  imy 
biui  !  "  and  the  poor  man  put  his  hand  before  his  eyes  to  avert  the  sad 
calamity. 

"  Never  mind,  old  cock !  "  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  cheeringly  grasping  his 
hand  ns  he  spoke,  '*  phint  another,  and  I'll  warrant  you'll  see  it  grow." 

'*  Never !  never  !  "  responded  the  Old  World,  sobbing  as  he  spoke. 

".That  mau  and  hoss "  and  here  his  feelings  choked  his  utterance. 

He  would  have  said  that  iVIrs.  Jemmy  and  he  planted  it  on  their  wedding- 
day,  and  had  long  regarded  it  as  their  first-born. 

The  wind  blew,  the  hail  beat,  the  trees  creaked,  and  seemed  inclined  to 
follow  their  leaders,  and  our  party,  half  benumbed,  gladly  sought  the 
shelter  of  the  Old  World's  barn.  The  poor  hounds  shivered,  as  if  in  the 
hist  stage  of  distemper;  and  the  horses'  coats  stared  like  Friesland 
hens'  feathers. 

"  Surely  no  man  in  his  senses  will  come  to  'unt  such  a  day  as  this," 
observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  slackening  his  horse's  girths  as  he  spoke ;  *'  would 
deserve  to  have  a  commission  of  lunacy  taken  out  again  him  for  his 
pains  if  he  did." 

Leaving  Benjamin  in  the  barn,  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  Pigg  sought  the 
shelter  of  the  house.  The  wind  had  stove  in  the  back  door,  and  a 
venerable  elm  was  prostrate  before  it.  Scrambling  through  the  branches, 
they  at  length  gained  admission,  but  the  inside  was  almost  as  cheerless  as 
the  out.  No  fire — no  singing  kettle,  for  hot  stopping,  as  was  wont,  and 
the  elder  wine-bottle  remained  in  the  cupboard.  Bricks,  soot,  lime,  dust, 
and  broken  furniture,  strewed  the  house,  and  the  **  little  Worlds"  were 
huddled  together  in  a  corner,  not  knowing  whether  to  be  frightened  or 
pleased. 

The  **  Old  World  "  had  thrown  himself  into  an  easy  chair  in  the 
parlour,  having  taken  the  precaution  of  wrapping  his  wife's  red  petticoat 
about  his  shoulders  to  prevent  his  catching  cold.  **I  shall  never  get  over 
it,"  exclaimed  he,  as  Mr.  Jorrocks  entered,  whip  in  hand :  "  ruined, 
sir ! — beggared ! — nothing  left  for  me  but  the  onion — the  bastille  I " 

"  Vy  the  vind  has  certain^/f  paid  you  a  hawful  wisit,"  observed  Mr. 
Jorrocks,  looking  at  the  trees  lying  across  each  other  outside ;  **  but  it 
would  have  been  worser  if  it  had  broke  them." 

*'0h,  it's  not  them  I  cares  about,"  exclaimed  Jemmy,  pulling  the 
petticoat  about  his  ears  ;  ^^  it's  not  them,  nor  the  great  oak  at  the  bottom 
of  the  field — kept  the  sun  off  the  grass ;  those  are  my  landlord's.  It's 
my  bush  I'm  bad  about ;  "  and  thereupon  he  pulled  the  petticoat  up  to 
his  bottle  nose,  and  burst  into  tears. 

'  "  What  ails  the  cull  man  ?  "  inquired  Pigg,  with  a  fine  stream  of 
tobacco,  all  clotted  with  dust,  running  from  his  mouth. 

**  It's  his  beautiful  bush,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  in  a  whisper.  ** Didn't 
you  see  that  the  yew-tree  'oss  and  rider  were  torn  up  by  the  roots  ?  The 
Old  World  loved  that  bush." 

Pigg. — "  Ord  sink  I  what's  the  use  o'  blubberin'  about  that  ?  there  are 

plgtttJC^'  bushes  left.     There  be  twe  fine  hollins,  he  may  cut  into  what  he 

T^tiowers,  steeples,  or  ought];  "  saying  which,  Pigg  left  the  room. 
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**  Come,  cheer  op,  old  buoy,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  soothihglj,  "  and  let's 
have  a  drop  o'  comfort.  I  declare  I'm  perfectly  perished.  Letls  have 
bottoms  of  brandy.     'Ot  with '* 

At  the  word  brandy,  the  Old  World  brightened  up.  He  dived  into 
his  apron  pocket,  and  ringing  the  bell,  ordered  his  misses  to  bring  glasses 
and  the  bottle. 

Drink  brings  comfort  to  some  minds,  and  Jemmy  Lush's  mind  was  of 
that  description.  With  the  first  glass  he  said  little ;  the  second,  not  much 
more,  but  the  petticoat  began  to  droop  from  his  ears ;  and  at  the  third,  he 
had  it  upon  his  shoulders. 

'*  It*s  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody  good,"  at  length  observed  he, 
with  a  sigh.  *'  That  great  oak  at  the  bottom  of  my  meadow  has  been  an 
eye-sore  to  me  these  twenty  years.  Its  great  ugly  branches  covered  half 
an  acre  of  land,  and  our  squire  never  would  have  it  lopped  or  cut  down. 
Said  he,  *  There's  the  finest  view  in  the  country  from  it — ^you  see  the 
river,  and  the  ruins  of  the  abbey,  and  the  Qayhurst  hills  in  the  distance,' 
and  I  don't  know  what ;  the  silly  man  forgetting,  all  the  time,  that  he 
would  see  just  the  same  things  whether  the  tree  was  therefor  not;  and  it 
spoiled  as  much  grass  as  would  have  kept  me  a  calf." 

"  Great  humbrageous  beggar  !  "  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  adding,  "  I 
s'pose  the  tree  would  be  worth  sumraut  ?  " 

"  No  doubt,"  replied  Jemmy.  "  But  nothing  like  so  valuable  as  my 
bush ; "  and  thereupon  he  heaved  a  sigh,  and  pulled  the  petticoat  about 
his  ears. 

Just  then  a  man  passed  the  window,  with  a  couple  of  horses,  and 
Mr.  Jorrocks  ran  to  look  at  him.  He  was  dressed  in  a  very  old  hat,  with 
a  new  cockade  in  it,  a  faded  green  neckcloth,  a  stained  red  waistcoat, 
a  fustian  frock  and  trousers,  with  thick  shoes  and  worsted  stockings,  and 
wore  moustachios.  He  rode  a  weedy  chesnut,  and  led  an  unhappy- 
looking  grey,  the  latter  decorated  with  a  running  martingale  and  a  nose- 
band, and  sundry  rings  and  contrivances. 

"  Whose  be  those  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  great  importance. 

"  Captain  Smith  and  Lieutenant  Brown,"  replied  the  soldier-groom 
saluting  him. 

"  Foot-captins,  I  presume  ?  "  replied  our  master,  looking  at  their  horses. 

"  Grenadier  company,"  replied  the  man. 

"  It's  all  the  same  to  me,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks.  "  They  don't  expect 
I'm  agoin'  to  'unt  sich  a  day  as  this — do  they  P  " 

" Don't  know,"  replied  the  man;  "got  my  orders  last  night,  and  in 
course  I  came  on." 

"  Then  you'd  better  cut  away  and  meet  them,  and  say  that  unless  good 
payin*  subscribers,  to  the  amount  of  thirty  pounds,  cast  up,  I  shallnt' 
cast  off;*'  adding,  as  he  wheeled  about,  **  Don't  think  any  man  with 
thirty  pence  he  could  call  his  own  would  turn  out  such  a  day  as  this." 

Mr.  Jorrocks  returned  to  the  parlour,  and  was  beginning  a  dissertation 
upon  hunting,  when  Pigg  entered  the  room,  with  a  spade  over  his 
shoulder,  and  addressed  Jemmy  Lush  with — 

**  Now  gan  and  water  your  buss  with  your  tears,  'ars  gettin*  it  oop  again." 

"  No  I  "  exclaimed  Jemmy,  running  to  the  window ;  sure  enough  it  was 
up,  and  two  horse-keepers  were  busy  securing  it  with  ropes  and  strong  posts. 
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Jemmy  Lnsli  was  hslf-fi'antic.  He  tbreir  the  petticoat  into  the 
eorner,  and  ran  to  tlie  garden  to  embrace  hii  old  friend.  Little  mischief 
had  ensued  from  its  excursion.  The  rider's  hat  had  got  a  cast  on  one 
aide,  and  the  bit  of  the  horse's  bridle  was  broken ;  but  there  was  nothing 
that  Jemmy's  fatherly  care  would  not  easily  rectify. 

Great  was  Jemmy's  gmtitude.  He  placed  all  tbe  cold  meat  in  his 
lotder  at  Figg's  disposal,  and  as  the  storm  abated  and  the  party  were 
ibout  to  set  off,  he  insisted  upon  putting  a  battle  of  brandy  into  each  of 
K^'a  poidxts.  One  of  them,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  was  broken  on  its 
jonrney  home,  by  bumping  against  the  bacic  of  his  saddle. 

The  "  Paul  Pry  "  of  that  week  contained  a  long  list  of  damage  and 
disasters,  and  Ur.  Jorrocks  learnt  from  the  heading  of  the  artide  that  he 
had  been  out  in  a  "  terrible  hurricane." 

In  his  mem.  of  the  day's  doings  in  his  Jonrnsl,  he  adds  this  pasaago 
from  his  friend  Beckford : — 

"  Take  not  out  your  'ounds  on  a  werry  windy  day." 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

MB.   MABMADUKE  MULETGBUBS. 

TowABDS  the  close  of  a  winter's  day,  a  dirty  old  dog-cart,  with 
*'JoHN  JoBBOCKS,  M.F.H."  painted  up  behind,  whisked  from  the 
turnpike  up  the  well-laurelled  drive  of  Cockolorum  Hall. 

The  hounds  were  to  meet  there  in  the  morning,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  had 
written  to  apprise  his  unknown  host  of  his  coming.  Being  rather  lata, 
and  having  a  hack,  Mr.  Jorrocks  had  driven  a  turn  faster  than  usual,  and 
as  he  cut  along  the  sound  drive,  the  Hall  was  soon  before  him. 

It  had  originally  been  a  large  red-fronted  farm-house,  converted  by  a 
second  owner  into  a  villa !  increased  by  a  third  into  a  hall ;  while  under 
the  auspices  of  its  present  more  aspiring  master  it  was  fast  assuming  the 
appearance  of  a  castle.  Massive  stone  towers,  with  loop-holed  battle- 
ments, guarded  the  comers — imitation  guns  peered  through  a  heavy  iron 
palisade  along  the  top— while  a  stone  porch,  with  massive  black  nailed 
folding  oak  doors,  stood  out  from  the  red  walls  of  the  centre.  A  richly- 
emblazoned  flag,  containing  the  quarterings  of  many  families,  floated  from 
the  roof. 

Mr.  Marmaduke  Muleygrubs  had  been  a  great  stay-maker  on  Ludgate 
Hill,  and,  in  addition  to  his  own  earnings  (by  no  means  inconsiderable), 
had  inherited  a  large  fortune  from  a  great  drysalting  unde  in  Bermondsey. 
On  getting  this  he  cut  the  shop,  bought  Cockolorum  Hall,  and  having 
been  a  rampant  Badical  in  the  City,  was  rewarded  by  a  J.  P.-ship  in  the 
ocmntry.  Mr.  Jorrocks  knew  all  about  him,  though  Mr.  Muleygrubs  did 
not  know  he  did. 

'*  Quite  genteel,  I  declare,**  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing  the  mansion  as 
lie  pulled  up  at  the  door,  and  clambered  down  his  vehicle  to  give  the 
massive  bronze  helmet-handled  bell  a  pull.  "  Perfect  castle,**  added  he ; 
**  'opes  I  shalln't  get  soused,"  recollecting  his  last  adventure  in  one. 

The  spacious  folding-doors  were  presently  opened  by  an  ill-shaped, 
dumsy-looking  youth,  in  a  gorgeous  suit  of  state  livery,  and  a  starched 
neck-doth,  so  broad  and  so  stiff  as  perfectly  to  pillorise  him.  A  quantity 
of  flour  concealed  the  natural  colour  of  his  wild  matted  hair,  while  the 
ruddiness  of  a  healthy  complexion  was  heightened  by  a  bright  orange- 
edoored  coat,  with  a  white  worsted  shoulder-knot  dangling  at  the  side. 
His  waistcoat  was  a  broad  blue  and  white  stripe,  breeches  of  scarlet 
plush,  and  white  silk  stockings,  rather  the  worse  for  wear,  as  appeared  by 
the  darning  up  the  calf;  stoutish  shoes,  With  leather  strings,  completed 
the  costume  of  this  figure  footman. 

•*  Now,  young  man ! "  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  in  his  usual  free-and-easy 
way,  ''  Now,  young  man !  jest  stand  by  my  nag  while  I  takes  out  my 
traps,  for  I  harn*t  brought  no  grum.— ^See,  now,"  continued  he,  pulling 
out  the  gig-seat,  "  put  that  i'  my  bed-room,  and  jest  give  them  *ere  tops 
a  rub  over  for  the  momin',"  producing  a  pair  of  mud-stained  boots  that 
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he  bod  worn  the  last  day's  hunting ;  ''  it  wem't  no  use  bringin'  a  clean 
pair,"  observed  he,  half  to  himself  and  half  to  the  servant,  *'  for  they'd 
a'  got  crumpled  i'  the  comin'  and  those  won't  take  no  more  cleanin'. 
Now,  Where's  the  stable?  Love  me,  love  mj  'oss,"  continued  he, 
adjusting  the  reins  in  the  territs,  and  preparing  to  lead  round. 

'*  That  way,"  said  sti£f-neck,  extending  his  left  arm  like  the  wand  of  a 
telegraph,  as  he  stopd  with  the  dirty  top-boots  in  the  other,  saying  which 
he  wh^ded  about,  and  re-entered  the  house,  leaving  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  find 
his  way  as  he  could. 

"Ah,  never  mind,"  said  the  worthy  man  to  himself,  seeing  he  was 
gone,  **if  I  could  find  the  'ouse,  be  bund  I  can  find  the  stable;" 
saying  which  he  turned  his  vehicle  round,  and  following  the  old  wheel- 
marks  on  the  gravel,  was  very  soon  in  the  stable-yard  at  the  back  of 
the  castle. 

Here  he.  found  another  youth  in  red  plush  breeches  and  white  silk 
stockings,  washing  his  face  at  the  cistern,  purifying  himself  from  the 
stable  preparatory  to  appearing  in  the  parlour. 

"  Here,  young  man,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "jest  put  up  my  'oss  afore 
■ever  you  start  to  adorn  yourself ;  and  if  you  take  well  care  of  him,  I'U 
give  you  'alf-a-crown  i*  the  mornin*.  He's  a  clipped  'un,  and  won*t  take 
no  cleanin',"  continued  he,  eyeing  the  smoking,  curly-coated  brute,  and 
.wondering  whether  the  chap  would  believe  him  or  not. 

This  matter  being  arranged,  Mr.  Jorrocks  ferreted  his  way  back  to  the 
front,  and,  opening  the  door,  passed  through  the  green  folding  ones  of  the 
porch,  and  entered  a  hall  beyond.  This  was  fitted  up  in  the  baronial 
style.  Above  a  spacious  mantel-piece,  occupying  about  a  third  of  the 
jipartment,  branched  an  enormous  stag's  head,  hung  round  with  pistola, 
swords,  cutlasses,  and  warlike  weapons  of  various  kinds,  and  the  walls 
were  covered  with  grim-visaged  warriors,  knights  in  armour,  and  ladies  of 
bygone  days.  Many  had  their  names  painted  in  white  at  the  bottom  of 
the  pictures,  or  done  in  black  on  the  various  patterned  frames:  there 
was  Sir  Martin  Muleygrubs,  and  Dame  Juliana  Muleygrubs,  and  Darius 
Muleygrubs,  and  Erasmus  Muleygrubs,  and  Memnon  Muleygrubs,  and 
Pericles  Muleygrubs,  and  Demosthenes  Muleygrubs,  and  John  Thomas 
Muleygrubs. 

"  Such  a  lot  of  stay-makers  I  "  as  Mr.  Jorrocks  observed. 

A  full-length  figure  of  Nemesis,  the  goddess  of  justice,  with  her  balance 
in  one  band  and  whip  in  the  other,  hung  over  a  richly-carved,  high-back, 
old  oak  chair ;  and  on  a  table  near  were  ranged  Bums's  "  Justice," 
"  Statutes  at  Large,"  Archbold*s  "  Magistrate's  Pocket-book,"  and  other 
emblems  of  the  law. 

"  The,  chap  must  be  a  heaJc !  "  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  aloud  to  himself,  as 
he  glanced  them  over. 

The  fire  threw  a  cheerful  gleam  over  the  baronial  hall,  and  our  master, 
having  hung  his  hat  on  the  stag's  horns,  and  deposited  his  Siphonia  on 
the  table,  took  a  coat-lap  over  each  arm,  and,  establishing  himself  with 
his  back  to  the  fire,  proceeded  to  hum  what  he  considered  a  tune.  Hia 
melody  was  interrupted  by  the  partial  opening  and  closing  of  a  door  on 
the  right,  followed  by  a  lisping  exclamation  of — "  Oh,  ma  1  here's  Kitey 
come  again!"     A  " .fiu^A,  my  dear,"  and  scuttling  along  the  passage. 
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Teminded  Mr.  Jorrocks  that  he  was  not  at  home,  so,  dropping  his  tails, 
and  puUing  his  wig  straight,  he  made  for  the  recently  opened  door. 

This  let  him  into  a  passage,  lighted  with  flickering,  ill-established 
lamps,  along  which  he  kept  till  he  came  to  a  pink  sheep-skin  mat  before  a 
door,  at  which  he  paused,  and  presently  tiuming  off,  he  entered  a  room,  in 
which  he  found  a  lady  and  a  bunch  of  excited  children.  The  former  rose, 
and  concluding  she  would  be  the  "  missis,"  Mr.  Jorrocks  tendered  the 
hand  of  fellowship,  and  then  gave  each  child  a  chuck  under  the  chin ;  nor 
was  he  wrong  in  his  coojecture,  for  Mrs.  Marmaduke  Muleygmbs  imme- 
diately began  apologising  for  the  absence  of  her  lord. 

"  Duke,"  she  said,  "  was  unfortunately  engaged  at  that  moment  with 
some  important  justice  business  " — (decanting  the  wine). 
'    Mr.  Jorrocks  "  'Oped  his  grace  wouldn't  'urry  himself." 

"  It  was  very  provoking,"  she  continued,  without  regarding  Mr^ 
Jorrocks's  observation ;  **  but  the  whole  county  came  to  him  for  justice, 
and  Duke  could  hardly  be  said  to  have  a  moment  to  himself.  Every 
Saturday  he  was  engaged  the  whole  day  on  the  bench,  and  at  the  Poor- 
Law  Guardians,  but  she  hoped  before  long  they  would  find  some  more 
people  fit  to  make  magistrates  of,  for  really  it  was  taxing  ability  rather  too- 
highly.     Not  but  that  Duke's  affection  for  the  Queen  would  prompt  him 

to  serve  her  as  long  as  he  could,  but "     Just  as  she  had  got  so  far, 

the  door  opened,  and  Duke  himself  appeared,  smoothing  down  his  cuffs 
after  the  exercise  of  his  magisterial  functions. 

He  was  a  little,  round-about,  pot-bellied,  red-faced,  bald-headed,  snub- 
ndsed,  chattering  chap,  who,  at  first  sight,  would  give  one  the  idea  of 
being  very  good-natured,  if  it  were  not  notorious  that  he  was  the  most 
meddling,  officious,  ill-conditioned  little  beggar  in  the  county. 

He^  was  dressed  in  one  of  the  little  nondescript  jackets  of  the  day, 
with  a  **  ditto  "  waistcoat,  drab  kerseymeres,  and  leather  leggings.  Over 
his  waistcoat  he  sported  a  broad  mosaic  gold  chain,  made  to  resemble  a 
country  mayor's  as  much  as  possible. 

•    "Mr.  Jorrocks,  I  presume,"  said  he,  rubbing  his  fat  hands  as   he 
advanced  up  the  room. 

**  Right  I  "  replied  our  Master,  extending  his  hand; 

**  Beg  ten  thousand  pardons  for  uot  being  here  to  receive  you,"  said' 
Duke,  intending  to  be  very  gracious. 

••Make  no  apology,"  interrupted  Mr.  Jorrocks;  ''where  there's 
ceremony  there's  no  frindship." 

**Been  bored  with  justice  business  all  the  afternoon,"  continued 
Mr.  Muleygmbs ;  ••  bailing  a  bull  that  was  unjustly  put  in  the  pound. 
You  are  not  in  the  Commission  of  the  Peace,  perhaps  ?  " 

■  "Not  I,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks  carelessly ;  •* never  was  in  any  com- 
mission, save  one,  as  agent  for  Twankay's  mexed  teas,  and  a  precious 
commission  it  was — hay> !  haw  !  haw  ! — lost  three  'underd  pund  by  it, 
and  more.  But,  however,  rCimport^,  as  we  say  in  France.  Werry  glad 
to  eome  here  to  partake  o'  your  hospitality, — brought  my  nightcap  with 
mei  in  course, — a  rule  o'  mine,  that  where  I  dine  I  sleep,  and  where  I 
deep  I  breakfast.  Don't  do  to  churn  one's  dinner  up, — 'ow  long  does't 
want  to  feedin'  time  P  " 

Mr.  Marmaduke  was  rather  posed  with  his  guest's  familiarity.    He 
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intended  to  patronise  Mr.  Jorrocks,  wbereas  the  latter  seemed  to  think 
himself  on  a  perfect  footing  of  equality.  Not  in  the  Commission  of  the 
Peace,  either  1  But  then  Duke  didn't  know  that  Mr.  Jorrocks  knew 
about  the  stays. 

Pulling  out  a  great  gold  watch,  our  host  asked  his  wife  what  time  they 
dined.  (Duke  included  the  kitchen  department  in  his  magisterial 
functions.) 

"  Half-past  six,  my  dear,"  replied  his  wife,  with  great  humility. 

*'  Wants  twenty  minutes  to  six,*'  observed  Mr.  Marmaduke,  striking 
the  repeater.  "  Perhaps  you'd  like  to  take  something  before  dinner— 
sandwich  and  a  glass  of  sherry  ?  " 

"  Never  touch  lunches,"  repb'ed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  disdainfully.  "  Never 
know'd  a  chap  good  for  nothin'  wot  did.  Wonder  you  don't  dine  at  a 
reasonable  hour,  though,"  added  he* 

'*  Faith,  we  think  half-past  six  rather  early,"  replied  Mr*  Muleygmbs ; 
"  seven's  our  usual  hour — same  as  my  friend  Onger's — but  we  have  some 
neighbours  coming,  and  made  it  a  little  earlier  on  their  account." 

"  Well,  it'll  be  so  much  the  worse  for  your  grub  when  it  does  come," 
observed  Mr.  Jorrocks;  ''for  I'm  well-nigh  famished  as  it  is.  How- 
aomever  that  reminds  me  that  I've  a  letter  to  write ;  and  if  you'll  let  me 
'ave  a  peep  at  your  '  Directory,*  "  continued  he,  advancing  towards  a 
round  table  well  garnished  with  gilt-edged  books,  "I'll  look  out  the 
feller's  address,  for  there's  nothin'  like  doin*  things  when  they're  in  one's 
mind,  and" 

"  *  Directory ! '  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Muleygmbs,  "  that's  a  *  Peerage !  * " 

"Bother  your  Peerages 4 "  muttered  Mr.  Jorrocks,  chucking  the  costlv 
volume  down;  adding,  aloud  to  himself,  "Wot  business  ha'  you  wi* 
Peerages,  I  wonder?  " 

Mrs.  Muleygmbs  looked  at  our  Master  with  an  air  of  commiseration. 
She  wondered  what  her  husband  was  making  such  a  fuss  about  sudi  a 
man  for. 

"  Well,  now  then,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  turning  short  round  and  button* 
holeing  his  host,  while  he  looked  at  him  as  Muleygmbs  would  at  an 
unwilling  witness ;  "  Well,  now  then,  tell  me  'bout  the  foxes — 'ave  you 
plenty  on 'em  ?  " 

"  Plenty  /  "  replied  Muleygmbs,  with  the  utmost  confidence,  for  he 
had  just  received  a  very  fine  dog  one  from  the  well-known  Mr.  Diddler,  of 
Leadenhall  Market,  who,  by  dint  of  stealing  back  as  fast  as  he  supplies, 
manages  to  carry  on  a  very  extensive  business  with  a  very  small  stock 
in  trade. 

'*  Plenty  !  "  repeated  Muleygmbs,  with  the  same  confident  tone. 

"  That's  good**  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  winking  and  poking  him  in  the  ribs ; 
"  that's  yooi? — for  though  I'm  'appy  to  dine  wi'  people,  yet  still  the  *unt 
is  the  real  thing  I  comes  for ;  and  I  always  says  to  folks  wot  ask  me  to 
stir  hup  their  covers,  'Now,  don't  let  us  'ave  any  'umbug.  If  you 
haven't  foxes,'  say  I,  '  don't  pretend  that  you  'ave,  for  the  tmth  must 
out,  if  my  'ounds  come,  and  it  will  only  be  addin'  the  wice  o'  falsehood 
to  the  himputation  o'  selfishness,  sayin'  you  *ave  them  if  you  'aven't.' " 

"  Just  so,"  assented  Mr.  Muleygmbs,  congratulating  himself  on  having 
excused  himself  from  either  charge. 
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Mr.  Jorrocks,  haying  thus  broken  the  ice,  proceeded,  in  a  most  energetic 
manner,  to  give  Mr.  Muleygrubs  his  opinions  upon  a  variety  of  subjects 
connected  with  the  chase,  the  breeding  and  rearing  of  hounds,  the  differ- 
ence of  countries,  the  mischief  of  too  much  interference,  killing  above 
ground  and  digging,  uncertainty  of  scent,  signs  and  indications,  with  a 
glance  at  the  impositions  of  keepers,  all  of  which,  being  Hebrew  to 
Mrs.  Muleygrubs,  and  very  nearly  Hebrew  to  her  husband,  caused  her  to 
slink  quietly  away  with  her  chicks,  leaving  her  husband  to  the  mercy  of 
the ''  extraordinary  man*'  he  had  been  so  indiscreet  as  invite. 

Poor  Mr.  Muleygrubs  couldn't  get  a  word  in  sideways,  and  was  sitting 
the  perfect  picture  of  despair,  when  rumble ^  dumble,  duinble,  dumdle,  went  a 
great  gong,  startling  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  thought  it  was  another  hurricane. 

''An  old-fashioned  custom  we  still  preserve,"  said  Mr.  Marmaduke 
casually,  observing  Mr.  Jorrocks's  astonishment ;  ^*  that  gong  was  brought 
by  one  of  my  ancestors  from  the  holy  wars — shall  I  show  you  to  your 
room?" 

"  If  you  please,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

Our  Master,  of  course,  had  the  state  room.  It  was  a  large  gloomy 
apartment,  with  a  lofty  four-post  bed,  whose  top  hangings  were  made  of 
green  silk,  and  curtains  of  green  moreen. 

"  Here's  a  fine  twopenny  'ead  and  farthin'  tail,'*  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
whisking  his  candle  about  as  he  examined  it. 

The  absence  of  fire,  and  the  coldness  of  the  apartment  holding  out  little 
inducement  for  dallying,  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  soon  in  his  blue  coat  and 
canarieSy  and  returned  to  the  drawing-room  just  as  the  stiff-necked  boy 
announced  Mr.,  Mrs.,  and  Miss  Slowan,  who  were  quickly  followed  by 
Mr.  and  Miss  De  Green,  who  apologised  for  the  absence  of  Mrs.  De  Green, 
who  was  suffering  under  a  violent  attack  of  tic-doloreux. 

The  Bev.  Jacob  Jones  having  combed  his  hair  and  changed  his  shoes 
in  the  entrance,  announced  himself,  and  Professor  Girdlestone,  a  wandering 
geologist,  having  dressed  in  the  house,  the  party  was  complete,  and 
Mr.  Muleygrubs  gave  two  pulls  at  the  bell,  while  the  party  sat  staring  at 
each  other,  or  wandering  moodily  about  as  people  at  funerals  and  set 
parties  generally  do. 

"  Dinner  is  sarved ! "  at  length  exclaimed  the  stiff-necked  foot-boy, 
advancing  into  the  centre  of  the  room,  extending  his  right  arm  like  a 
guide-post.  He  then  wheeled  out,  and  placed  himself  at  the  head  of  a 
line  of  servants,  formed  by  the  gentleman  Mr.  Jorrocks  had  seen  in  the 
yard ;  a  square-built  old  man,  in  the  Muleygrubs  livery  of  a  coachman ; 
Mr.  De  Green's  young  man  in  pepper-and-salt,  with  black  velveteens ; 
and  Mr.  Slowan's  ditto,  in  some  of  his  master's  old  clothes.  These  lined 
the  baronial  hall,  through  which  the  party  passed  to  the  dining-room. 
Muleygrubs  (who  was  now  attired  in  a  Serjeant's  coat,  with  knee-buckled 
breeches  and  black  silk  stockings)  offered  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Slowan,  Mr. 
De  Green  took  Miss  Slowan,  the  Professor  paired  off  with  Miss  De  Green, 
and  Mr.  Jorrocks  brought  up  the  rear  with  Mrs.  Muleygrubs,  leaving 
Jacob  Jones  and  Mr.  Slowan  to  follow  at  their  leisure.  This  party  of  ten 
was  the  result  of  six-and-twenty  invitations. 

"  Vot,  you've  t/iree  o'  these  poodered  puppies,  have  you  ?  "  observed 


an  UASDLKt  CK089; 

Vff.  JoETodUf  M  tkqr  psited  al<»tg  the  line;  adding,  "Tou  econe  it 


"  We  can't  do  with  less,"  replied  the  lady,  the  cares  of  dinner  strong; 
upon  her. 

"  Humph  !  Well,  I  doesn't  know  'bout  that,"  grunted  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
forcing  his  way  up  the  room,  seizing  and  settling  himself  into  a  chair  on 
his  hostess'  right ;  "  Well,  I  doesn't  know  'liout  that,"  repeated  be, 
arranging  his  napkin  over  his  legs,  "women  waiters  agin  the  world,  say  1 1 
I'll  beck  our  Batsoy,  big  and  'ippy  as  abe  is,  to  beat  any  two  fellers  at 

Mjs.  Muleygmbs,  anxious  as  she  was  for  the  proper  arrangement  of 
her  guests,  caught  tbe  purport  of  the  foregoing,  and,  woman-like,  darted 
a  glance  of  ineffable  contempt  at  our  friend. 

Our  Master,  seeing  be  was  not  likely  to  find  a  good  listener  at  this 
interesting  moment,  proceeded  to  reconnoitre  the  room,  and  make  mental 
observations  on  the  unaccustomed  splendour. 

The  room  was  a  blaze  of  light.  Countless  compos  swealed  and 
simmered  in  massive  gilt  candelabras,  while  ground  lamps  of  various  forma 
lighted  up  tbe  salmon-coloured  walls,  brightening  tbe  countenances  of 
many  ancestors,  and  eiposing  the  dulUiesa  of  the  ill-cleaned  plate. 

The  party  having  got  shnffleU  into  their  places,  the  Eev,  Jacob  Jones 
said  an  elaborate  grace,  during  which  the  company  stood. 

"  I'll  tell  you  a  rum  story  about  grace,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  Mrs. 
Mnleygrubs,  as  be  settled  himself  inlo  his  seat,  and  spread  bis  napkin 
vnr  bis  knees.    "  It  'appened  at  Croydon.    The  landlord  o'  the  Orey- 
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'oand  told  a  wise  waiter,  when  a  Duke  axed  him  a  question,  alwayi  to 
say  Grace.  According  the  Duke  o'  Somebody,  in  changin'  osses,  popped 
his  'ead  out  o*  the  chny,  and  inquired  wot  o'clock  it  vrta, — *  For  wot 
we're  a  goin'  to  receive  the  Lord  make  us  truly  thankful,'  replied  the 
waiter." 

Mrs.  Muleygrubs  either  did  not  understand  the  story,  or  was  too 
intent  upon  other  things ;  at  all  events,  Mr.  Jorrocks's  Aaw  I  haw  !  haw  I 
was  all  that  greeted  its  arrival. — ^But  to  dinner. 

There  were  two  soups — at  least  two  plated  tureens,  one  containing  pea* 
80up,  the  other  mutton-broth.  Mr.  Jorrocks  said  he  didn't  like  the 
latter,  it  always  reminded  him  of  ''  a  cold  in  the  'ead."  The  pea-soup  be 
thought  weny  like  oss-gruel ; — that  he  kept  to  himself. 

•  *•••»• 

"  Sherry  or  l^-dearer  ?  "  inquired  the  stiff-necked  boy,  going  round 
with  a  decanter  in  each  hand,  upsetting  the  soup-spoons,  and  dribbling 
the  wine  over  people's  hands. 

While  these  were  going  round,  the  coachman  and  Mr.  De  Green's  boy 
entered  with  two  dishes  of  iish.  On  removing  the  large  plated  covers, 
six  pieces  of  skate  and  a  large  haddock  made  their  appearance.  Mr. 
Jorrocks's  countenance  fell  five-and-twenty  per  cent.,  as  he  would  say. 
He  very  soon  despatched  one  of  the  six  pieces  of  skate^  and  was  just  done 
in  time  to  come  in  for  the  tail  of  the  haddock. 

•*  The  Duke  'ill  come  on  badly  for  fish,  I'm  thinkin',"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
eyeing  the  empty  dishes  as  they  were  taken  off. 

"  Oh,  Marmaduke  don't  eat  fish,"  replied  Mrs.  M. 

"  Oh,  I  doesn't  mean  your  Duke,  but  the  Duke  o'  Eutland,"  rejoined 
Mr.  Jorrocks. 

Mrs.  Muleygrubs  didn't  take. 

"  Nothin'  left  for  Manners^  I  mean,  mum,"  explained  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
pointing  to  the  empty  dish. 

Mrs.  Muleygrubs  smiled,  because  she  thought  she  ought,  though  she 
did  not  know  why. 

"Sherry  or  My-dearer,  sir?"  inquired  the  stiff-necked  boy,  going  his 
round  as  before. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  asked  Mrs.  Muleygrubs  to  take  wine,  and  having  satisfied 
bimself  that  the  sherry  was  bad,  he  took  My-dearer,  which  was  worse. 

"  Bad  ticket,  I  fear,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  aloud  to  himself,  smacking 
his  lips.     "  Have  ye  any  swipes  ?  " 

*•  Sober-water  and  Scltzer-water,"  replied  the  boy. 

"  'Ang  your  sober-water ! "  growled  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  Are  you  a  hard  rider,  Mr.  Jorrocks  ?  "  now  asked  his  hostess,  still 
tlunking  anxiously  of  her  dinner. 

"  Ardeat  in  England^  mum,"  replied  our  friend  confidently,  muttering 
aloud  to  himself,  "  may  say  that,  for  I  never  goes  off  the  'ard  road  if  I  can 
•dp  it." 

•  •••••• 

After  a  long  pause,  during  which  the  conversation  gradually  died  out» 
a  kick  waa  heard  at  the  door,  which  the  stiff-necked  foot-boy  having 
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repfied  to  by  opening,  tlie  other  boy  appeared,  bearing  a  tray,  followed  by 
all  tl^e  other  flunkeys,  each  carrying  a  silver-covered  dish. 

^  Come  that* 8  more  like  the  thing,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  aloud  to  himadf, 
eyeing  the  procession. 

A  large  dish  was  placed  under  the  host's  nose,  another  under  that  of 
Mrs.  Muleygrubs. 

'*  Boast  beef  and  boiled  turkey  ?  "  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  himself,  half 
inclined  to  have  a  mental  bet  on  the  subject.  "  May  be  saddle  o'  mutton 
and  chickens,"  continued  he,  pursuing  the  speculation. 

Four  T.  Cox  Savory  side-dishes,  with  silver  rims  and  handles,  next 
took  places,  and  two  silver-covered  china  centre  dishes  complete  the 
arrangement. 

"  You've  lots  o*  plate,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  Mrs.  Muleygrubs, 
lacing  down  the  table. 

"  Can't  do  with  less,"  replied  the  lady. 

Stiffheck  now  proceeded  to  uncover,  followed  by  his  comrade.  He 
begian  at  his  master,  and,  giving  the  steam-begrimed  cover  a  flourish  in 
the  air,  favoured  his  master's  bald  head  with  a  hot  shower-bath.  Under 
pretence  of  admiring  the  pattern,  Mr.  Jorrocks  had  taken  a  peep  under 
the  side-dish  before  him,  and  seeing  boiled  turnips,  had  settled  that  there 
was  a  round  of  beef  at  the  bottom  of  the  table.  Spare  ribs  presented 
themselves  to  view.  Mrs.  Muleygrubs's  dish  held  a  degenerate  turkey, 
so  lean  and  so  lank  that  it  looked  as  if  it  had  been  starved  instead  of  fed. 
There  was  a  rein-deer  tongue  under  one  centre  dish,  and  sausages  imder 
the  other.  Minced  veal,  forbidding-looking  MUsolea,  stewed  celery,  and 
pigs'  feet  occupied  the  comer  dishes. 

**  God  bless  us !  what  a  dinner !  '*  ejaculated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  involun* 
tarily. 

"  Game  and  black-puddings  coming,  isn't  there,  my  dear?"  inquired 
Mr.  Muleygrubs  of  his  wife. 

Yes,  my  dear,"  responded  his  obedient  half. 
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"  *  Murder  most  foul,  as  in  the  best  it  is ; 
But  this  most  foul,  base,  and  unnattaral,' " 

muttered  Mr.  Jorrocks,  running  his  fork  through  the  breast  of  the 
unhappy  turkey.     **  Shall  I  give  you  a  little  ding  dong  ?  " 

"  It  s  turkey,"  observed  the  lady. 

"True  I  "  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks  ;  ^^ ding  dongas  French'for  turkey." 

*' Are  yours  good  hounds,  Mr.  Jorrocks  ?  "  now  asked  the  lady,  thinking 
how  awkwardly  he  was  carving. 

**  Best  goin\  mum  !  "  replied  our  friend.  "  Best  goin',  mum.  The 
Belvoir  may  be  'andsomer,  and  the  Quom  patienter  under  pressure,  but 
for  real  tear-'im  and  heat-'im  qualities,  there  are  none  to  compare  wi' 
mine.  They're  the  buoys  for  making  the  foxes  cry  Capevi  I "  added  our 
friend,  with  a  broad  grin  of  delight  on  his  ruddy  face. 

"Indeed,"  mused  the  anxious  lady  to  whom  our  friend's  comparisons 
were  all  gibberish. 

"  Shall  I  give  anybody  any  turkey  ?  "  asked  he,  holding  nearly  half  of 
it  up  on  the  fork  preparatory  to  putting  it  on  his  own  plate.  Nobody 
ed  it,  so  our  fnend  appropriated  it. 
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Munch,  mnndh,  munch  was  then  the  order  of  the  day.  Conyersation 
was  very  duD,  and  the  pop  and  foam  of  a  solitary  bottle  of  40«-champagne» 
kanded  round  much  after  the  manner  of  liqueur,  did  little  towards  pro- 
moting it.  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  not  the  only  person  who  wondered  "  what 
kad  set  him  there."  Mrs.  Muley^rubs  attempted  to  relieve  her  agonies 
of  anxiety  by  asking  occasional  questions  of  her  guest. 
■  **  Are  yours  greyhounds,  Mr.  Jorrocks  ?  "  asked  she  with  the  greatest 
flfanplicity. 

••No ;  greyhounds,  no:  what  should  put  that  i*  your  'eadP  "  grunted 
our  Master  with  a  frown  of  disgust ;  adding,  as  he  knawed  away  at  the 
stringy  drumstick,  •'  wouldn't  take  a  greyhound  in  a  gift." 

The  turkey  being  only  very  so-so,  and  the  rein-deer  tongue  rather 
worse,  Mr.  Jorrocks  did  not  feel  disposed  to  renew  his  acquaintance  with 
either,  and  placing  his  knife  and  fork  resignedly  on  his  plate,  determined 
to  take  his  chance  of  the  future.  He  remembered  that  in  France  the 
sabstantials  sometimes  did  not  come  till  late  on. 

Stiffneck,  seeing  his  idleness,  was  presently  at  him  with  the  dish  of  mince. 
Mr.  Jorrocks  eyed  it  suspiciously,  and  then  stirred  the  sliced  lemon 
and  meat  about  with  the  spoon.     He  thought  at  first  of  taking  some, 
then  he  thought  he  wouldn't,  then  he  fixed  he  wouldn't.     ''No,"  said  he, 
^DO,"  motioning  it  away  with  his   hand,    "no,   I  likes  to  chew  my 
own  meat." 
'  The  rissoles  were  then  candidates  for  his  custom. 
*•  Large  marbles,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  aloud  to  himself — "  large 
■larbles,"  repeated  he,  as  he  at  length  succeeded  in  penetrating  the  hide 
of  one  with  a  spoon.     **  Might  as  well  eat  lead,"  observed  he  aloud, 
•ending  them  away  too. 

•*  I  often  thinks  now,"  observed  he,  turning  to  his  hostess,  •*  that  it 
would  be  a  good  thing,  mum,  if  folks  would  'gree  to  give  up  these  stupid 
make-believe  side-dishes,  mum,  for  nobody  ever  eats  them,  at  least  if  they 
do  they're  sure  to  come  off  second  best,  for  no  cuk  that  ever  was  foaled 
can  do  justice  to  sich  a  wariety  of  wittles." 

••O!  but,  Mr.  Jorrocks,  how  could  you  send  up  a  dinner  pro- 
perly without  them?"  exclaimed  the  lady  with  mingled  horror  and 
astonishment. 

•'Properly  without  them,  mum,"  repeated  our  master,  coolly  and 
deliberately  ;  "  properly  without  them,  mum — why  that's  jest  wot  I  was 
meanin',"  continued  he.  "  You  see  your  cuk  'as  sich  a  multitude  o' 
things  to  do,  that  it's  hutterly  unpossible  for  her  to  send  them  all  in  pro- 
perly, so  'stead  o'  gettin'  a  few  things  well  done,  ye  get  a  great  many 
only  badly  done." 

**  Indeed  J  "  fumed  the  lady,  bridling  with  contempt. 
••The  great  Duke  o*  Wellington — no  'fence  to  the  present  one,'* 
observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  a  low  bow  to  the  table — "  who,  I'm  proud 
to  say  gets  his  tea  o'  me  too, — the  great  Duke  o'  Wellington,  mum,  used 
to  say,  mum,  that  the  reason  why  one  seldom  got  a  hegg  well  biled  was, 
'cause  the  cuk  was  always  a  doin'  summut  else  at  the  same  time,  and  that 
hobservation  will  apply  purty  well  to  most  cuking  hoperations." 

••Well,   then,  you'd  have  no  plate  on  the  table,    I  presume,    Mr. 

Jorrocks  P  "  obsierved  the  irascible  lady. 

X  2 
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*' Plato  <m  the  table,  mum — opiate  on  the  table,  mum,"  repeated  Mr. 
Jorrocks,  with  the  same  provoking  prolixity,  "  why  I  really  doesn't  know 
that  plate  on  the  table's  of  any  great  use.  I  minds  the  time  when  folks 
thought  four  dilver  side-dishes  made  gen*lmen  on  'era,  but  since  these 
Brummagem  things  turned  hup,  they  go  for  a  bit  o'  land — ^land's  the 
ticket  now,"  observed  our  Master. 

While  this  unpalatable  conversation — unpalatable,  at  least,  to  our 
hostess  was  going  on,  the  first  course  was  being  removed,  and  a  large, 
lichly-omamented  cold  game-pie  made  its  appearance,  which  was  placed 
before  Mr.  Muleygrubs. 

*'  Large  tart !  "  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing  it,  thinking  if  he  could 
help  himself  he  might  yet  manage  to  make  up  his  lee-way :  **  thought 
there  was  dark  puddins  comin',"  observed  he  to  his  hostess. 

"  OafM  and  black  puddings,"  replied  Mrs.  Muleygrubs.  "  This  comes 
between  courses  always." 

"  Never  saw  it  afore,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

Mr.  Marmaduke  helped  the  pie  very  sparingly,  just  as  he  had  seen  the 
butler  at  Onger  Castle  helping  a  pdt^  de  fois  gra9  ;  and  putting  as  much 
on  to  a  plate  as  would  make  about  a  mouthful  and  a  half  to  each  person, 
he  sent  Stiffneck  round  with  a  fork  to  let  people  help  themselves.  For- 
tunately for  Mr.  Jorrocks,  neither  Mr.  nor  Miss  De  Green,  nor  Miss 
Slowan  nor  Mr.  Muleygrubs  took  any,  and  the  untouched  plate  comiw 
to  him,  he  very  coolly  seized  the  whole,  while  the  foot-boy  returned  to 
the  dismayed  Mr.  Muleygrubs  for  more.  Putting  a  few  more  scraps  on  a 
plate,  Mr.  Muleygrubs  sent  off  the  pie,  lest  any  one  should  make  a  second 
attack. 

By  dint  of  playing  a  good  knife  and  fork,  our  friend  cleared  his  pkie 
just  as  the  second  course  made  its  appearance.  This  consisted  of  a  braee 
of  partridges  guarding  a  diminutive  snipe  at  the  top,  and  three  Haks  of 
black  pudding  at  the  bottom — stewed  celery,  potato  chips,  puffs,  and 
tartlets  forming  the  side>dishes. 

*^ Humph! *'  grunted  our  friend,  eyeing  each  dish  as  it  was  uncovered. 
**  Humph  I "  repeated  he — "  not  much  there — three  shillins  for  the  top 
dish,  one  for  the  bottom,  and  eighteen-pence  say  for  the  four  sides — fi?eand 
six — altogether — think  I  could  do  it  for  five.  Howsomever,  never  mind," 
continued  he,  drawing  the  dish  of  game  towards  him.  "  Anybody  for 
any  gibier,  as  we  say  in  France?"  asked  he,  driving  his  fork  into  the 
breast  of  the  plumpest  of  the  partridges. 

Nobody  closed  with  the  offer. 

''  Pr'aps  if  you VI  help  it,  and  let  it  be  handed  round,  some  one  will  take 
some,"  suggested  Mr.  Muleygrubs. 

"  WeU,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  I've  no  objection — ^none  wotever — only, 
while  these  clumsey  chaps  o'  yours  are  runnin'  agin  each  other  with  it, 
the  wittles  are  coolin' — that's  all,"  said  our  Master,  placmg  half  a  par- 
tridge on  a  plate,  and  delivering  it  up  to  go  on  its  travels.  Thinking  it 
cut  well,  Mr.  Jorrocks  placed  the  other  half  on  his  own  plate,  and  taking 
a  comprehensive  sweep  of  the  crumbs  and  bread  sauce,  proceeded  to  make 
sure  of  the  share  by  eating  a  mouthful  of  it.  He  need  not  have  been 
alarmed,  for  no  one  came  for  any,  and  he  munched  and  cranched  his 
portion  in  peaoe.    He  then  eat  the  snipe  almost  at  a  bite* 
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*'  What  will  you  take  next,  Mr.  Jorrocks  P  "  asked  his  hostessi  dis- 
gusted at  his  rapacity. 

**  Thank  'ee,  mum,  thank  'ee,"  replied  he,  munching  and  clearinoc  his 
mouth ;  "  thank  'ee,  mum,"  added  he,  "  I'll  take  breath  if  you  please, 
mum,"  added  he,  throwing  himself  back  in  his  chair. 

**  Have  you  killed  many  hares,  Mr.  Jorrocks  ?  "  now  asked  his  perse- 
Tering  hoetess,  who  was  sitting  on  thorns  as  she  saw  an  entering  dish  of 
blancmange  toppling  to  its  fall. 

"No,  mum,  none  I  '*  responded  our  Master,  vehemently,  for  he  had  an 
angry  letter  in  his  pocket  from  Captain  Slaughter's  keeper,  complaining 
bitterly  of  the  recent  devastation  of  his  hounds — a  calamity  that  of  course 
tiie  keeper  made  the  most  of,  inasmuch  as  friend  Jorrocks,  as  usual,  had 
forgotten  to  give  him  his  "  tip." 

Our  innocent  hostess,  however,  never  listened  for  the  answer, 
for  the  blancmange  having  landed  with  the  loss  only  of  a  comer 
tower,  for  it  was  in  the  castellated  style  of  confectionery,  she  was 
now  all  anxiety  to  see  what  sort  of  a  savoury  omelette  her  druuken 
job«oook  would  furnish,  to  remove  the  black  puddings  at  the  other  end 
cf  the  table. 

During  tlis  interval,  our  Master  having  thrust  his  hands  deep  in  the 
pockets  of  his  canary-coloured  shorts,  reconnoitered  the  table  to  see  who 
would  either  ask  him  to  take  wine,  or  who  he  should  honour  that  way ; 
but  not  seeing  any  very  prepossessing  phiz,  and  recollecting  that  Mrs.  J. 
had  told  him  the  good  old-fashioned  custom  was  "  wulgar,"  he  was  about 
to  help  himself  from  a  conveniently-placed  decanter,  when  Stiffneck,  seeing 
what  he  was  at,  darted  at  the  decanter,  and  passing  behind  Mr.  Jorrocks's 
eiunr,  prepared  to  fill  to  his  holding,  when,  missing  his  aim,  he  first  sluiced 
our  Master's  hand,  and  then  shot  a  considerable  quantity  of  sherry  down 
hk  sleeve. 

"Bot  ye,  ye  great  lumberin'  beggar!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
furiously  indignant;  "Eot  ye,  do  ye  think  I'm  like  Miss  Biffin,  the 
unfortunate  lady  without  harms  or  legs,  that  I  can't  'elp  myself?  "  con- 
tmued  he,  dashing  the  wet  out  of  his  spoon  cuff.  "  Now,  that's  the 
wnst  o'  your  flunkey  fellers,"  continued  he  in  a  milder  tone  to  Mrs. 
Mnleygmbs,  as  the  laughter  the  exclamation  caused  had  subsided. 
"  That's  the  wust  o'  your  flunkey  fellers,"  repeated  he,  mopping  his  arm ; 
*'  they  know  they'd  never  be  fools  enough  to  keep  fellers  to  do  nothin', 
and  so  they  think  they  must  be  constantly  meddliu'.  Now,  your 
women  waiters  are  quite  diff'erent,"  continued  he;  "they  only  try  for 
the  useful,  and  not  for  the  helegant.  There's  no  flash  'bout  them. 
If  they  see  a  thing's  under  your  nose,  they  let  you  reach  it,  and  don't 
bring  a  dish  that's  steady  on  the  table  round  at  your  back  to  tremble 
on  their 'ands  under  your  nose.  Besides,"  added  your  Master,  *<  you 
never  see  a  bosky  Batsay  waiter,  which  is  more  than  can  be  said  of  all 
dog  un's." 

"But  you  surely  couldn't  expect  ladies  to  be  waited  upon  by  women, 
Mr.  Jorrocks,"  exclaimed  his  astonished  hostess. 

"  I  would  though,"  replied  our  Master,  firmly,  with  a  jerk  of  his  head — 
"  I  would  though — I'd  not  only  'ave  them  waited  upon  by  wpmen,  but 
I'd  have  them  served  by  women  i'  the  shops,  'stead  o'  those  nasty 
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dandified,  oaonter-skippin'  Jacknaapes's,  wot  >et  up  their  liiniperenceB  in  a 
way  that  makes  one  lonff  to  kick  'em." 

"  How's  that,  Hr.  Jorrocks?  "  tuked  ttie  lady  with  a  smile,  at  his 
ignorance. 


"  'Ow's  that,  mum  P  "  repeated  our  Master—"  'Git's  that  ?  Wty,  by 
makiu'  you  run  the  gauntlet  of  pr'aps  a  double  row  o'  these  poopiea,  one 
bolloain  out — 'Wot  shall  I  show  joo  to-day,  mum?  '  Another, '  No*, 
mum  !  Preocb  merino  embroidered  robes ! '  A  third,  '  Paisley  and 
French  wove  shawls,  mum !  or  Bussian  sables  !  chinchillas  I  henninea  t ' 
or  '  Wot's  the  neit  harticle,  mum  ?  '  as  if  a  woman's — I  beg  pardon — a 
lady's  wants  were  never  ta  be  satisfied — Oh  dear,  and  with  Chnstnus 
a  comin'  on,"  shuddered  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  upraised  bands  ;  "  wot  a  lot 
o'  squabbles  and  contentions  'ill  shortly  be  let  loose  upon  the  world — 
bonnets,  ribbons,  sarsneta,  bombazeens,  things  that  the  poor  paymasters 
expected  'ad  come  out  of  the  'ouse  money,  or  been  paid  for  long  ago." 
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While  Mr.  Jonrocks  was  monopolising  the  attention  of  the  company 
by  the  foregoing  domestic  "  lector  *'  as  it  may  be  called,  the  denounced 
domestics  were  clearing  away  the  sweets,  and  replacing  them  with  a  dish 
of  red  herrings,  and  a  very  strong-smelling,  brown  soapey-lobking  cheese. 

Our  Master,  notwithstanding  his  efforts,  being  still  in  arrear  with  his 
appetite,  thought  to  "fill  up  the  chinks,'*  as  he  calls  it,  with  cheese, 
80  he  took  a  liberal  supply  as  the  plate  came  round — nearly  the  half 
of  it  in  flEU^. 

He  rery  soon  found  out  his  mistake.  It  was  strong,  and  salt,  and 
leathery,  very  unlike  what  Paxton  and  Whitfield  supplied  him  with. 

*'Good  cheese!  Mr.  Jorrocks,"  exclaimed  his  host,  up  the  table; 
*•  good  cheese,  eh  ?  " 

**Hfmph  !  "  grunted  our  Master,  munching  languidly  at  it. 

"  Excellent  cheese,  don't  you  think  so,  Mr.  Jonrocks  ?  "  asked  his 
host,  boldly. 

"  G-h-i-e-1-dren,"  drawled  our  Master,  pushing  away  his  unfinished 
plate,  "would  eat  any  q-u-a-a-n-tity  of  it." 

The  clearing  of  the  table  helped  to  conceal  the  ill-suppressed  titter  of 
(he  company. 

And  now  with  the  dessert  came  an  influx  of  little  Muleygrubs,  who 
had  long  been  on  guard  in  the  passage  intercepting  the  return  viands, 
nmofa  to  the  nurse's  annoyance,  lest  they  should  stain  their  red-ribboned 
white  frocks,  or  disorder  their  well-plastered  hair.  The  first  glare  of 
light  being  out  of  their  eyes,  they  proceed  to  distribute  themselves 
aeiQording  to  their  respective  notions  of  good-natured  faces ;  Magdalene 
Mngery  going  to  Mrs.  Slowan,  Leonora  Lucretia  to  Miss  De  Green,  and 
Tiotoria  ^mima  to  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  forthwith  begins  handling  her  as 
hi  would  a  hound. 

**And'ow  old  are  you,  Sir  ?  "  asks  he,  mistaking  her  sex. 

••  That's  a  girl,"  explained  Mrs.  Mulevgrubs  ;  •*  say  four,  my  dear.** 

Jfr.  Jorrocks-^"  Charmin'  child  1 "  (aloud  to  himself)  "little  bore." 

••  And  wot  do  they  call  you,  my  little  dear  ?  "  asked  he ;  "  *  Gravity,' — 
« NotaA>ie/ — •  Habigail,' — *  Mischief,'  p'r'aps  ?  "  added  he,  running  over 
the  names  of  some  of  his  lady  hounds. 

"  No :  Victoria," — "  Victoria,  what  ?  "  asked  mamma. 
Victoria  Jemima,"  lisped  the  child. 

Ah,  Wictoria  Jemima,"  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks.  "  Wictoria  Jemima— 
Wictoria  arter  the  Queen,  I  presume  ;  Jemima  arter  who  ?  arter  manuna, 
I  des  say." 

Mrs.  Muleygrubs  smiled  assent. 
Werry  purty  names  both  on  'em,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks. 
And  'ow  many  pinches  did  the  nus  give  your  cheeks  to  make  them 
this  pretty  pink  ?  "  asks  our  Master,  making  a  long  arm  at  the  figs. 

"  Thre-e^r  drawled  the  child. 

**Hti9h!  nonsense !"  frowned  Mrs.  Muleygrubs,  holding  up  a  fore- 
finger. 

**  She  d-i'i-i-d!**  whined  the  child,  to  the  convulsion  of  the  company. 

**  No,  no,  no"  responded  Mrs.  Muleygrubs,  with  an  ominous  shake  of 
the  head,  and  trying  to  direct  her  attention  to  a  dish  of  sticky  sweets  that 
were  just  placed  within  reach. 
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"  Uow  many  cliildreu  have  you,  Mr.  Jorrocks  ?  "  now  asked  the  lady, 
tMokiog  to  pay  him  oIT  for  some  of  his  gattcheriet. 


"  'Ow  many  chi-e-l-dren  'nve  I,  mum,"  repeated  Mr.  JottocIm,  thouj^ht- 
fiilly.  "  'Ow  many  chi-e-l-dren  'ave  I.  Legally  speakin',  mum,  none." — 
"  Chi-e-I-dren,"  continued  our  Master,  dry -shaving  his  stubbly  chin,  "are 
certain  cares,  but  werry  uncertain  comforts,  as  my  old  mother  said  when 
I  hupset  her  snuff-box  into  the  soup." 

"Oh  dear,  I'm  afraid  you've  been  a  sad  mischievous  boy,  Mr.  Jorrocks," 
observed  the  lady,  motioning  StifTneck  to  put  the  almond-backed  sponge- 
cake rabbit  straight  on  the  table. 

"  Poopeya  and  buoys  never  good  for  nothin'  unless  they  are — 'Opes 
yours  are  well  found  that  way  P  " 

The  enquiry  was  lost  upon  the  lady,  who  was  now  in  a  state  of  despe- 
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perate  tribulation  at  seeing  Stiffneck  secundus  bent  on  placing  a  second 
coarse  sweet  on  the  table  instead  of  the  dessert  disn.  A  significant 
cough,  and  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head  drew  Stiffneck' s  attention  to 
the  mistake,  and  our  hostess  has  at  length  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  all 
things  in  their  right  places.  Apples,  pears,  foreign  grapes,  all  sorts  of 
unwholesome  fruit,  having  been  duly  handed  round,  the  wine  next  set 
out  on  its  travels ;  and  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  had  looked  in  vain  for  a  water- 
bisooit,  again  turned  his  attention  to  the  now  lip-licking  child. 

"Well,  my  little  dear,"  said  he,  stroking  down  her  head,  and  then 
tempting  her  to  rise  to  a  piece  of  sponge-cake  held  above  her  nose,  "  well, 
my  little  dear,"  repeated  he,  giving  her  it,  "  do  you  like  barley-sugar  ?  " 

"  Yeth,  and  thugar  candy,"  lisped  the  child. 

Mr,  Jorrocks — *'  Ah,  sugar  candy  ;  sugar  candy's  grand  stuff.  I  sell 
augur  candy." 

Victoria  Jemima  (in  amazement). — "  Thell  thugar  candy  !  I  thought 
you  were  a  gempleman !  " 

Mr.  Jorrocks — *•  A  commercial  gen'leman,  my  dear." 

Victoria  Jemima — **  Not  a  great  gempleman  Uke  Pa  ?  '* 

Mr.  Jorrocks  (with  humility) — "No  ;  not  a  great  gempleman  like  Pa. 
He's  a  Peerage  man,  I'm  only  a  Post  Hoffice  Directory  one,"  Mr.  Jorrocks 
looking  slyly  at  his  host  as  he  said  it.  '*  Howsomever,  never  mind," 
continued  our  Master,  helping  himself  liberally  as  the  fleet  of  bottles  again 
andiored  before  him,  "  Howsomever,  never  mind,  when  you  comes-  to  see 
mo  at  Andley  Cross,  I'll  give  you  a  pund  o'  sugar  candy,  and  show  you 
my  *oands,"  added  he,  passing  the  bottles. 

**  And  the  hear  !  "  exclaimed  the  delighted  child. 

•*Bear,  my  dear  I     I've  no  bear,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks  soberly. 

Mrs.  Muley grubs  (with  a  frown,  and  a  fore-finger  held  up  as  before) — 
"  Hus%i  Victoria  Jemima  !  don't  talk  nonsense." 

Victoria  Jemima  (pouting) — "  W-a-l-e  m-a-a-r,  you  know  you  said 
Mr.  Jonnocks  was  next  door  to  a  bear." 

Mrs.  Muleygrubs,  whose  quick  apprehension  saw  the  mischief  her 
daughter  was  drawing  up  to,  cannoned  a  smiling  glance  at  Mrs.  Slowan 
off  on  Miss  De  Green  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  table,  and  rose,  vowing 
as  she  drove  the  party  out  before  her,  that  one  ought  "  never  to  say  any 
thing  before  children." 
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CHAPTER  XL. 

THE  TWO  PROFESSORS. 

The  ladies  being  gone,  the  usual  inquiries  of  '*  Are  you  warm  enough 
here,  sir?"  "Won't  you  take  an  arm-chair?"  "Do  you  feel  the 
door?  "  having  been  made  and  responded  to,  the  party  closed  up  towards 
Mr.  Muleygrubs,  who  now  assumed  the  top  of  the  table,  each  man  sticking 
out  his  legs,  or  hanging  an  arm  over  the  back  of  his  chair,  as  suited  his 
ease  and  convenience.  Mr.  Jorrocks  being  the  stranger^  the  politeness 
of  the  party  was  directed  to  him. 

"Been  in  this  part  of  the  country  before,  sir?"  inquired  Professor 
Girdlestone,  cornering  his  chair  towards  Professor  Jorrocks. 

"In  course  I  'ave,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  "  I  'unts  the  country,  and 
am  in  all  parts  of  it  at  times — ^ven  I  goes  out  of  a  momin'  I  doesn't 
know  where  I  may  be  afore  night." 

"  Indeed !  "  exclaimed  the  professor.  "  Delightful  occupation !  "  ooft- 
tinued  he :  "  what  opportunities  you  have  of  surveying  nature  in  all  her 
moods,  and  admiring  her  hidden  charms  I  Did  you  ever  observe  the 
extraordinary  formation  of  the  hanging  rocks  about  a  mile  and  a  half  to 
the  east  of  this  ?     The " 

"  I  ran  a  fox  into  them  werry  rocks,  1  do  believe,"  interrupted 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  brightening  up.  "  We  found  at  Haddington  Steep,  and 
ran  through  Nosterley  Firs,  Crampton  Haws,  and  Fitchin  Park,  where 
we  had  a  short  check,  owin'  to  the  stain  o'  deer,  but  I  hit  off  the 
scent  outside,  like  a  workman  as  I  am,  and  we  ran  straight  down 
to  these  werry  rocks,  when  all  of  a  sudden  th'  'ounds  threw  up,  and 
I  was  certain  he  had  got  among  *em.  Veil,  I  gets  a  spade  and  a  tarrier, 
and  I  digs,  and  digs,  and  houks  as  my  Scotch  'untsraan  calls  it  till  near 
night,  th*  'ounds  got  starved,  th'  'osses  got  cold,  and  I  got  the  rheumatis, 
but,  howsomever,  we  could  make  nothin*  of  him  ;  but  I " 

"  Then  you  would  see  the  geological  formation  of  the  whole  thing,". 
interposed  the  professor.  "  The  carboniferous  series  is  extraordinarily 
developed.  Indeed  I  know  of  nothing  to  compare  with  it,  except  the 
Bristol  coal-field,  on  the  banks  of  the  Avon.  There  the  dolomitic  con- 
glomerate, a  rock  of  an  age  intermediate  between  the  carboniferous  series 
and  the  lias,  rests  on  the  truncated  edges  of  the  coal  and  mountain 
limestone,  and  contains  rolled  and  angular  fragments  of  the  latter,  in 
which  are  seen  the  characteristic  mountain  limestone  fossils.  The 
geological  formation " 

"  Oh,  I  doesn't  know  nothin'  about  the  geo-nothin'  formation  o'  the 

thing,"  interposed  Mr.  Jorrocks  hastily,  "  nor  does  I  care  ;  I  minds  the 

top  was  soft  enough,  as  most  tops  are,  but  it  got  confounded  'ard  lower 

down,  and  we  broke  a  pick-axe,  a  shovel,  and  two  spades  afore  we  were 

^^^flBfekvthough  in  a  general  way  I'm  as  indifferent  'bout  blood  as  any 

r  ^jbhat  a  fox  well  fund  w'e  me  is  a  fox  as  good  as  killed,  and 
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there  is  not  never  no  fear  o*  my  'ounds  bein'  out  o'  blood,  for  though  I 
■ays  it»  who  p'raps  shouldn't,  there's  no  better  'untsman  than  I  am,  but 
aome'ow  this  b^ger  had  riled  me  uncommon,  'avin'  most  pertinaciously 
refused  to  brik  at  the  end  o'  the  cover  I  wanted,  and  then  took  me  a 
dance  hup  the  werry  steepest  part  o*  Higham  Hill,  'stead  o'  sailing 
plisantly  away  over  Somerby  water  meadows,  and  so  on  to  the  plantations 
at  Sqnerries " 

"  That's  the  very  place  I've  been  cudgelling  my  brains  the  whole  of 
tiiia  blessed  day  to  remember,"  exclaimed  the  Professor,  flourishing  his 
napkin.  "That's  the  very  place  I've  been  cudgelling  my  brains  the 
whole  of  this  blessed  day  to  remember.  A  mile  and  a  half  to  the  east 
of  Squerries — no,  south-east  of  Squerries,  is  a  spring  of  carbonic  acid 
gas,  an  elastic  fluid  that  has  the  property  of  decomposing  many  of  the 
hardest  rocks  with  which  it  comes  in  contact,  particularly  that  numerous 
daas  in  whose  composition  felspar  is  an  ingredient,  it  renders  the  oxide 
of  iron  soluble  in  water,  and  contributes  to  the  ^solution  of  calcareous 
matter;  I " 

*•  Tom  don't  say  so  / "  interrupted  ^Ir.  Jorrocks,  "  I  wish  Fd  *ad  a 
bucket  on  it  wi'  me,  for  I  really  believe  I  should  ha'  got  the  fox,  for 
though  I  holds  with  fieckford,  that  'ounds  'ave  no  great  happetite  for 
fines  longer  nor  they're  hangry  with  'em,  yet  in  a  houk,  as  we  expects 
eaeh  dig  to  be  the  last,  one  forgets  while  one's  own  hanger's  risin,  that 
theirs  is  ooolin')  and  though  we  worked  as  if  we  were  borin'  for  a 
spring " 

"  That's  very  strange  !  "  now  interrupted  IVIr.  Marmaduke,  who  had 
been  listening  attentively  all  the  time,  anxious  to  get  a  word  in  side- 
ways. ''  That's  very  strange !  Old  Tommy  Eoadnight  came  to  me  one 
mofning  for  a  summons  against  Willy  Udal  for  that  very  thing.  He 
would  have  it  that  Willy  had  bored  the  rock  to  draw  the  water  from  his 
welL  Now  I  as  a  justice  of  the  peace  of  our  sovereign  lady  the  Queen — 
peiiiaps  you  are  not  in  the  Commission  of  the  Peace,  are  you,  Mr. 
Jorrocks  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Muleygrubs  again. 

"  Nol  /,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  carelessly. 
.  "Well,  never  mind,  perhaps  you  may  get  in  some  day  or  other," 
observed  the  consoling  justice;  ''but  as  I  was  saying,  I  as  a  county 
nagistrate,  with  the  inmiense  responsibility  of  the  due  administration  of 
the  laws,  tempered  always  with  mercy,  without  which  legislation  is 
ifllolerant  and  jurisprudence  futile, — I,  I  say,  did  not  feel  justified  in 
isiiiing  my  summons  under  my  hand  and  seal  for  the  attendance  of  the 
said  William  Udal,  at  the  suit  of  the  said  Thomas  Eoadnight,  without 
aome  better  evidence  than  tlie  conjecture  of  the  said  W^illiam,  besides, 
perhaps,  you  arc  not  aware  that  the  trespass  act,  as  it  is  termed,  should 
rather  be  called  the  wilful  damage  act,  for  the  J.  P.  has  to  adjudicate 
j&ore  on  the  damage  actually  sustained  by  the  trespass,  than  on  the 
trespass  itself,  indeed  without  damage  there  would  seem  to  be  no  trespass, 
therefore  I  felt  unless  the  said  Thomas  Eoadnight  could  prove  that  the 
said  William  Udal  really  and  truly  drew  off  the  said  water " 

"  Oon-fovLud  your  water  I  "  interrupted  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  "  give  us  the  touie, 
and  let's  have  n  toast :  wot  say  you  to  fox'-unting  P  " 

''With  all  my  heart,"  replied  Mr.  Muleygmbs,  looking  very  indignant. 
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at  the  same  time  helping  himself  and  passing  the  decanters.  "  Upon  my 
word/'  resumed  he,  "  the  man  who  administers  justice  fairly  and  impar- 
tially has  no  easy  time  of  it,  and  were  it  not  for  the  great  regard  I  have 
for  the  Lord-Lieutenant  and  my  unbounded  loyalty  to  the  Queen,  I  think 
I  should  oease  acting  altogether/' 

"  Do,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks  eagerly,  "  and  take  to  'unting  instead, 
—make  you  an  honorary  member  of  my  'unt, — ^far  finer  sport  than  aittin' 
in  a  'ot  shop  with  your  'at  on ; 

"  <  Better  to  rove  in  fields  for  'ealth  unbought. 
Than  fee  the  Doctor  for  a  nauseous  draught.'  ** 

Mr.  Muleygrubs  did  not  deign  a  reply. 

The  wine  circulated  languidly,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  in  vain  tried  to  get 
up  a  conversation  on  hunting.  The  professor  always  started  his  stones 
or  Mr.  Muleygrubs  his  law,  varied  by  an  occasional  snore  from  Mr.  Slowan, 
who.  had  to  be  nudged  by  Jones  every  time  the  bottle  went  round.  Thus 
they  battled  on  for  about  an  hour. 

*'  Would  you  like  any  more  wine  ?  "  at  length  inquired  Mr.  Muleygrubs, 
with  a  motion  of  rising. 

"  Not  any  more  I'm  obleged  to  you,"  replied  the  obsequious  Mr.  Jacob 
Jones,  who  was  angling  for  the  chaplaincy  of  Mr.  Marmaduke's  approaoii- 
ing  shrievalty. 

"  Just  another  bottle  /  "  rejoined  Mr.  Jorrocks,  encouragingly. 

"  Take  a  glass  of  claret,"  replied  Mr.  Muleygrubs,  handing  the  jag 
to  our  Master. 

"  Bayther  not,  thank  ye,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  **  not  the  stuff  for 
me. — ^By  the  way  now,  I  should  think,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  an 
air  of  sudden  enlightenment,  "  that  some  of  those  old  ancient  hanoestors 
o*  yours  have  been  fond  o'  claret." 

Why  so  ?  "  replied  Mr.  Muleygrubs,  pertly. 

Doesn't  know,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  musingly,  "  but  I  never  hears 
your  name  mentioned  without  thinking  o'  small  claret.  But  come,  let's 
have  another  bottle  o'  black  strap — if  a  good  strap — sound  and  strong — 
got  wot  I  calls  a  good  grip  o'  the  gob." 

"  Well,"  said  lAx.  Muleygrubs,  getting  up  and  ringing  the  bell,  "  if  yom 
must,  you  must,  but  I  should  think  you  have  had  enough." 

"  Poet  Whie  I  "  exclaimed  he,  with  the  air  of  a  man  with  a  dozen 
set  out,  to  his  figure  footman  as  he  answered  the  bell. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  boy,  retiring  for  the  same. 

"  Letter  from  the  Secretary  of  State  for  the  Home  Department," 
exclaimed  Stiffneck,  re-entering  and  presenting  Mr.  Muleygrubs  with  a 
long  official  letter  on  a  large  silver  tray. 

•*  Confound  the  Secretary  of  State  for  the  Home  Department !  "  mut- 
tered Mr.  Muleygrubs,  pretending  to  break  a  seal  as  he  hurried  out  of  the 
room. 

"  Thafa  a  rouse  \  "  (ruse,)  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  putting  his  fore- 
finger to  his  nose,  and  winking  at  Mr.  De  Green — ^*  gone  to  the  cellar." 
Queer  fellow,  Muleygrubs,"  observed  Mr.  De  Green. 

**  What  a  dinner  it  was ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Slowan. 
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*'  'Ungrj  as  when  I  sat  down,"  remarked  Mr.  Jorrocks. 
'*  Ail  flsoh,''  rejoined  Professor  Girdlestone. 

**  I  mtj  his  wife/'  observed  Jacob  Jones,  "  they  say  he  licks  her  like 
nra. 

"  Little  savafre,"  rejoined  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  should  like  to  make  a  dng 
of  him  for  my  'oonds." 

The  footboy  at  length  appeared  bringing  the  replenished  decanter. 
Mr.  Mnleygrubs  returned  just  as  the  lad  left  the  room. 

Having  resumed  his  seat,  Mr.  Jorrocks  rose  and  with  great  gravity 
addressed  him  as  follows : — "  Sir,  in  your  absence  we  have  'ad  the  plissur 
o'  drinkin'  your  werry  good  'ealth,  coupled  with  the  expression  of  an 
'ope  that  the  illustrious  'ouse  of  Muleygrubs  may  long  flourish  in  these 
yoor  ancestral  and  baronial  'aUs,"  a  sentiment  so  neat  and  so  &r  from  the 
truth,  as  to  draw  down  the  mirth-concealing  applause  of  the  party. 

**  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Muleygrubs,  rising  after  a 
proper  lapse  of  time,  and  holding  a  brimmer  of  wine  in  his  hand, 
**  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  gentlemen,"  repeated  he,  "  if  any  thing  can  compen- 
sate a  public  man  for  the  faithful  performance  of  an  arduous  and  difficult 
office— Hmcreased  by  the  prolixity  of  the  laws  and  the  redundancy  of  the 
statute-book,  it  is  the  applause  of  upright  and  intelligent  men  like  your- 
solves  (hear,  hear).  He  who  would  administer  the  laws  faithfully  and 
iaapartially,  needs  the  hinward  harmour  of  an  approving  conscience,  with 
the  houtward  support  of  public  happrobation  (hear,  hear).  I  firmly 
believe  the  liberal  portion  of  the  unpaid  magistracy  of  England  are 
deserving  of  every  encomium  the  world  can  bestow.  Zealous  in  their 
duties,  patient  in  their  inquiries,  impartial  in  their  judgments,  and 
inflexible  in  their  decisions,  they  form  a  bulwark  round  the  throne, 
more  national  and  more  noble  than  the  coronetted  spawn  of  a  mushroom 
luuriatocracy." 

Mr.  M.  waited  for  applause,  which,  however,  did  not  come.  He  then 
proceeded : — 

*'  I  feel  convinced  there  is  not  a  man  in  the  commission  who  would 
not  prefer  the  tranquillity  of  private  life  to  the  lofty  heminence  of  magis- 
terial dignities,  but  there  is  a  feeling  deeply  implanted  in  the  breasts  of 
English  gentlemen  which  forbids  the  consideration  of  private  ease  when  a 
•nation's  wants  have  been  expressed  through  the  medium  of  a  beloved 
Sovereign's  wishes, — England  expects  that  every  man  will  do  his  duty  1 " 
oontinued  Mr.  Muleygrubs,  raising  his  voice  and  throwing  out  his  right 
arm. 

•*  Bravo,  Grubs !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks  ;  "  you  speak  like  Cicero !  " 
an  encomium  that  drew  forth  the  ill-suppressed  mirth  of  the  party,  and 
cut  the  orator  short  in  his  discourse. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Muleygrubs,  looking  very  indignantly  at 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  I  thank  you  for  the  honour  you  have  done  me  in  drinking 
my  health,  and  beg  to  drink  all  yours  in  return." 

"  And  'ow's  the  Secretary  o'  State  for  the  'Ome  Department  ?  "  inquired 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  a  malicious  grin,  after  Mr.  Muleygrubs  had  subsided 
into  his  seat. 

"  Oh,  it  was  merely  a  business  letter— official  I    A  Fitzroyer  in  fact.'* 
Ah  1 "  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  *'  that's  the  gent  to  whom  we're  so  much 
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indebted  for  reformin'  our  street  cabs.  A  real  piece  o*  useful  legislation 
that,  for  the  most  hexperienced  man  in  London  could  nerer  tell  what  a  cab 
would  cost."  Mr.  Jorrocks  then  proceeded  to  compare  the  different 
expense  of  town  transit,  and,  with  the  subject  apparently  well  in  hand, 
was  suddenly  done  out  of  it  by  the  stone-professor  on  his  mentioning  the 
subject  of  water-carriage. 

If  geologists  are  right  in  their  conjecture/*  cut  in  the  professor, 

that  this  country  has  been  drained  by  large  rivers,  which  were  inhabited 
by  gigantic  oviparous  reptiles,  both  bivorous  and  carnivorous,  and  small 
insectivoroiis  mammifera,  one  may  naturally  conclude  that  out*of-door9 
gentlemen  Uke  you  will  often  meet  with  rare  specimens  of  animal 
antiquity." 

** No,  toe  don't,**  retorted  our  Master  snappishly.  "When  a  man's 
cuttin'  across  country  for  'ard  life,  he's  got  summit  else  to  do  than  look 
out  for  mammas.     That's  'ow  chaps  brick  their  necks,"  added  he. 

**  True,**  jerked  in  Mr.  Muleygrubs.  "Then  comes  the  coroner's 
inquest,  the  jury,  the  finding,  and  the  deodand,"  observed  the  host.  *'I 
regard  the  office  of  coroner  as  one  of  the  bulwarks  of  the  constitution.  It 
was  formerly  held  in  great  esteem,  and  none  could  hold  it  under  the 
degree  of  knight,  third  of  Edward  the  Eirst,  chapter  ten,  I  think ;  and  by 
the  fourteenth  of  Edward  the  Third,  if  I  recollect  right,  chapter  eight,  no 
coroner  could  be  chosen  unless  he  had  land  in  fee  sufficient  in  the  same 
oounty,  whereof  he  might  answer  to  all  manner  of  people.  My  ancestor. 
Sir  Jonathan  Muleygrubs,  whose  portrait  you  see  up  there,"  pointing 
to  a  bluff  Harry-the-Eighth-looking  gentleman  in  a  buff  jerkin,  with  a 
red-lined  basket-handled  sword  at  hb  side, "  held  it  for  many  years.  He 
was  the  founder  of  our  family,  and " 

"Then,  let's  drink  his  'ealth,"  interposed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  finding  the 
wine  did  not  circulate  half  as  fast  as  he  could  wish.  "  A  werry  capital 
cock,  and  every  way  worthy  of  his  line;"  saying  which  he  seized  the 
decanter,  and  filled  himself  a  bumper.  "  I  wish  he'd  been  alive,  I'd  have 
made  him  a  member  of  our  'unt ;  and  who's  that  old  screw  with  the 
beard?"  inquired  Mr.  Jorrocks,  pointing  to  the  portrait  next  Sir 
Jonathan,  a  Boman  senator-looking  gentleman,  wrapped  in  a  loose  pink 
and  white  robe. 

"  That,"  said  Mr.  Muleygrubs,  "  is  my  great-grandfather,  an  alderman 
of  London  and  a  member  of  Parliament  for  Tewkesbury." 

"  I  thought  you  said  it  was  Shakespeare,"  observed  Mr.  Jones,  some- 
what dryly. 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  knowingly,  "that's  no  reason  why  it 
should  not  be  his  great-grandfather  too  ;  I  should  say  our  'ost's  werry  like 
Shakespeare,  partiklar  about  the  'ead — and,  if  I  recollects  right, 
Shakespeare  said  summut  about  justices  o'the  peace  too." 

"Tea  and  coffee  wait  your  pleasure  in  the  drawing-room,"  observed 
the  stiff-necked  footman,  opening  the  door  and  entering  the  apartment  in 
great  state. 

"Cuss  your  tea  and  coffee  I "  muttered  Mr.  Jorrocks,  buzzing  the 
bottle.  "  Haven't  had  half  a  drink ;  Here's  good  sport  for  to-mor- 
rowlj^wd  he,  sipping  his  wine.  "You  'unt  with  us,  in  course," 
qI"'^^*T^Ao  the  professor. 
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"  Oh,  indeed,  no,"  said  Professor  Girdlestone,  '^ih&t  is  quite  ont  of  my 
line ;  I  am  engaged  to  meet  Mr.  Lovel  Lightfoot,  the  eminent  geologist, 
to  examine  the  tertiary  strata  of *' 

**  Well,  then,"  interrupted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  **  all  I've  got  to  say  is,  if  you 
meet  the  fox,  dorCt  ^ead  him;*'  saying  which  he  drained  his  glass,  threw 
down  his  napkin,  and  strutted  out  of  the  room,  muttering  something 
about  justices,  jackasses,  and  fossil  fools. 

Tea  and  coffee  were  enlivened  by  a  collision  between  the  footboys. 
Stiffheck  with  the  tea-tray  made  a  sudden  wheel  upon  No.  2  with  the 
ooffee-tray,  and  about  an  equal  number  of  cups  and  saucers  were 
smashed.  The  crash  was  great,  but  Muleygrub's  wrath  was  greater. 
*'  Stupidest  beggars  that  ever  were  seen — deserve  a  month  a-piece  on  the 
treadmill  1  "  . 

"  Weary  of  state  without  the  machinery  of  state,"  Mr.  Jorrocks  gladly 
took  his  chamber-candle  to  retire  to  his  twopenny  head  and  farthing 
tail. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

ANOTHEB   CATASTBOPHE. 


No  reproving  nightmare  censured  Mr.  Jorrocks  for  over-night  indul- 
gence, and  he  awoke  without  the  symptoms  of  a  headache.  His  top-boots 
had  got  the  mud  washed  off,  and  his  red  coat  and  drab  shags  stood 
invitingly  at  the  bed-foot.  He  was  soon  in  them  and  downstairs.  The 
active  magistrate  was  before  him,  however,  and  they  met  in  the  baronial 
liaU. 

Mr.  Muleygrubs'  costume  was  very  striking.  A  little  brown  coat  with 
filagree  buttons,  red  waistcoat,  white  mole-sldns,  and  Wellington  boots 
with  wash-leather  knee-caps.  His  firitannia-metal-looldng  spurs,  with 
patent  leather  straps  were  buckled  inside.  A  large  breast-pin  repre- 
senting Justice  with  her  scales,  secured  the  ends  of  a  red-striped  white 
neckcloth. 

•*  Good  morning,  Mr.  Jorrocks  !  "  exclaimed  our  J.  P.,  with  extended 
liand;  "I  fear  you've  not  slept  well,  you  are  down  so  early;  hope  the 
bed  was  comfortable,  best  in  the  house,  barring " 

•*  O,  quite  comfey,  thank  ye,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  "  only  I  have  had 
as  much  of  it  as  I  want,  and  thought  I'd  have  a  turn  round  your  place 
afore  breakfast.     It  seems  a  werry  fine  mornin'." 

"Beautiful  morning,"  replied  Mr.  Marmaduke. 


« <  There  is  a  fireahness  in  the  momin*  hair, 

And  life,  what  bloated  ease  can  never  'ope  to  share ; '  * 

replied  Mr.  Jorrocks.     "  Let's  have  a  look  at  your  stud." 

They  then  got  their  hats.     First  they  went  to  the  stable^  then  to  the 
cow-bier^  next  to  the  pig-sty,  9nd  looked  into  the  hen-house. 
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You  haven't  a  peacock,  have  ye  P  "  inquired  Mr.  Jorrocks. 
No/'  replied  Mr.  Muleygi^ubs. 

*'  Wonders  at  that — finest  birds  possible ;  my  Junks  is  as  ivise  as  most 
Christians.  A  peacock  on  each  of  those  towers  would  look  noble," 
observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  turning  to  the  castle  as  they  sauntered  along,  the 
garden. 

Two  or  three  men  in  blue  trousers  were  digging  away ;  but  a  garden  in 
winter  being  an  uninteresting  object,  Mr.  Muleygrubs  merely  passed 
through  it  (by  the  longest  way,  of  course),  and  striking  into  a  graved  walk 
by  the  side  of  a  sluggish  stream,  made  a  ddtowr^  and  got  upon  the  carriage- 
road.  Here  they  suddenly  came  upon  two  mechanic-lookiiig .  men  in 
white  aprons  and  paper  caps. 

"  Holloa,  there,  you  sirs !  where  are  you  going  ? "  excbimed  Mr. 
Muleygrubs. 

"  Poor  men  out  of  work,  sir,"  replied  the  foremost,  touching  his  cap. 
"  Weavers,  your  honour — been  out  of  work  all  the  winter." 

"  Poor  fellows !  "  said  Mr.  Muleygrubs,  soothingly. 

" True,  I  assure  you,  your  honour,"  rejoined  the  other.  "My  com- 
rade's wife's  just  lying-in  of  her  tenth  child,  and  I've  a  wife  and  six  bairns 
all  lying  ill  of  the  fever." 

"  Poor  fellows !  "  repeated  Muleygrubs  again.  "  You  don't  look  like 
common  beggars — S.  Vs.,  sturdy  vagrants — I.  -R.  incorrigible  rogues." 

**  Necessity's  driv  us  to  it,  yer  honour — ^never  begged  afore." 

"You'd  work  if  you  could  get  it,  I  dare  say,"  continued  the  J.  P.,  in 
the  same  consoling  strain. 

"  Ohy  that  we  would,  yer  honour!  "  exclaimed  both.  Mr.  Muleygrubs 
smiled,  for  he  had  them. 

"  Come  along,  then,"  said  he,  leading  the  way  to  a  heap  of  stoiiea  by 
the  side  of  the  carriage-road.  "Now,"  said  he,  slowly  and  solemnly, 
"  mark  what  I  say.  I  am  a  justice  of  the  peace  of  our  sovereign  lady. the 
Queen,  charged  with  the  preservation  of  the  peace  and  the  execution  of 
the  laws  of  this  great  kinscdom — hem !  "  (The  men  looked  blank.) 
"There  is  a  hact  called  the  Vagrant  Hact,"  continued  Mr.  Muleygrubs, 
"  which  declares  that  all  persons  who,  being  able  to  work  and  thereby 
maintain  themselves  and  their  families,  shall  wilfully  refuse  or  negled; 
so  to  do,  shall  be  deemed  rogues  and  vagabonds,  within  the  true  intent 
and  meaning  of  the  hact,  and  may  be  committed  to  hard  labour  in  the 
house  of  correction — hem ! — ^Now,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  there  are  two 
heaps  of  stones,  hard  and  soft,  you  are  both  out  of  work — there  are  two 
hammers,  and  when  you  have  broken  those  stones,  my  bailiff  will  measure 
them  off  and  pay  you  for  them,  and  thus  you  will  get  employment,  and 
save  a  trip  to  the  mill.     Take  the  hammers  and  set  to  work." 

"Down  vpon  them,  I  think,"  chuckled  Mr.  Muleygrubs  to  Mr. 
Jorrocks,  as  they  returned  to  the  house.  "  That's  one  of  the  few  pulls  we 
magistrates  have — I  keep  my  avenue  in  repair  and  my  walks  weeded  by 
the  vagrants." 

"  But  not  for  nothin'  ?  "  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  inquiringly. 

"  Oh,  yes — they  never  work  long — generally  sneak  off  at  the  end  of  an 

»ttr  or  two,  forfeiting  what  they've  done.    All  these  heaps,"  pointing 
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to  randry  lieap)  of  stones  among  the  trees,  "  bave  been  broken  by 
be^an.  Shall  be  able  to  sell  some  to  the  surveyors  thia  year.  Worlcing 
b^^ra,  and  employing  the  new  police  about  one's  place  occaaionalty 
ve  really  the  only  pulls  we  justicea  have." 

"Dtmb  the  poliss  up  as  flunkeya,  I  s'pose,"  observed  Mr.  Jomcka. 

"Jostto,"  replied  Hr.  Uuleygrubs,  "  or  work  them  in  the  garden. 


It'a  by  far  the  heat  way  of  disposing  of  the  force,"  continued  Mr.  Muley- 
puba ;  "  for  you  sec,  in  a.  thinly  populated  district,  where  each  man  has 
a  considerable  range,  you  never  know  where  to  lay  hands  on  a  policeman ; 
whereas,  about  here,  they  know  they  bave  only  to  send  to  his  worship'a 
to  get  one  directly." 

"No  doubt  it  is,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  adding,  aloud  to  himself,  as 
the  bearings  of  the  case  crossed  his  mind, "  and  the  best  thing  for  the 
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thief  too.   Wooden  now  if  the  beg^  wocdd  kt  one  make  earth-stoppers 
on  them — stop  the  thief  o'  the  world.** 

In  the  present  instance  the  police  were  not  .of  mneh  avail,  for  the 
weavers,  having  seen  the  justice  into  his  castle,  pocketed  the  hammer- 
heads and  oat  their  sticks. 

Among  the  gronp  who  stood  in  the  baronial  haH  waiting  Mr. 
Muleygrubs'  return  was  Mr.  Macpherson,  the  wily  chnrchwarden  of 
the  neighbouring  parish.  "Taken  the  liberty  of  calling  upon  you 
to  request  your  coontenance  to  a  subscriptimi  for  repairing  our  organ,*' 
said  be. 

**  Goufonnd  your  snbscriptions  1  **  intermpted  the  justice — "  my  hand's 
never  out  of  my  pocket.     Why  do  you  all  come  to  me  P  '* 

**  We  always  go  to  the  peo|ile  of  the  first  consequence  first,**  replied 
the  churohwaordeD,  in  a  tone  more  directed  to  Mr.  Jorrocks  than  to 
Mr.  Mukygrubs. 

"  Very  kmd  of  you,^  repfied  he,  satirically — **  kind  and  considerate 
both." 

''  The  jemmple  of  ^eotiemen  in  high  stations  has  great  influence," 
replied  Ifr.  Macpherson. 

<<Thei«piqr  not  go  to  Sir  Hany  Martin?** 

"  BecMue  you  «pe  the  largest  landowner  in  the  parish,**  relied  the 
Scotchmn^  m  the  same  **  taik-at-him  **  tcne  as  before. 

This  was  a  dendier — firoclaimed  in  his  own  baronial  hdt,  in  the 
presence  of  Mr.  Jorrocks,  as  the  ^raitest  man  and  largest  laniMBier  in 
the  parish*  was  sqmrtfchiBg. 

«  Well/' aaid  b^  Mtti  a  relaxing  farow,  "putie  dpimfcra  uMfii  of 
gnineaa.** 

*'  Thank  fvu  ian%  *  xeplied  Mr.  Macpherson,  talking  a  kam  ■iahind 
out  of  liis  padcot,  and  wnting  the  name  Marmadi^  Makfgnh^  fiBq* 
J.P.«  21,  2«.,  at  the  head  of  the  first  «olumia. 

**  You'd  ikt  it  put  in  fiie  pikers,  i  suppose  P  ^  observed  Mir.  Mac- 
pherson. 

*'  Fofiem  /  to  be  sure  I "  replied  Mr.  Mulgi^ubs,  ruffled  at  the 
questian;  **  what's  the  use  of  my  giiapg  if  it  isn\  put  in  the  futpers  P  '* 

A  Jkw  picture-deaikr  next  clauned  the  justice's  ear.  He  had  a  kit-cat 
of  a  grim^visaged  wanior,  with  a  lace-collar,  and  his  hand  resting  on  a 
basket-handled  sword. 

"Oot  a  match  for  your  dining-room  por ** 

"  I'll  speak  to  you  after  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Muleygrubs,  hastily  pushing 
the  purveyor  of  ancestors  aside,  and  drawing  Mr.  Jorrocks  onward  to  the 
breakfast-room. 

There  was  a  great  spread  in  the  way  of  breakfast,  at  least  a  great 
length  of  table  down  the  room.  A  regiment  of  tea-cups  occupied  one 
end  of  the  table,  coffee-cups  the  other,  and  the  cold  game-pie  was  in 
the  middle.  Four  loaves,  two  of  white,  and  two  of  brown  bread, 
guarded  the  corners,  and  there  were  two  butter-boats  and  four  plates  of 
jelly  and  preserve. 

"  Come,  there's  plenty  to  eat,  at  all  ewents,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks 
aloud  to  himself,  as  he  advanced  to  greet  Mrs.  Muleygrubs,  and  give  the 
little  Muleygrubs  the  morning  chuck  under  the  chin.     "  S'pose  you've  a 
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party  comin*  this  mornin',"  coniunied  he,  looking  at  the  cups,  and  then 
puiling  oat  his  watch ;  *'  five  minates  to  ten  by  'Andley  Cross,"  said  he  : 
"  'ounds  will  be  here  in  twenty  minntes — Pigg's  werry  punctual" 

Mrs.  Mnl^gmbs  said,  *'  That  being  a  county  fanuly,  they  wished  to 
makethemselTCS  popular,  and  would  give  a  public  brealdfast  to  the  Hunt." 

2iir.  Jorrocks  said,  "  Nothin'  could  be  more  proper." 


Eive  minntes  elapsed,  and  he  looked  again  at  his  watch,*  observing, 
"  that  the  'ounds  would  be  there  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour." 

"  Hadn't  we  better  be  doin',  think  ye  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Jorrocks,  impa- 
tiently, as  Mr.  Muleygrubs  entered  the  room  after  his  deal  for  the 
ancestor ;  '*  'ounds  '11  be  here  in  no  time." 

"I  suppose  there's  no  great  hurry,"  observed  Mr.  Muleygrubs, 
carelessly. 

"'Deed  but  there  is,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks;  "punctuality  is  the 
purliteness  o*  princes,  and  I  doesn't  like  keepin'  people  waitin'.^ 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Mr.  Muleygrubs,  "  we'll  ring  for  the  urn.* 


In  it  came,  hissing,  for  the  footmen  wanted  to  be  off  to  the  Hunt. 

Dry-toast,  buttered-toast,  mufl^s,  twists,  rolls,  &c.,  were  scattered 
down  the  table,  and  two  stands  of  eggs  flanked  the  cold  game-pie  in 
the  centre. 

There  is  no  greater  nuisance  than  making  a  feast  and  no  one  coming 
to  eat  it, — even  Gog  and  old  Magog  complained  when  William  the 
Fourth  disappointed  the  guzzlers  in  Guildhall : — 

"  Said  Gk>g  to  old  Magog, '  Why,  furr  and  thunder ! 
There  surely  is  some  unaccountable  blunder/  **  &c. 

In  vain  Mr.  Marmaduke  played  with  his  breakfast,  and  pretended  to 
enjoy  everything.  His  eye  kept  wandering  to  the  window  in  hopes  of 
seeing  some  one,  even  the  most  unwelcome  of  his  friends,  cast  up.  Still 
no  one  arrived,  and  the  stiff-necked  boy  sat  in  the  baronial  hall  without 
being  summoned  to  open  the  doors.  A  group  of  children  first  ventured 
to  enter  the  forbidden  field  in  front  of  the  Justice's,  emboldened  by  a 
mole-catcher,  who  was  combining  business  with  pleasure.  A  boy  on  a 
pony  next  arrived,  and  was  the  object  of  attention  until  two  grooms 
appeared,  and  began  to  fuss  about  the  stirrups,  and  rub  their  horses 
down  with  handkerchiefs.  Presently  more  arrived;  then  came  more 
ponies,  then  a  few  farmers,  and  at  last  a  red-coat,  to  the  delight  of  the 
youngsters,  who  eyed  the  wearer  with  the  greatest  reverence.  Mean- 
while Mr.  Jorrocks  worked  away  at  his  breakfast,  first  at  the  solids,  then 
at  the  sweets,  diversified  with  a  draught  at  the  fluids. 

Four  red-coated  gentry  came  cantering  into  the  field,  smoking  and 
chattering  like  magpies.  Out  rushed  the  figure  footman  to  enlist  them 
for  the  breakfast,  but  the  hard-hearted  mortals  ask  for  cherry-brandy  out- 

*  Reader,  if  you  are  a  non-fox-hunting  housekeeper,  and  ever  entertain  fox- 
hunters,  never  let  them  wait  for  their  breakfatis.  The  most  sumptuous  repaat  will 
not  compensate  for  the  loss  of  ten  minates,  or  even  five,  at  this  thne  of  day. 
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side.  Mr.  Jorrocks  looked  at  his  watch,  and  the  children  raise  a  cry  of 
'*  Here  they  come  I  "  as  James  Pigg  and  Benjamin  were  seen  rounding  a 
belt  of  trees,  with  the  hounds  clustered  at  Pigg's  horse's  heels,  while  a 
Handley  Cross  helper  on  Mr.  Jorrocks*s  horse  assisted  to  whip  in.  As 
they  come  towards  the  front,  up  goes  the  window,  and  Mrs.  Muleygmbs 
and  the  children  rush  to  the  view. 

Pleased  with  the  sight,  Mr.  Muleygmbs  desired  the  footboy  to  give  the 
men  a  glass  of  claret  a-piece. 

"  Thank  ye,  no  I  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  "  I'll  give  them  a  Seidlitz 
pooder  a-piece  when  they  gets  'ome." 

"  Do  you  love  your  huntsman,  Mr.  Jonnocks  ? "  asked  Magdalene 
Margery,  who  was  now  a  candidate  for  the  great  man's  favour. 

"  I  loves  everybody,  more  or  less,  my  little  dear,"  replied  our  Master, 
patting  her  plaistered  head. 

Well,  but  would  you  kith  him  ?  "  demanded  Victoria  Jemima. 
Would  you  pay  for  his  shoes  ?  "  asked  Albert  Erasmus,  who  sported 
a  new  pair  lumsdf. 

"  He  wears  bouts,  my  dear,"  replied  our  ready  friend. 

"  Do  you  hunt  weU,  Mr.  Jonnocks  ? — ^Are  you  a  good  hunter  ?  "  asked 
Master  Memnon. 

"  Capital,  my  dear ! — ^Best  in  England  I  "  replied  our  Master. 

"Why  don't  you  shoot  the  fox,  Mr.  Jonnocks?"  now  demanded 
Darius,  astonished  at  the  size  and  number  of  the  pack.  "  P^-a-r  shoots 
the  fox,"  added  he,  in  a  loud  tone  of  confident  superiority. 

"  Nonsense,  Darius !  nothin*  of  the  sort !  '  exclaimed  the  guilty 
Muleygmbs. 

"  You  d-o-O'O,''  drawled  Darius,  eyeing  his  parent  with  a  reproving 
scowl. 

"  Eush  !  you  foolish  boy !  "  stamped  Marmaduke,  looking  as  if  he 
would  eat  him. 

"  Be  bund  to  say  he  does,"  gmnted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  aloud  to  himself, 
with  a  knowing  jerk  of  his  head. 

"  Bless  us  1  what  a  many  dogs  you  have !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Muleygmbs, 
anxious  to  turn  the  conversation. 

"  'Ounds !  if  you  please,"  replied  our  Master. 

"Well,  hounds!**  aspirated  Mr.  Muleygmbs,  as  if  correcting-  Mr. 
Jorrocks's  pronunciation :  "  Is  it  possible  you  know  all  their  names  ?  " 

"  Quite  possible,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  making  for  the  window  that 
had  just  been  opened. 

Giving  one  of  his  well-known  shrill  gallery  whistles,  the  pack  caught 
sight  of  their  master,  and  breaking  away,  dash  through  the  windows, 
demolishing  the  glass,  upsetting  the  children,  and  seizing  aU  the  dainties 
left  on  the  breakfast-table  of  Cockolomm  Castle. 

Mr.  Muleygmbs  was  knocked  imder  the  table,  Mrs.  Muleygrubs  and 
all  the  little  Muleygmbs*  hurried  out,  and  the  stiff-necked  foot-boy  had  a 
chase  after  Priestess,  who  ran  off  with  the  cold  rein-deer  tongue.  Three 
or  four  hounds  worried  the  pie,  and  Ravager — steady  old  Ravager — 
charged  through  the  coffee-«ups  to  get  at  the  rolls.  Altogether,  there  was 
a  terrible  crash. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  bolted  out  of  the  window,  and,  by  dint  of  whooping  and 
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hoUoaiog,  aided  by  the  foot-boy's  endeavours,  succeeded  in  drawing  off  the 
delinquents,  and  sending  Ben  in  for  his  cap,  desired  him  to  apologise  for 
not  returning  to  bid  his  hostess  adieu,  on  the  plea  that  the  hounds  would 
be  sure  to  follow  him. 

The  commotion  was  not  confined  to  the  house,  and  Ethdred  the 
gardener's  nerves  were  so  shook,  that  he  forgot  where  to  enlarge  the  bag 
fox,  which  he  did  so  clumsily,  that  the  animal,  as  if  in  revenge,  made 
straight  for  his  garden,  followed  by  Jorrocks,  and  the  whole  train-baud 
bold,  who  made  desperate  havoc  among  the  broccoli  and  winter  cabbages. 
The  poor,  confused,  half-smothered  brute  took  refuge  up  the  flue,  from 
whence  being  at  length  ejected,  our  "indifferent  man  about  blood" 
celebrated  his  obsequies  with  ''  ten  miles  straight  on  end"  honours.  He 
then  made  a  show  of  drawing  again,  but  as  "  P-a-a-r  shoots  the  fox,-'  we 
need  not  state  the  result. 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

THE    GREAT   MR.  PBETTYFAT. 


Mb.  Jobbocks's  introduction  to  the  ''old  customer"  originated  in 
a  very  bumptious,  wide-margined  letter  from  the  great  Mr.  Prettyfat, 
deputy  surveyor  of  the  wretched  forest  of  Pinch-me-near.  Luckily  it  was 
a  royid  forest,  for  it  would  have  ruined  any  one  else.  It  had  long  been 
"administered"  by  Mr.  Prettyfat,  formerly  butler  to  the  great  Lord 
Foliage,  when  that  nobleman  was  at  the  head  of  the  Woods  and  Forests ; 
and  twenty  years  had  not  diminished  the  stock  of  ignorance  with  which 
Prettyfat  entered  upon  the  duties  of  his  office.  He  had,  however,  for- 
gotten aU  about  "napkins,"  and  was  now  a  most  important  stately 
stomached  personage,  with  royal  buttons  on  a  bright  blue  coat.  It  was 
always  "  her  Majesty  and  I,"  or,  "  I  will  consult  with  her  Majesty's 
Ministers,"]  or  "  my  Lords  Commissioners  of  her  Majesty's  Treasury, 
and  I  think  there  should  be  a  new  hinge  to  the  low  gate,"  or,  "  the 
Secretary  of  the  Treasury  and  I  differ  about  cutting  down  the  shaken 
oaks  on  the  North-east  Dean,  as  I  think  they  will  recover."  Indeed,  he 
would  sometimes  darkly  hint  that  her  Majesty  was  likely  to  pay  him  a 
visit  to  inspect  his  Cochin  China  and  Dorking  fowls,  for  which  he  was 
justly  famous. 

Now  the  foxes,  with  their  usual  want  of  manners,  had  presumed  upon 
the  Boyal  forest  poultry,  and  though  Prettyfat  had  succeeded  in  trapping 
a  good  numy  of  them,  there  was  one  audacious  old  varmint  that  seemed 
proof,  as  well  against  steel,  as  against  the  more  deadly  contents  of  his 
blunderbuss  barrels.  Prettyfat  could  neither  catch  hun  nor  hit  him. 
The  oftener  he  blazed  at  hira,  the  more  impudent  the  fox  seemed  to 
become,  and  the  greater  pleasure  he  seemed  to  take  in  destruction,  gene- 
rally killing  half-a-dozen  more  fowls  than  he  carried  away.  Prettyfat  then 
tried  poison,  but  only  succeeded  in  killing  his  own  cat.  At  length  he  was 
fairly  at  his  wit's  end.     In  this  dilemn^a,  it  occurred  to  him  that  Jorrocks 
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tke  proper  person  to  apply  io»  and  hearing  that  he  waa  a  grocer  in 
the  city,  who  took  a  subscription  to  his  hounds  in  the  country,,  he  con- 
cluded Jorrocks  was  a  better  sort  of  rat-catcher,  who  they  might  employ 
by  the  day,  mouth,  or  year,  so  with  the  usual  contempt  of  low  people  for 
those  who  make  money,  he  concocted  the  following  foolscapped  sheet  of 
impertinence,  which  he  directed  '*  On  her  Majesty's  service, '  and  sealed, 
with  royal  butter-pat  sized  arms : — 

m 

"  FuroH-iOrifSAB  Foanr  Housk. 
"Sib, 

''  I  am  directed  by  the  Bight  Honourable  the  Commissioner  in 
charge  of  her  Majesty's  Woods  and  Forests  to  desire  that  you  will  inform 
me,  for  the  information  of  the  Bight  Honourable  the  Lords  Commissioners 
of  her  Majesty's  Treasury,  what  you  will  undertake  to  exterminate  the 
foxes  in  the  Boyal  Forest  of  Pinch*me-near  for?  Their  ravages  have 
been  very  detrimental  to  the  growth  of  naval  timber,  for  which  purpose 
alone  these  royal  properties  are  retained. 

"  You  will,  therefore,  please  to  inform  me, — 

"  1st.  What  you  will  undertake  to  keep  the  foxes  down  for  by  the 
year; 

"  2ndly.  What  you  will  undertake  to  catch  them  at  per  head. 

So  that  the  Bight  Honourable  the  Commissioner  in  charge  of  her  Majesty's 
Wood»  and  Forests  may  be  enaUed  to  give  the  Bight  Honourable  the 
Lords  Commissioners  of  her  Miyesty's  Treasury  their  choioe  as  to  the 
mode  of  proceedings 

"I  am.  Sir, 
"  Your  most  obedient  Servaat> 

"  John  Prbtt¥pat, 
"  Depufy  Surveyor. 
"  To  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
**  Handley  Crow  Spa." 

To  which  Mr.  Jorrocks,  after  a  little  inquiry,  replied  as  follows : — 

"  Diana  Looob,  Handlbt  Cross. 
"Dbab  Pbbttypat, 

*'  Yours  to  hand,  and  note  the  contents.  I  shall  be  most  'appy 
to  do  my  possible  in  the  way  of  punishin'  the  foxes  without  any  bother 
with  your  peerage  swells,  who  would  only  waste  the  season,  and  a  great 
deal  of  good  letter  paper  in  needless  correspondence.  Life's  too  short  to 
enter  into  a  correspondence  with  a  great  official ;  but  as  they  tells  me  it 
is  a  most  frightful  beggarly  sort  o'  country,  to  which  none  of  the  water- 
drinkers  here  would  go,  I  must  just  dust  the  foxes'  jackets  with  a  short 
pack  on  bye  days,  which  will  enable  me  to  begin  as  soon  as  ever  you  like 
in  a  mornin',  which  arter  all  is  said  and  done,  is  the  real  time  for  makin' 
them  cry  *  Capevi  I '  I  does  it  all  for  the  love  o'  the  thing,  but  if  there 
are  any  earths,  I  shall  be  obliged  by  your  stoppin'  them.  Don't  stop  'em 
in  mind,  or  I'll  have  to  inform  the  Bight  Honourable  the  Commissioner 
ia  charge  of  her  Majesty's  Woods  and  Forests,  for  the  information  of  the 
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Right  Honourable  tlie  Lords  Commissioners  of  her  Migaity's  TreMary. 
So  no  more  at  present  from 

"  Yours  to  serve, 

**  John  JoBAoexs. 

"To  John  PMtty&t,  Esq., 

"Deputy  Surveyor, 

*'  Pinoh-me-near  Forest  House.*' 

And  there  we  will  leave  Mr.  Prettyfat  for  the  present,  in  order  to 
introduce  another  gentleman. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

H.V.H.  BU66INS0N. 


Now,  Mr.  Jorrocks's  bagman,  Bugginson,  or  "  repretentative,"  as  he 
calls  himself,  had,  since  his  master's  elevation  to  the  foz-luuiting  throne, 
affected  the  sportsman  a  good  deal,  dressing  in  cut-away  coats,  corduroy 
trousers,  and  sometime*  cfvn  gcnng  so  far  aa  gosling-green  cords  and  very 
dark  tops,  and  talking  abmt  our  "ounds,  our  country,  and  so  es,  and  this 
great  swell  strayed  inmitioasly,  at  half-cock  (for  it  was  after  kmcheon), 
into  Mr.  Chaffey's»  leposilmy  at  Muddlwiporth,  in  company  with  »  couple 
of  local  swells,  wlton,  a*  htid  luck  would  have  it,  the  worthy  awtiMwer 
was  dispersing  the  **  splendid  hunting  eaiablishment "  of  Sir  Qvlj  Spanker, 
under  a  writ  oi  oecatiiM  ftom  the  Steiff  of  PleetsUre.  He  had  got 
through  the  valuable  colfectioii  of  aaiMn^  and  waa  just  putting  up  the 
first  lot  of  hounds^  tan  mm^h  of  dtags,  m  liir  usxmt  flourishing  s^le  of 
the  brotherhood  bi^Hu^^  ai  an  ouini^^Bcma  prints  and  gradually  getting 
down-stairs  to  »  ■dfanlraBm,  tvian  booteit  Bugginson  and  Co.  entered. 

"What  Witt  aay  genlemaa  g^  for  thia  tspevb  lot  of  hounds P" 
demanded  Chaffsy,  tiimwiiig  his  mm  towards  Bugginson,  "  what  will 
any  gen'leman  give  ftw  this  wifutli  lot  of  hounds,  unmatched  and 
unmatchable  f  *^ 

"  Doubt  that,**  mift»i  BtLgginaon  to  Jim  Breeze,  one  of  his  chums, 
intimating  that  he  thought  "  theirs  "  were  better. 

"  What  wilJ  any  gen'leman  give  1 "  repeated  the  auctioneer,  flourishing 
his  little  hammer,  "five  'underd  guineas  —  will  any  gen'leman  give 
five  'underd  guineas  for  them?"  asked  he  hastily,  as  if  expecting  them 
to  be  snapped  up  in  a  moment. 

"  Four  'underd  guineas  ! 

*'  Three  'underd  guineas  I 

"  Two  'underd  guineas ! 

"  One  'underd  guineas ! 

"  Will  any  gen'leman  give  a  'underd  guineas  for  this  splendid  lot  of 
dog-hounds----the  fleetest,  the  stoutest,  the  gamest  hounds  in  England  1  N» 
genleman  give  one  'underd  guineas  for  them  ! "  exclaimed  he,  in  a  tone 
of  reproach.    Then  apparently  recovering  hia  mortification,  he  proceeded. 
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"  Fifty  guioeu  1 
"  Fcnrtjr  guineas  I 
"Thirty! 

"  Ten  t     WQl  any  genleman  ^ve  ten  gmnets  ?  "  inqoired  he. 
"SktHingi!"  exclaimed  Bugginson,  knowingly,  knodiiig  off  tiie  end 
of  his  dgat. 

"  Thank'e,  sir  I "  exclaimed  the  anctioneer,  glad  of  sn  offer. 


Bugginson  felt  foolish.     He  irished  he  "  hadn't" — still  he  thought 
there  was  no  chance  of  their  going  for  tliat.     Chaffey  hurried  on. 

"  Ten  shillings  is  only  bid  1 — any  advance  on  tea  shillin's  ? — going  for 

ten  shillin's — any  body  give  more  than  ten  ahiUin'a  !   can't  Aeeil!  Mutt 

be  80ld^^H(/y  ten  shiUin'a  bid — third  and  lail  time  for  ten  shillin's,  goin* 

(t^),  gone." 

^  "Goin^  (tap),  gone  I"    Ominous  words  1    What  b  thrill  they  send 


OR,  HB.  JORBOCKS'S  HUNT.  829 

through  one's  frame.  "Going  (tap),  gone."  Oh,  dear,  who  shall 
describe  the  feelings  of  poor  swaggering  Bugginson  thus  let  in  for  ten 
couple  of  hungry-looking  hounds — four  or  five  and  twenty  inch  dogs ! — 
Bugginson,  who  had  never  had  to  do  with  a  dog  of  any  sort  in  his  life, 
suddenly  becoming  the  owner  of  a  pack  of  hounds — an  M.F.H.  like  his 
master.  "  M.F.H.  Bugginson  presents  his  compliments  to  M.F.H. 
Jorrocks,*'  Sec. 

'*  Deuced  cheap,"  "  dog  cheap  1 "  exclaimed  his  now  exalted  com- 
panions. 

"  Very,"  simpered  Bugginson,  wishing  he  was  well  out  of  them. 

''Where  to,  yer  'onerr  '  now  demanded  a  ragged  Irishman,  who  had 
seized  the  great  bunch  o(  dogs  from  the  man  of  the  yard  as  they  came 
from  the  rostrum. 

'*  Stop,"  muttered  the  man  of  the  yard,  "  the  gen'lman  'ill  be  buyin' 
some  more." 

"  Will  he**  thought  Bugginson,  eyeing  the  unruly  lot  pulling  away  in 
all  dkections,  adding  to  himself, ''  catch  me  at  that  game  again." 

"Take  them  to  the  '  Salutation,' "  said  Bugginson  pompously,  "  and 
tell  the  ostler  to  put  them  into  a  stable." 

"  Haifa  croon,  yer  'oner !  "  demanded  the  man. 

"  Half  a  crown ! "  retorted  Bugginson,  "  why  I  only  gave  ten  shillin's 
for  the  lot." 

"  So  much  the  better !  Sure,  then,  yer  'oner  can  afford  to  pay  me 
liberal  and  bountiful." 

"  But  half  a  crown's  out  of  all  reason,"  retorted  Bugginson,  angrily ; 
"  why  it's  not  fifty  yards,"  shortening  the  distance  one  half. 

"  Baison  or  no  raison,"  replied  Pat,  "  I'll  not  take  them  for  less ; "  and, 
Bugginson  seeing,  by  the  desperate  rush  some  of  the  hounds  made  to  get 
at  a  bundi  of  comrades  now  coming  to  the  hammer,  that  he  could  do 
nothing  with  them  himself,  was  obliged  to  submit  to  the  extortionate 
demand. 

Though  Bugginson  was  too  knowing  a  hand  to  exhibit  symptoms  of 
mortification  at  the  mess  his  swagger  had  got  him  into,  he  was  not  to  be 
persuaded  into  bidding  for  any  more ;  and  in  vain  Mr.  ChafFey  expatiated 
on  the  merits  of  the  next  lots,  intimating  his  opinion  that  Bugginson 
ought  at  least  to  make  up  his  twenty  couple. 

Bugginson  simpered,  chucked  up  his  chin,  haw-haw'd,  and  thanked 
him,  but  was  "  only  making  up  his  number ; "  and  having  remained 
sufficiently  long  to  look  as  if  he  was  quite  unconcerned,  he  repaired  to  his 
hotel,  to  take  another  look  at  the  animals,  which  he  thought  of  turning 
loose  upon  the  town  during  the  night,  when  an  unfinished  letter  to  his 
master — we  beg  pardon,  his  "principal  " — stating  who  he  had  seen,  who 
he  had  "  drawn,"  who  he  had  been  told  was  "respectable,"  and  who  the 
reverse,  caused  him  to  alter  his  plans,  and  to  add  a  P.S.,  saying  he  hoped 
Mr.  Jorrocks  would  allow  him  to  offer  him  a  Christmas  box,  in  the  shape 
of  ten  couple  of  very  fine  fox-hotmds,  late  the  property  of  Sir  Guy 
Spanker,  Baronet,  which  he  had  had  the  good  fortune  to  meet  with,  and 
which  he  would  forward  by  the  930  a.h.  luggage  train,  with  directions 
to  be  passed  on  to  the  Lily-white  Sand  Line,  by  the  11*20. 

CW-found  all  presents  wot  eat ! "  exchdmed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  on  reading 
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tlie  annoanoenmnt.  '* ClMi*foimd  all  presents  wot  eat!"  repeated  he, 
with  a  hearty  aiap  of  hia  thigh.  At  first  he  was  half  inclined  to  woric  the 
wipes,  and  bid  Bugginson  keep  them  himself.  On  second  thoughts, 
however,  he  raeuUected  that  rope  was  cheap  enough,  and  as  he  was  drawing 
some  of  his  hounds  nther  fine  (being  desperately  addicted  to  bye-days)» 
with  the  PinchHBisHiear  pn^Ml  in  hand»  he  thought  they  might  be 
worth  looking  at,  perhaps.  Accordingly,  he  despatched  Pigg  to  the 
station,  who  in  due  time  arrived  with  what  James  called  '*  a  cannyiah  lot 
o*  hunds,  only  they  hadn't  getten  ne  neames,"  names  being  a  thing 
Bugginson  never  thought  of  asking  for,  or  the  Sheriff  of  Fleetshkre  of 
supplying.  In  truth,  they  looked  better  than  they  were ;  for,  like  most 
first  lots  at  a  sale,  they  were  anything  but  the  pick  of  the  pack.  There 
were  skirters,  mute  runners,  and  noisy  ones,  besides  a  few  worn-out  old 
devils,  that  could-  evidently  do  nothing  but  eat.  These  Jorrocks  condemned 
without  a  hearing,  and  so  reduced  the  lot  to  eight  couple.  Mr.  Jorrodca 
told  Pigg  they  were  a  draft  from  the  Quom,  with  a  good  deal  ef  the 
Trueman  bbod  in  them ;  and  though  James  did  say  he  was  "  warned 
they'd  be  good  for  nout,  or  they  wadn't  ha'  parted  with  them  at  that 
time  of  year,"  still  the  announcement  had  a  very  favourable  effect  in 
ingratiating  them  in  Pigg's  favour.  Thus  reinforced,  Mr.  Jorrocks 
ventured  to  broach  the  subject  of  another  bye-day,  against  which  Pigg 
had  lately  been  protesting,  vowing  that  Jorrocks  would  have  both  ''busses 
and  hunds  worked  off  their  legs  afore  he  knew  where  he  was."  To  our 
master's  surprise,  Pigg  didn't  make  any  objection  to  the  forest. 

"  Wy,  wy,  sir,"  replied  James,  scratching  his  head  and  turning  his 
quid,  "  it  winna  be  a  bad  place,  ar  dinna  think." 

'*  Vot,  you  know  it,  do  you  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Jorrocks^ 

*'  Why  now,  ar  caima  say  as  how  ar  ken  this  forest,  but  ar  kens  what 
a  forest  is  weal  enough,  and  this  '11  be  gay  like  arle  others,  ar's  warned.'* 

^'  All  bog  and  bother,"  suggested  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  Arle  bog  and  bother,  no  1  what  should  put  that  i'  yer  head?  " 

Mr.  Jorrocks.  "  They  tell  me  this  one  is — " 

^iffS^'  "  It  winna  be  like  wors,  then.  When  canny  ard  Lambton  hunted 
our  country,  arve  been  i'  Chopwell  wiles,  and  the  rides  were  jest  like 


raoe-coourses." 


Mr,  Jorrocks  (in  astonishmen£).  '*  You  don't  say  so !  That'll  be  a  well- 
kept  place,  then,  with  great  trees  growin'  as  they  ought  ?  " 

Pigg-  "  Deii  a  bit !  Deil  a  bit  I  The  rides  was  arle  they  nunded.  The 
man  o'  the  woods  gat  the  grass  for  his  cows,  and  so  he  kept  the  rides 
varra  canny.  The  woods  was  just  like  bad  nursery  grunds — nothin'  but 
switches.  They  tell  me,"  continued  Pigg,  "  sin'  ar  come'd  away,  that 
they've  had  the  'Marican  reapin'  machine  at  work,  mo  win'  them  down." 

"  You  don't  say  so ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  wot  an  age  of 
in^ruvment  this  is  !  " 

*'  Aye,"  continued  Pigg,  turning  his  quid,  "  and  now  they're  gannin' 
to  growin'  a  crop  o'  pea-sticks  on  the  same  grund." 

"I  wish  they'd  grow  faggot  sticks,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "for 
Batsey  uses  an  uncommon  lot  lightin'  the  fires ;  but  'owsomever,  never 
mind,  that's  not  the  pint — the  pint  is,  that  we'll  go  to  the  forest,  and 
take  this  new  lot  of  'ounds^  and  see  wot  they're  made  on." 
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"  Wy,  wy,"  replied  Pigg,  "  wy,  wy,  ar's  quite  'greeable." 

"  Jest  you  and  I,"  observed  Jorrocks ;  "  it's  no  use  takin'  Ben." 

<<  DeU  a  bit ! "  repUed  Pigg,  with  disdain,  *<  deil  a  bit  1 " 

"You  on  young  Hyson,  me  on  Arterxerxes,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  Ye'd  better  nde  t'other,."  replied  Pigg ;  "  ye're  niver  oflF  t'ard  busses 
back." 

"Do  the  great  rumblin'-ttomached  beggar  good,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks; 
"  goes  jest  as  if  he  'ad  a  barrel  o'  milk  chumin'  in  his  inside." 

•*  Wy,  wy,  »r,"  replied  Pigg,  "  ye  ken  best ;  only,  ye  see,  if  ye  brick 
him  down,  ye  ate  ye'll  not  can  git  such  another — not  i'  these  parts,  at 
leaat" 

^  Oh,  nefer  fear,"  replied  Mr.  Jonrocks,  carelessly,  "  there  are  as  good 
ish  in  thft  sea  as  ever  came  out  on  it.  No  man  ne^  want  a  quad,  long, 
wot  'ill  pay  for  <ine,"  he  eontinoed,^  finstling  the  silver  vigoroualy  in  his 
pantakxML  pocket. 

"  ^J%  ^x^  *ur,"  replied  Pigg,  "ye  ken  best,  ye  ken  best.  Then  well 
fix  it  so,  aiid  ar'U  tak  these  new  hunds  i'  couples,  and  a  few  of  oar  own 
to  show  t9i^:i  the  way  like." 

"Jest  80»"  assented  Mr.  Jorrocks. 
'    And  so  master  and  man  parted. 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 

PIKOH-UX>trEAK  TOBXST. 

8  if  Mr.  Jorrocka's  huDting 
appetite  grew  by  what  it  fed 
upon,  he  psued  s  very  rest- 
lesB,  feveriah  night,  dreaming 
ofallsorta  of  hunting  casual- 
Uea,  and  greatly  diturbing 
Bire.  Jorrocka's  repose  by  his 
evolntiona.  At  length,  think- 
ing be  WEU  throwing  down  a 
atone  wall,  to  pick  up  his 
fox,  he  aet  his  feet  againat 
her  with  such  force  as  sent 
her  flying  out  of  bed,  and  lo 
finished  the  performance. 
Mrs.  J.  went  off  to  Seliada'a 
room,  and  our  master  got  up, 
though  it  naa  only  £ve 
o'clock.  Early  sa  he  naa, 
howcTer,  Pigg,  who  had  not 
gone  to  bed  at  all,  was  before 
him,  and  when  Mr.  Jorrocka 
got  down-staira,  he  found  him 
at  a  sumptuous  breakfast  with 
Batsey  in  the  back  kitchen. 
Setting  Pi|^  off  to  the  stable, 
Hr.  Jorroeks  took  bis  place  at  the  table,  and  rated  Batsey  soundly  for 
encouraging  a  mau  of  Pigg's  "  unsteady  'abita." 

Bataey  justified  heraelf  on  the  acore  of  promoting  her  maater'a  aport. 
"  Pigg,"  she  was  "  aure  waa  nothin'  to  her."  She  didn't  want  to  be 
Bfrs.  Figg.  Not  she,  indeed !  She  could  do  better  than  that  any  day, 
she  'oped  !  "Figg.fortooth  t"  and  she  bounced  about,  and  banged  the 
butter  upon  the  muffins  and  toaat,  as  if  her  feelinga  were  outraged  in 
the  extreme.  How  the  dispute  might  have  ended  ia  doubtful,  for  in  the 
midst  of  it  Batsey  gave  Mr.  Jorrocka  a  kidney  so  hot  off  the  fire,  that  he 
burnt  bis  mouth,  and  as  he  danced  about  the  kitchen  floor,  unable  to 
retain  it,  yet  unwilling  to  give  it  up,  she  took  advantage  of  the  opportunity 
and  slipped  quietly  away,  to  have  a  cry  in  her  own  room.  Our  master 
then  finished  his  breakfast  with  a  blistered  mouth,  as  beat  he  could,  and 
then  followed  Pigg  to  the  stable. 

It  was  ao  dark  when  Figg  gave  Ur.  Jorroeks  his  horse,  that  our 
matter  was  obliged  to  feel  along  bia  back  to  his  tail,  to  be  sure  that  he 
hadn't  got  bold  of  Xerxes  instead  of  Ail«rxerxes  ;  for  though  if  our  friend 
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had  been  selling  him,  he  would  have  sworn  that  Xerxes  was  far  the  best 
of  the  two — finest  oss  wot  ever  was  seen,  in  fact — ^yct  an  inconvenient 
jerk  he  had  with  his  hind-quarters  in  his  jumps,  more  than  counter- 
balanced any  little  additional  speed  he  had  over  Arterxerxes.  It  took 
Mr.  Jorrocks  more  time  to  get  shuffled  back  into  his  saddle  after  a  leap 
on  Xerxes,  than  Arterxerxes  would  have  lost  by  his  steady  laborious 
plodding,  to  say  nothing  of  the  inconvenience  of  riding  on  a  horse's  neck, 
instead  of  on  his  back.  But  to  our  story.  Pigg,  like  a  prudent  man, 
had  coupled  the  strange  hounds  with  some  of  their  own,  or  they  would 
have  been  all  over  the  town  in  no  time.  Master  and  man  spurred  briskly 
on,  Jorrocks  acting  whipper-in,  and  Pigg  yoicking  and  coaxing  the 
hounds  to  him  as  best  he  could.  They  cleared  the  town,  and  got  to  the 
Whickenby  Gate  before  the  'pike-man  was  up ;  and  violent  was  the 
clattering,  and  dread  the  denunciations  that  Jorrocks  hurled  at  his  white 
cotton  night-capped  head,  when  at  length  he  popped  it  out  to  inquire  the 
cause  of  the  row. 

Our  friends  didn't  get  much  use  of  the  hard  road  for  their  money,  for 
Pinch-me-near  Porest  being  quite  a  back-slum  sort  of  place,  that  nobody 
ever  wanted  to  see,  the  roads  all  seemed  to  shun  it,  and  it  was  only  by 
very  vague  conjectures  and  speculative  cuts  that  our  friends  managed  to 
steer  towards  it  at  all.  Not  that  the  forest  itself  was  wors^  than  any  of 
its  Boyal  brethren ;  indeed,  it  was  better  than  some,  for  Prettyfat  neither 
stole  the  wood  himself,  nor  knowingly  suffered  others  to  steal  it,  his 
being  the  easy  do-nothing  style  of  management,  that  let  the  trees  grow  if 
they  liked,  or  if  they  didn't  like,  let  them  stand  still  and  die,  or  be 
blown  down  and  rot  at  their  leisure.  He  made  his  reports  regularly  and 
fairly,  and  so  long  as  he  got  as  much  money  as  paid  his  own  salary 
and  the  wages  of  his  labourers,  he  felt  he  fulfilled  all  the  duties  of  a 
faithful  servant  of  the  Crown,  and  did  all  that  a  grateful  nation  could 
require. 

A  very  rubicund  sun  at  length  began  to  struggle  through  the  dull 
leaden  clouds,  gradually  revealing  hill  and  dale,  fields,  fences,  and 
enclosures,  the  whole  paraphernalia  of  a  landscape,  just  like  a  child's 
puzzle-map  getting  put  together. 

**  Yen's  it !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks  after  a  careful  survey  of  the 
now  developed  scene.  "  Ton's  it ! "  repeated  he,  pointing  with  his 
ponderous  whip  towards  a  dark  mass  in  the  distance. 

"Ar's  wam'd  ye,  is't,"  replied  Pigg,  replenishing  his  mouth  with 
tobacco.     "  Ar's  wam'd  ye  is't.     It's  a  gay  bit  off  though." 

"  Trot  on ! "  retorted  Mr.  Jorrocks  anxiously,  spurring  Arterxerxes 
vehemently,  an  insult  that  the  animal  resented  by  a  duck  of  his  head  and 
a  hoist  of  his  heels. 

Bump,  bump,  trot,  trot,  squash,  splash,  swosh,  they  went  through  the 
open  fields,  over  the  commons  and  heaths  of  a  wet,  sterile,  Pewitey 
country,  which  gradually  got  worse  as  they  neared  the  stunted  brushwood 
of  the  straggling  forest.  At  length  they  came  upon  a  nest  of  forest 
squatters,  with  their  wretched  mud  cabins  and  rolling  fences,  by  whom 
they  were  directed  to  a  smart,  well-hung  green  gate,  with  a  cattle-gap  on 
either  side,  as  the  commencement  of  Mr.  Prettyfat's  inattentions.  Some 
well-used  horse  trods,  converging  towards  a  gently  rising  hill  on  the 
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light,  from  whence  a  eni  of  ckar  imoiEe  wm  now  nshig,  fimrared 
tlw  smppoeitioiL  thai  iht  repreaentative  of  Boytitj  waa  not  far  off. 
Though  the  vtorniiig  waa  in  ita  pride,  yet  when  onr  friends  got  to  the 
frm^  of  the  aeait  Toae-^entwined  houae, — the  windows  were  aa  n^iite  aa 
the  rough  cait  walla — ^there  mere  no  eigne  of  ammation  of  any  sort. 
**  The  h^gar'a  not  hup  yet  I  do  heiieve,**  obaerred  Mr.  Jonrocks,  epurring 
the  great  8plaw4boted  Arterxenea  right  on  te  the  trimly  shaven  graaa- 
plot  in  the  centie  of  the  canrkige  ring.  Bising  in  hu  stiimps,  and 
dearing  hia  thnwt  with  a  prohmged  y-g-g««-»y  /  aa  he  prepaved  Ma  big 
whip  for  exeeution,  he  ga;pe  euch « 4»nnonade  of  a  omdc,  as  sonnded 
teoagh  the  houae  wad  reverbetated  in  the  foeat. 

*'  Sink,  hut  that'a  a  good  'on ! "  grinned  Pigg,  listening  to  Hie  oft- 
xqpeated  echoea. 

Searoely  were  the  words  oat  of  hia  montii,  before,  bang*  went  a 
Iflttioe  window  up  above,  and  a  xtval  of  the  red-&oed  aim  appeased 
beneath  the  night-capped  head  of  the  Deputy-surveyor. 

**  Whnt  are  you  doin'  here  P  "  roared  a  stentorian  voice. 

**^  finm,  ar  say  1  mm ! "  exdaiDied  Pigg,  thinking  he  waa  aaking  what 
he  wonld  have  to  drink. . 

'*Boin*  'erel**  replied  Mr.  JerrodEa,  whose  ears  had  served  hhn 
better.    **  Doin'  'eie !  vy  I  be  oome  te  'ant  the  foxes  to  be  sure !  ** 

*'  Hunt  the  foxes,"  retorted  Pvettyfet,  indignanttly — **  Is  ^m  a  time 
to-o(Mne  and  hunt  fbms — none  but  diimney-aweeps  would  disturb  one  at 
this  hour." 

**  Bii^  gin  ye'U  had  mar  hns  ar'U  get  oif  and  fight  'im !  "  exdaimed 
Pigg,  finions  at  the  comparison. 

•*ffit8k  f  "  said  Mr.  Jorrocka,  *"  kt  me  ta&  to  'im." 

**  Yy,  didn't  I  tdl  ye  Fd  come  heaiiy  P  "  naked  our  Master,  rising  in  his 
sthmips  and  speaking  in  a  oonoiliatory  tone. 

"Come  early,"  repeated  Pretty  fat,  recollecting  the  wide  margined 
official,  "  come  early,  yes,  but  you  don't  call  tramplin'  on  a  genTman's 
grass-plot  oomin'  early,  do  ye  P    You  don't  'speot  to  find  a  fox  there." 

''  Hoot,  thou  'ard  feuil,  what's  thou  grumbHn'  'bout  thy  grass  plat  for  P" 
demanded  Pigg,  in  a  tone  of  derision. 

"  Treasonous,  traitrous  rogues,"  exclaimed  Prettyfat.  "  I'll  hand 
you  over  to  the  law-officers  of  the  Crown." 

'*  Let's  off  1"  ejaculated  Jonrocks,  catching  Arterxerxes  short  round  by 
the  head — *^  Lets  off ! — I've  no  relish  for  law,  still  less  for  homamentin* 
the  top  o'  Temple  Bar  with  my  'ead ; "  so  saying  our  Master  spurred 
through  the  pack,  and  treading  on  a  couple  of  hounds,  raised  such  a 
clamour  as  drowned  the  further  observations  of  the  Sylvan  Viceroy. 
Down  they  dived  into  the  wood  'bgain.  They  had  not  got  very  far  before 
they  met  Prettyfat's  perspiring  drab-turned-up-with-grease  flunky,  panting 
along  with  a  pitchfork  in  his  hand,  who  exclaimed,  on  seeing  them — *'  Oh 
genTmen  !  genTmen !  you  should  ha'  been  here  a  bit  sooner  (puff),  that 
tarnation  fox  has  been  at  the  (puff)  poultry  again." 

"  You  don't  say  so ! "  grinned  Mr.  Jorrocks,  pulling  short  up  and 
standing  erect  in  his  stirrups.  **  You  don't  say  so !  Show  us  the  way 
on  'im,  and  I'll  sarve  'im  out  Off  with  the  couples,  Pigg,"  added  he, 
taming  to  James,  who  was  ahready  on  the  ground  disengaging  the  draft. 
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Away  iSkef  iteir  in  aU  directions,  howHng  and  towUng  like  mad.  A  shnU 
Uast  of  the  liorn  gets  them  into  a  smaller  oompass,  and  Mr.  JorroelcB 
tiots  on  preceded  by  the  man,  to  ahow  Mm  where  he  last  saw  the  fox. 
Old  Bavager  &rst  drops  hie  stem,  feathers,  but  speaks  not,  when  one  cf 
the  new  nok^  ones  immediateiy  gives  tongue,  and  the  sage  taking  a  fling 
in  adv«noe,  gave  something  between  a  squeak  and  a  note,  whic^  being 
immediaiely  endorsed  by  the  rest,  they  drive  with  an  echoing  crash  into 
the  ihiok  of  the  forest.  Now  <mr  friend's  misfortunes  commence,  for  the 
further  thegr  get  from  the  seat  of  government,  the  worse  the  riding 
becomes.  Impervious  thickets,  through  which  hounds  meuae,  but  horses 
ean  make  no  way,  soon  separate  them  from  the  pack,  whose  music  falls 
fainter  and  fainter  on  the  ear ;  our  anxious  Master  pushes  on,  through  the 
wet  artenle  sand,  or  slobby  quagmires,  impeded  ever  and  anon  by  a  fallen 
tree — in  hopes  that  a  favourable  turn  may  again  land  him  with  the  pack — 
«  Bash  my  vi^,"  says  he,  shortening  his  hold  of  Arterxerxes,  who  all  but 
falls  over  a  fern-concealed  log — "  Dash  my  vig,  I  wish  I  mayn't  bride 
my  neck  in  this  terrible  desert — most  outlandish  place  I  ever  was  in." 

'*  It  u  a  rum  place,"  observed  Pigg,  doing  the  like. 

*'  Ark  !  where  are  they  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Jorrocks,  pulling  short  up,  with 
his  hand  to  his  ear. 

'' They  seem  arle  oour,"  replied  Pigg;  '*wviAi  these  Ctoom  dogs  mt^ 
be  quite  what  they  oout." 

''  It's  the  confounded  hecho,"  observed  Mr.  JonodoB,  still  listenmg 
attentively. 

"  Ar  tell  ye,  they've  divided,"  asserted  Pigg. 

**  Then  turn  them,"  rejoined  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

*'  Tom  them  thysel',"  retorted  Pigg,  dropping  his  elbows  and  stating 
off  at  a  cantor. 

**  Now  Where's  the  man  goin*  to  I "  exdaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing  his 
fast  receding  huntsman  diving  into  the  thicket — **  Wot's  he  a  leavin'  me 
'ere  fore  ?  "  continued  he,  feeling  the  desolation  of  his  position.  "  Wish 
I  may  ever  find  my  way  out,"  continued  he,  looking  around  on  the  grey 
ui^eahhy  scene  of  stunted  desolation. 

Thinking  to  stick  to  Pigg,  at  all  events,  our  master  set  Arterxerxes 
agoing  again,  and  blobbed  on  in  his  deep,  blaek  imprints.  Sorry  work  it 
was  for  old  Arterxerxes,  who  was  no  great  hand  at  going  through  deep. 
Jorrocks  spurred  him,  and  jagged  him,  and  cropped  him,  and  called  him 
all  the  great  lumberin'  henterprizeless  beggars  he  could  think  of.  In  the 
excess  of  his  energy — he  overshot  the  mark,  and  kept  right  on,  instead 
of  turning  short  up  a  track  on  the  left.  The  one  he  kept,  from  a 
uniformly  rotten  surface,  now  became  aheraately  soft  and  hard,  the  water 
standing  in  the  hollows  like  baths,  and  these,  Arterxerxis,  as  if  suspicious 
of  treachery,  commenced  leaping,  but  possibly  finding  the  trouble  greater 
than  he  expected,  he  soon  took  to  blundering  through  them,  squirting  the 
muddy  water  about  in  all  directions.  The  forest  still  continued  the  same 
forlom,  unprosperous-looking  place ;  where  the  wet  stood,  moss  grey, 
aguish-looking  trees  were  dying  by  the  middle,  while  higher  up,  the  oaks 
battled  with  the  briars  and  other  smothering  rubbish.  Our  Master 
however  was  too  busy  to  observe  anything  of  the  sort — all  he  knew  was, 
that  it  was  worry  bad  riding.    The  sound  of  the  horn  on  the  left  first 
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caused  him  to  pause  and  ponder  whether  he  was  on  the  trade  of  Pigg. 
There  were  footmarks,  Imt  not  so  fresh  as  his  should  he.  Another 
unmistakable  twang,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  determined  to  alter  his  course. 
Where  all  was  so  bad,  there  was  nothing  to  choose.  Aooordingly  he 
swung  Arterxerxes  short  round,  and  turned  him  up  another  rushy, 
watenogged  track,  that  seemed  to  lead  in  the  direction  of  the  horn. 
Desperalely  bad  the  riding  was.  The  nature  of  the  ground  seemed  to 
change,  and  from  hop-pde-like  ash  and  alder,  to  be  stocked  with  nothing 
but  stunted  birch.  The  soO  was  black  and  peaty,  with  here  and  there 
the  outline  of  a  long-subsided  drain. 

"  Blow  me  tight,"  muttered  Mr.  Jorrodcs,  shortening  his  hold  of  his 
horse,  '*  I  wish  I  mayn*t  be  gettin'  bogged,"  and  scarcely  were  the 
words  out  of  his  mouth  ere  Arterxerxes  floundered  up  to  the  shoulders  in 
a  moss  hag,  shooting  our  friend  softly  over  his  head  on  to  his  side. 

"  W'OHirf  098!  W-o-a'a^  !  "  roued  our  Master,  now  kicking  on  his 
back  like  a  livdy  turtle,  expecting  to  have  the  struggling  animal  a  top  of 
him  every  moment. 

"  W-o-a-y  OSS !  w-o-a-a-y ! "  repeated  Jorrocks,  jerking  himself  off  to 
the  side.  The  horse  beat  and  plunged,  and  groaned  and  heaved, 
still  stemming  the  black  slough  of  despond,  until  he  got  fairly  through, 
when  after  standing  a  second  or  two  to  shske  himself,  he  set  off  at  an 
unprovoked  trot,  leaving  our  master  in  a  most  unhappy  state  tj/L  bewilder- 
ment as  to  how  he  should  ever  catch  him,  or  get  home  without  him. 

"  Dash  the  beggar,"  groaned  Jorrocks,  as  he  saw  him  rolling  his  great 
hind  quarters  away  in  the  distance — '*  Dash  the  beggar,  but  I  wish  I  was 
a  top  on  'im,  I'd  give  'im  summut  to  run  for,"  so  saying,  our  Master 
gathered  himself  together,  and  skirting  the  moss  hag,  commenced  the 
unpleasant  performaDce  of  running  in  top-boots.  Squish,  squash,  splash, 
he  flounder^,  now  over  the  insteps,  now  up  to  the  ankles,  now  almost  up  to 
the  knees.  He  soon  began  to  sob  and  sigh — "  Oh  dear !  oh  dear ! "  groaned 
he,  "  did  ever  mortal  man  see  sich  a  road — might  as  well  try  to  run  in  a 
river.  And  that  confounded  quad.,"  continued  he,  eyeing  Arterxerxes 
still  on  the  move.  '*  Dash  my  vig,  but  I'd  give  ye  summut  to  run  for  if  I 
had  'old  on  ye — I'd  make  ye  cry  *  Caperi ! '  my  frind.  Drot  the  road !  " 
exclaimed  he,  as  he  plunged  into  a  rush-concealed  rut,  and  squirted  the 
dirty  water  up  into  his  face.  "Well  this  is  a  pretty  performance," 
continued  he,  mopping  himself  with  a  great  crimson  bandana — *^  Beats 
all  others  into  fits.  Cbn-found  these  bye-days.  They're  always  gettin* 
on  me  into  grief.  And  now  the  brute's  gone  altogether,"  as  the  vista 
closed  without  Arterxerxes  on  the  scene.  "  Ark  !  I  'ear  'onnds.  No, 
they're  crows.  Well,  if  this  isn't  a  sickener,  I  don't  know  wot  is — ^might 
as  well  try  to  run  i'  the  mud  off  'Ungerford  stairs,  as  in  this  sludge. 
Shouldn't  like  to  clean  these  bouts  I  know,"  continued  he,  looking  down 
on  his  black,  and  all  black,  tops.  A  bit  of  sound  ground  again  tempted 
him  into  a  trot,  and  at  length  brought  him  to  the  rising  ground  up  which 
great  Arterxerxes  had  disappeared.  "Oh  dear!  oh  dear  I"  groaned 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  as  a  stitch  in  his  side  suddenly  stopped  him.  "  Oh  dear  I 
oh  dear !  I'm  regularly  floored.  Might  as  well  try  to  follow  Halbert 
*inp  Mont  Blanc  as  Arterxerxes  hup  this  incorrigible  mountain ;" 
our  heavily-perspiring  Master  sought  the  support  of  a  fallen 
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wiDow,  and  diatribnting  himielf  equitably  amon^  its  brandiea,  b(A 
Aihioil,  proceeded  to  bewail  hia  lamentable  coadition.  "  Oh  dear  I  oh 
deer  I  "  groaned  lie,  "was  there  erertaich  an  miifortanit  iodiwidnal  u 
John  Jrarocks !  irns  there  errr  nil  indepenileTit  British  grocer  made  aich  a 


football  on  bj  foitin  P  Toaaed  about  the  world  like  an  old  'at.  Tempted 
from  the  'oleaomeat,  the  pliaanleat,  the  moat  salnbriaome  atreet  i'  Loidon, 
to  take  these  'oands,  and  then  be  drawn  into  this  unpardonable  wilder- 
neaa.  Nothin'  but  roshea,  and  grass  that  Nebuchadnezzar  'inuelf  would 
torn  np  hia  nose  at.  Oh  dear  I  oh  dear  !  "  oontinned  lu^  as  his  thoughta 
reverted  to  home  and  Haodley  Cross,  "  shall  neveraee  my  dinner  this  day, 
Torbay  soles  with  Budle  cockle  sauce,  Dartmoor  forest  mntton,  pnddin', 
and  tatnra  nnder  the  meat,  'stead  of  starrin'  in  a  dreary  desert — bapped 
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up  by  code  lobins  or  other  baievoleni  birds ;"  a  thougkt  Uiat  so  distracted 
our  master  as  to  cause  him  to  start  and  turn  in  his  couch,  when  theioUen 
main  prop  to  his  hack  giving  way,  he  came  crashing  and  amashing  to  the 
ground. 

"  There  !  "  ejaculated  Mr.  Jorroclcs,  "  there  !  "  repeated  he,  as  he  lay 
among  the  rotten  fragments.  "  Fallen  a  'underd  feet  from  the  grand  ! 
Broke  every  bone  in  my  skin,  I  do  believe.  Bet  a  guinea  'at  to  a  'alf- 
crown  gossamer  I  'aven't  a  'ole  bone  i'  my  body."  So  sayiog  our 
master  having  carefully  shaken  first  one  limb  and  then  another,  to 
ascertain  the  amount  of  the  ]|ni«<Awf,  rose  slowly  from  the  wet  ground, 
and  after  anathematising  the  deceptive  unfiriendly  tree,  resumed  the  tracking 
of  his  horse  up  the  hilL  His  boots  were  now  well  "salivated  "  as  he  would 
say,  and  the  cold  bog-water  poadied  and  churned  as  he  went.  But  if 
his  feet  were  cold,  his  temper  was  warm,  and  various  were  the  recreations 
he  promised  Aitcrxenes.  He  wovld  ride  "  his  tail  off,"  then  recollecting 
how  little  he  had,  he  **  would  ride  him  till  he  dropped."  Then  he  would 
'*  skin  him  aUve,  and  make  his  hide  into  a  hair  trunk  " — then  he  would  cut 
it  into  whip  thimgs — next  into  shoe-atrings — finally  he  would  give  him  to 
"  the  first  BBDggier  he  met'* 

As  Ifca.  Okaae  would  say,  however,  **  first  eatch  your  hmrae,^  and  this 
seemed  a  renote  possibility,  Cor  thou^  our  master  in  the  course  of  a  two 
miles  tramp,  whiui  he  called  ten,  did  get  a  view  of  him  onee,  Che  grass 
was  of  too  coarse  and  uninviting  a  character  to  induce  the  animal  to  take 
more  than  a  paaaing  snatdi  as  he  went,  whidi  he  did  at  a  pace  that 
seemed  well  caipulatad  to  last  for  ever.  At  length  our  Mastor  waa  fairly 
exhanated,  and  coming  to  a  part  of  the  forest  thai  ran  ovt  into  rocks  and 
sandy  heaiheiy  hills,  he  threw  himsdf  upon  his  bade  on  a  large  flat  stone, 
and  kirridnf  up  first  one  leg  and  then  the  oth^,  to  let  the  b^-water  out 
of  hia  basU,  moaned  and  granad  audibly.  Begmning  at  a  guiaaa*  lie 
bid  up  to  a  hundred  and  twenty,  to  be  back  at  Handley  Cross,  and  two 
hundred  and  fifty  to  be  back  in  Great  Coram  Street,  ckar  of  the  'ounds 
•and  aU  belonging  to  them.  And  he  vowed  that  if  Diana  would  only 
'avia  the  kindness  to  come  to  his  assiitanoe  that  once,  he  would  never 
trariila  her  with  any  more  of  his  vagaries.  No,  indmd  he  wouldn't,  he 
wo«U  aeil  his  'ounds  and  his  'oases,  bam  hia  boots  and  hia  Beokford, 
and  (bive  about  in  a  pill-box  the  rest  of  Us  life. 


■^ 
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CHAPTER  XLV. 

K  niSMD  nt  KEBD,  &0 


UR  KHttf  WM  in- 


luqmn. 

"  Hurt,  BIT  I  "  re- 
plied  Mr.  Jorrocica, 
eyeing  bim  at  thongk 
he  expected  >n  im- 
mediate   stand  and 
deliver;  "Hurt, sir! 
No,  sir  ! "  clntdiing 
hia  fonnidsble  bam- 
"  ree  iott  mg  'ou." 
"  Oh,  that's  all,  is  it  ?  "  sneered  the  man. 
"  D'je  call  that  nothin'  ?  "  retmted  Hr.  Jorrocks,  bridling  up. 
"My  little  gal  said  she  thought  you'd  broke  your  back  by  the  noise 
you  were  makin',''  replied  the  man. 

"  Did  she  ?  "  rejoined  Mr.  Jorrocks,  feeling  be  had  been  making  a  great 
fool  of  himself.  "Did  she?  Then  tell  your  little  gal  she'd  nade  a 
mistake." 

"  Then  I  ean't  do  Dothia'  for  you  F  "  observed  the  man,  after  a  pause, 
"  In  ooniae  you  can,"  replied  Hr.  Jorrocks ;  "you  can  oateh  my  'oss 
for  me." 

"  Is  he  MBi  at  hand  F  "  adrad  the  man. 

ifr.  JomeJtM. — "  That  I  don't  know.  Far  or  near.  Til  give  ye  'alf-a- 
WDwn  for  bringin'  'im  to  aa." 


340  HAlfDLKT  CBOSS; 

**  Doubt  I  daren't  ventor,"  replied  the  man  reluctantly. 

Mr,  Jarrockt, — "  Huts,  there's  nobody  to  *urt  ye.'* 

*'  Can't  go  80  far  from  home,"  rejoined  the  man. 

Mr,  Jorrocki^  brightening  up — "  Wot !  you  live  near  'ere,  do  ye  ?  " 

"  Not  far  off,"  replied  the  man,  with  a  jerk  of  his  head,  as  much  as  to 
say  "  Fm  not  going  to  tell  you." 

Mr,  Jorrocks. — *'  Well,  but  p'raps  you  could  get  me  summut  to  drink, 
for  my  'oss  has  run  away  with  my  monkey,  and  I'm  fit  to  die  of  habsolute 
unqiienchable  thirst" 

The  num  eyed  him  suspiciously,  and  at  loigth  drawled  out,  "  What, 
you'ye  been  hunting,  have  vou  ?  " 

"  'Deed,  'ave  I,"  replied  our  Master ;  "  started  afore  daylight." 

''  It  'ill  be  Mr.  Jorrocks,  I  dessay,"  observed  the  num,  with  an  air  of 
enlightenment. 

"  Wot,  you  knows  me,  do  ye  I "  exclaimed  our  Master,  brightening  up. 

"Yes,  sir — ^no,  sir — that's  to  say,  sir,  I  know  your  huntsman,  sir — 
Mr.  Pigg,  sir." 

"  Indeed,"  mused  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  Mr.  Pigg  and  I  are  very  old  friends,  sir,"  continued  the  man,  *'  very 
old  friends,  indeed — most  respectable  man,  Mr.  Pigg,  sir — ^most  fortunate 
in  having  such  a  servant." 

"  Humph,"  grunted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  not  being  quite  so  sure  of  that. 

"  Finest  sportsman  in  the  world,  sir,"  continued  the  man — "  finest 
sportsman  in  the  world,  sir — can  do  a'most  anything — sing  a  song,  dance 
a  jig,  grin  for  baccy,  play  dominoes,  prick  i*  the  belt,  or  thimbk-rig. 
If  that  man  could  have  got  a  spirit  license  he'd  ha'  made  a  fortiu.  He*d 
ha'  bin  the  first  man  o'  the  day." 

"  /n-deed,"  mused  our  Master. 

"  Most  accomplished  gentleman,"  continued  the  speaker — "  most 
accomplished  gentleman.  I'd  ray  ther  have  James  Pigg  for  a  partner  than 
any  man  I  ever  saw." 

"  And  pray  may  I  ax  your  name  ?  "  inquired  our  Master,  curious  to 
know  something  more  of  his  huntsman's  friend. 

"  0,  my  name's  Turveylow,  Tom  Turveylow,  but  he  won't  know  me 
by  that  name.  Whiskey  Tim,"  added  he,  dropping  his  voice  with  a 
knowing  leer,  "  is  the  name  he'll  know  me  by." 

"  I  twig,"  winked  our  Master.  "  You  'aven't  a  drop  o'  the  cretur  with 
ye,  'ave  ye  ?  " 

"  Hard-bye,"  replied  the  man,  *'  hard-bye,"  jerking  his  thumb  over 
his  shoulder. 

"  Let's  at  it,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  brightening  up. 

'*  You're  safe,  I  s'pose,"  hesitated  the  man. 

"  Honour  bright,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  "  wouldn't  peach  if  it  was 
ever  so — " 

"Well,  I  don't  think  any  friend  of  Pigg's  would,"  said  the  man, 

gaining  courage ;  so  saying,  he  wheeled  about,  and  beckoning  Jorrocks 

to  follow  him,  led  the  way,  across  the  sharp  sandy  heath,  towards  a 

^^^wecipitous  range  of  rocks,  whose  heights  commanded  an  extensive  view 

^^^|||ihe  forest  and  surrounding  country.    It  was  towards  their  rugged 

^Hhat  they  now  directed  their  steps.    Passing  some  large  upnght 


OB^  UJL  JOBBOOKS'S  BJTST.  941 

stones,  that  guarded  the  entrance  to  a  sort  of  outer  court,  they  came  all 
at  once  upon  the  smuggler's  cave. 

*'  Bow  your  head  and  bow  your  body,"  said  the  man,  turning  and 
auiting  the  action  to  the  word  as  he  reached  the  firowning  portcuUis^like 
rock  that  guarded  the  entrance. 

'*  Come  on  1  come  on !  youVe  nothin'  to  fear,"  cried  he,  seeing 
Jorrocks  stood  irresolute,  "  there's  no  honester  mau  in  the  world  than 
your  humble  servant." 

*' Self-praise  is  no  commendation,"  muttered  our  Master,  going  down 
on  all-fours  preparatory  to  creeping  under  the  beetling  rock.  This  let 
him  into  the  smuggler's  ante-room,  a  cold,  damp,  dropping  den,  formed 
from  a  natural  cavity  in  the  rock.  Beyond  was  a  larger,  loftier  cave,  and 
over  a  bright  wood  fire,  illuminating:  the  hard  walls,  was  a  fine  Venetian- 
shaped  girl,  in  a  tight  blue  bodice  and  red  flannel  petticoat,  chucking  the 
savoury  contents  of  a  frying-pan  up  in  the  air. 

Her  back  being  turned,  she  was  not  aware  of  the  enterers,  until  her 
temporary  lord  and  master  exclaimed,  "Sally!  here's  old  keep-the- 
tambourine-a-roulin's  master." 

**  Lawk,  Jim !  'ow  could  you  bring  a  gent  when  I  'aven't  got  my 
stockin's  on?"  exclaimed  the  lady,  whisking  round  and  showing  the 
beautiful  s^noimetry  of  her  delicate  white  legs.  She  then  turned  her 
lustrous  eyes  upon  our  friend  and  basilisked  him  with  a  smile.  Mr. 
Jorrocks  stood  transfixed.  He  thought  he  had  never  seen  a  greater 
beauty.     Sir  Archy  Depecarde's  housekeeper  was  nothing  to  her. 

"  Take  a  seat,  sir,  take  a  seat,"  said  the  smuggler,  sweeping  a  bundle 
of  nets  and  snares  off  a  stool — for  of  course  he  combined  the  |trade  of 
poacher  with  that  of  smuggler — and  placing  it  behind  our  Master. 
Mr.  Jorrocks  did  as  be  was  bid,  and  sat  lost  in  the  novelty  of  the  scene, 
the  beauty  of  the  lady,  and  the  savouriness  of  the  pig*s-fry  she  was 
cooking. 

"  You'll  take  your  dinner  with  us,  sir,  I  hope,"  said  the  smuggler,  pos- 
sessing himself  of  our  Master's  hat  and  whip.  "  You'll  take  your  dinner 
with  us,  sir,  I  hope,"  adding,  as  he  chucked  them  into  a  comer,  "  any 
friend  of  Pigg's  is  welcome  here." 

"Much  plissur,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  all  of  a  sudden  waxed 
"  uncommon  hungry." 

"  Get  the  gent  a  plate  and  things,  Ann,"  said  the  smuggler  to  the  little 
girl  who  had  reported  J.'s  vagaries  on  his  back. 

The  implements  of  eating  were  quickly  placed  on  the  already  set-out 
table,  and  our  party  were  presently  at  work  at  the  fry,  which  was' followed 
by  roast  potatoes  and  a  jugged  hare,  late  a  tough  old  denizen  of  the 
forest;  oat-cake,  cheese,  and  bottled  ale  completed  the  repast.  Mr. 
Jorrocks  played  a  most  satisfactory  knife  and  fork,  declaring,  as  he  topped 
up  with  a  heavy  cannonade  of  whiskey,  that  he  couldn't  have  dined 
better  with  the  Grocers'  Company. 

"  Good  stuff  that,"  said  the  smuggler,  with  a  knowing  wink  at  the 
bright  sparkling  whiskey. 

"  Capital,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  replenishing  his  glass. 

"  I  toast  you,  sir,"  said  the  smuggler,  bowing,  glass  in  hand  to  our 
master. 
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^Toado  ne  proud,"  mA  Mr.  Jwioflk^nhiniiig  ike  safaita. 

'"Not  at  ally  mr,**  iqiUed  the  ocmdeaeendiiig  hotl.    *'  I  believe  jcm  to 
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Mr.  JomdDi  iMit  looked  towwdi  tlie  lady,  who  aoioiowledged  tlie 
oomi^imeiit  with  a  sweet  gknee. 

Tbe  tmogi^ler  then,  as  in  daty  bonnd,  gSTe  the  health  of  his  royal 
partner,  the  Qnem,  after  whieh  other  loyal  and  patriotie  toasts  followed, 
and  Mr.  Jorrodu  gave  the  ladies  generally,  adcUog,  as  he  leered  at  his 
hoeteas,  fliat  he  ''Uked  a  fine  weU-Iafonred  ooman/'  He  then  began  to 
get  noisy.    Itwas  theoldstoiy. 

''Ton  mnst  (hieeop)  with  my  'onnds  (hiceop),  best  'onnds  gom' 
(hioeap),  best  *oands  in  (hiooap)  England.  Best  'onnds  in  (hieenp) 
Sorope-^best  'oonds  in  (hieenp)  Euro]^  Hasia,  Hafirica,  *Meriea — 
(hieenp)."  Then,  as  he  rolled  abont  on  his  stool,  forgetting  there  was  no 
bade  to  it,  he  lost  his  balance,  and  kicking  np  the  ricketty  table  with  his 
toes,  came  heavily  down  on  his  boi^  What  haroened  alter,  is  matter  of 
imeertainty,  for  the  next  thing  onr  Master  rememben  was  finding  himself 
getting  transferred  firom  a  light-tilted  cart  on  a  bright  frosty  night  into  a 
Handley  Cross  fly,  at  Bosemaiy-lane  gate ;  bnt  when  he  came  to  pay  the 
man  his  ftre,  he  found  his  parse  was  gone,  which  he  might  have  th^ht 
had  dropped  out  of  his  pocket  into  the  cart,  were  it  not  that  his  watch 
was  wantmg  too.  Howerer,  bdng  at  home,  he  just  told  Betsy  to  pay  the 
fkre,  and  ekmbered  np-stairs  to  bed  as  if  nothing  '*  'tickler  "  had  hap- 
pened. And  next  day  Pigg  gate  snch  a  wondeiM  account  of  the  run, 
and  how  he  would  hare  killed  the  fox  half-a-dosen  times  if  he  had  only 
had  Jorrooks  to  help  him,  that  our  Master,  forgetting  all  his  promises  to 
Diana,  ray  soon  had  another  turn  at  the  forest. 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 

THE  SHOBTBST  BAY. 


Mb.  Jobbocxs's  next  adventure  in  the  hunting  line  originated  in  a 
very  furious  letter  from  a  gentlonan,  sigpung  himself  "  John  Gollarfield, 
fiurmer,  Hardpye  Hill,"  complaining  bitterly  of  the  devastation  of  his  hen- 
roost, and  calLiDg  loudly  for  vengeance  against  the  foxes.  Accordin^y 
our  Master  made  a  meet  for  Haidpye  Hill,  instead  of  Langton  Pound,  as 
he  intended. 

The  road  to  the  hill  lying  through  some  roomy  indosures,  and 
Christmas  having  let  loose  its  enterprise  upon  the  country,  great  was 
the  sporting  and  racing  that  marked  the  line  there.  Mr.  Jorrodcs, 
arrayed  in  his  best  pink,  jogged  pompously  on  with  his  cavalcade, 
receiving  the  marked  attention  of  the  country.  Arrived  at  the  hill,  he 
turned  into  a  g^rass  field  to  give  his  hounds  a  roll  and  hear  the  news  of 
day — how  Miss  Glanoey  was  after  Captain  Small — how  Mrs.  Buss 
captivated  old  Frill.    Then,  when  the  cantering,  smoking  cover  hade 


OR^   ICB.  JOHBOCKS'S  HUNT.  348 

swells  came  up,  they  resolved  themselves  into  a  committee  of  taste, 
scratinising  this  hoand  and  that,  passing  their  opinions  on  the  pack 
generally,  and  on  the  Bogginson  hounds  in  particular.  Some  thought 
they  were  coarse,  some  thought  thev  were  common,  but  when  they  heard 
they  were  drafts  from  the  Cluom,  they  were  unanimous  in  thinking  they 
must  be  good — especially  when  Mr.  Jorrocks  broadly  hinted  he  had 
given  Day  ten  guineas  a  couple  for  them.  The  noise  the  party  made 
prevented  their  hearing  sundry  ominous  moans  and  lows  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, whidi  gradually  rose  to  a  roar,  until  a  simultaneoUB  crash,  and 
cry  of  *'Mind  the  btdl! "  drew  all  eyes  to  the  bank  of  the  adjoining 
fence,  where,  with  head  down  and  tail  up,  a  great  roan  bull  was  seen 
poising  himself  preparatorv  to  making  a  descent  upon  the  field.  Down 
he  came  with  a  roar  that  shook  the  earth  to  the  very  centre,  and  sent  the 
field  flying  in  all  directions.  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  was  on  foot  among  his 
hounds,  immediately  rushed  to  his  horse,  which  Ben  had  let  loose,  but 
making  a  bad  shot  at  the  stirrup,  he  became  a  poi$U  ifappui  for  the  bull, 
who  after  him  with  a  vigour  and  determination  that  looked  very  Hke  a 
finisher.  Our  Master  was  carried,  clinging  to  the  neck,  half  across  the 
field  in  a  "now  on,  now  off*'  sort  of  way  that  would  have  made  any  one 
feel  very  uncomfortable  who  had  an  annuity  depending  on  his  life.  At 
last  he  got  fairly  into  his  saddle,  and  setting  himself  down  to  ride,  he 
threw  his  heart  boldly  over  a  stiff  '*  on  and  off,*'  and  shoved  Xerxes  at 
it  in  a  way  that  proved  too  many  for  the  buU.  Ploughing  up  the  pasture 
with  his  feet,  in  his  effort  to  stop  himself  as  he  neared  it,  he  tossed  his 
great  wide-homed  head  in  'the  air,  and  uttering  a  frightful  bellow  that 
thundered  through  the  valley  and  reverberated  on  Hardpye  Hill,  he  turned, 
tail  erect,  to  take  a  run  at  some  one  else.  And  having  succeeded  by  the  aid 
of  gates  in  placing  a  couple  more  inclosures  between  them,  Mr.  Jorrocks 
sought  a  rising  ground  from  which  he  thought  over  the  magnitude  of  his 
adventure,  and  how  he  would  like  to  have  Leech  to  draw  him  taking  the 
leap.  And  having  gained  breath  as  he  magnified  it,  and  having  duly 
congratulated  himself  upon  his  escape,  he  out  with  his  horn  and  blew  his 
hounds  together,  leaving  Hardpye  Hill  as  he  dime,  and  entering  among 
the  anathemas  in  his  Journal  the  following : — 

"  Cbw-found  all  farmers  say  I,  wot  don't  tie  up  their  bulls  I  " 
A  bad  beginning  in  this  case  did  not  make  a  good  ending,  for  though 
our  Master  drew  on  till  dark,  which  it  was  at  half-past  two,  he  never  had 
a  touch  of  a  fox,  and  he  sent  word  to  Gollarfield,  by  the  mole-catcher, 
that  he  was  a  "  reg'iar  'umbug,"  and  Figg  desired  the  man  to  add  that 
lie  would  fight  him  for  what  he  pleased. 
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CHAPTER  XLVn. 

JAHBS   PI06  AGAIN  ! !  ! 

The  smuggler  was  rigbt  in  liis  estimate  of  Pigg's  abilities,  for,  in 
addition  to  his  great  talents  for  hunting,  he  had  a  turn  for  low  gambling, 
which  the  uninitiated  sometimes  confuse  with  legitimate  sporting. 
Among  other  things,  he  was  in  the  habit  of  betting  on  the  weight  of 
people's  pigs,  bacKing  liis  own  opinion  as  to  what  thej  were,  or 
would  feed  up  to,  against  the  opinions  of  others ;  quite  as  useful  and 
praiseworthy  a  pursuit,  by  the  way,  as  people  backing  horses  they  have 
never  seen,  and  over  whose  running  they  can  exercise  no  control :  be  that  as 
it  may,  however,  Pigg  was  in  the  habit  of  exercising  his  judgment  in  that 
way,  and  had  been  highly  successful  at  Handley  Cross.  He  had  come 
nearer  the  weight  of  Giles  Jollyjowle'spig  than  eleven  others,  and  bad 
completely  distanced  all  competitors  in  his  estimate  of  Blash,  the 
barber's,  Hampshire  hogs.  He  had  also  carried  off  the  sweepstakes  at 
two  goose  clubs,  and  received  the  second  prize  in  a  race  for  a  hat.  In 
addition  to  all  this,  his  "  cousin,"  DeavUboger,  who,  notwithstanding 
their  little  differences  about  hunting,  had  still  a  sort  of  sneaking  regard 
for  "  wor  James,"  had  marked  his  appreciation  of  the  festive  season  of 
the  year,  by  sending  him  a  large  grey  hen  of  whiskey,  so  that,  what  with 
his  winnings  and  it,  James  was  generally  in  a  state  of  half  faddle.  He 
would  take  as  much  as  he  could  manage  if  kept  quiet,  and  more  than  he 
could  manage  if  put  into  motion.  Now,  as  bad  luck  would  have  it,  our 
uneasy,  insatiable  Master,  wishing  to  retrieve  his  blank  day  before  the 
usual  stoppage  of  the  season,  thought  to  get  something  out  of  the  fi^re,  by 
a  quiet  "  bye  "  at  Newtimber  Forest,  the  scene  of  his  former  misfortunes. 
Pigg,  who  had  just  paid  his  second  morning  visit  to  the  hen,  did  not 
make  any  decided  objection  to  the  proposal,  backed  as  it  was  by 
Mr.  Jorrocks's  plausible  observation,  that  at  that  critical  season  of  the  year 
it  "be'oved  them  to  get  every  day  they  possibly  could,"  and  it  was  not 
until  they  reached  the  Copperchink  Gate,  and  Pigg  pressed  a  sovereign 
on  the  woman's  acceptance  for  the  toll,  desiring  her,  when  told  to  wait 
for  his  change,  to  "  keep  it,"  adding,  that  their  "  *ard  maister  had  plenty 
o'  brass,"  that  Jorrocks  was  aware  how  matters  stood.  Recollecting, 
however,  the  "  Cat  and  Custard-pot "  scene,  Mr.  Jorrocks  did  not  make 
any  observation,  but  quietly  getting  his  silver,  trotted  on  as  if  it  was 
"  all  right,"  hoping  Pigg  would  sober  as  he  went.  When  they  got  to 
Foggy thorpe  Green,  where  the  road  diverges  through  the  fields,  another 
scene  occurred.  Pigg  wanted  to  pay  the  field-gates,  and  holloaed  at  a 
woman  who  happened  to  be  passing,  to  '*  tak'  her  money,"  tendering  a 
shillin|^^jf  he  had  been  kept  waiting  at  a  turnpike-gate  for  an  hour. 

making,  as  he  thought,  a  most  sagacious  steer  through  a 
ved  him  as  to  the  number  of  posts,  and,  catching  by  his 
head  foremost  off  into  a  complete  hip-bath  of  mud.  He 


shilling^  AS  if  he  I 
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was  too  wise,  however,  to  let  go  his  hold  of  the  bridle,  and  as  the  horse 
kept  smelUng  at  him  as  he  lay  under  his  nose,  Pigg  kept  vociferating, 
"  Sink,  they  dinna  mak  their  yets  hafe  wide  enough !  They  dinna  mik 
their  yets  hafe  wide  enough,  ar  say ! "  At  length  Mr.  Jorrocks  got  him 
raised  and  scraped,  and  stuck  straight  on  his  horse,  and  they  proceeded 
on  their  course  together.  Arrived  at  the  wood,  Mr.  Jorrocks,  thinking 
the  best  plan  would  be  to  humour  him,  said  if  Pigg  would  go  one  way, 
he  would  go  the  other,  which  James  assenting  to,  the  hounds  dashed 
into  cover,  and  master  and  man  proceeded  to  "  yoicks  "  and  crack  their 
whips,  having  the  hounds  in  a  widening  space  between  them.  The  wood 
was  thick  and  rough,  and  as  Jorrocks  proceeded,  Figg's  unearthly  notes 
gradually  died  out,  and  our  Master  had  all  the  noise  to  himself.  Being 
fond  of  the  sound  of  his  own  voice,  he  proceeded,  yoicking  and  cracking 
his  whip,  exhorting  the  hounds  to  "  find  'im,"  and  keeping  a  good  look- 
out a-head,  when,  to  his  surprise,  at  a  cross  ride,  Figg's  horse  came 
snorting  and  cantering  towards  him.  Figg,  feeling  uncomfortable,  had 
laid  down  to  sleep,  and  left  his  horse  to  his  own  devices.  '*  W-o-a-y,  my 
man  !  W-o-a-y ! "  cried  Jorrocks,  fishing  at  him  with  his  whip  as  he 
approached,  which  only  caused  the  horse  to  start  and  rush  past  him  at  a 
gallop.  "W-H-o-A-Y,  my  man,"  roared  Jorrocks,  as  the  horse  went 
scuttling  down  the  ride  without  rhyme  or  reason.  "  C^-found  the 
hanimal,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  as  he  eyed  him  staring  about  from 
side  to  side  with  the  reins  all  dangling  about  his  feet.  *'  C^-found  the 
hanimal,"  repeated  he,  "  was  there  ever  sich  a  daft  divil  as  that  ? — was 
there  ever  sich  a  misfortunit  indiwidual  as  John  Jorrocks  P  Cus  that 
Pigg,  I  wish  I'd  never  seen  'im — worst  warmint  I  ever  knew.  Yoicks, 
Lavender,  good  betch !  Bet  a  guinea  *at  we  find  a  fox,  and  the  'ounds 
run  clean  away  from  me.  Lose  either  them  or  my  dinner,  or  both. 
Well,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  spurring  on  to  where  Lavender  was 
feathering, — "  weU,  needs  must  when  a  certain  old  gen'lman  drives,  but 
if  I  'ad  my  own  way,  it  would  be  *  'ome,  sweet  'ome,*  for  me.  Dublin 
bay  'addocks,  with  appropriate  sauce,  goose,  and  happle  pye.  Oh  dear ! 
A  fox  !  for  a  'underd,  a  fox  !  for  anything  that  any  body  likes  to  say,'* 
continued  our  Master,  staring  his  eyes  out  as  he  gets  his  horse  short  by 
the  head.  ''Now  for  ten  miles  as  the  crow  flies  with  ten  bottomless 
brucks,  and  Berwickshire  doubles  without  end.  Ah !  thank  'eavens  its 
not  1  "  continued  he,  as  a  great  banging  hare  bounced  out  of  the  wood, 
and  took  down  the  ride  with  Lavender  full  cry  after  her,  and  Jorrocks 
cracking  his  whip  full  cry  after  Lavender.  At  length  he  stopped  her,  and 
taking  advantage  of  the  partial  scoring  to  cry  off  the  hounds,  he  out  with 
his  horn  and  blew  a  shrill  reverberating  blast  that  drew  out  the  rest,  and 
away  he  rode  with  the  hounds  all  clustering  about  his  horse's  heels  as  if 
he  was  going  to  lay  them  on  to  a  scent,  but  in  reality  to  get  them  out  of 
cover.  The  horn  operated  doubly,  for  a  smock-firocked  countryman, 
having  caught  Figg's  horse,  came  cantering  up  to  its  sound,  and  Jorrocks 
and  he  were  presently  on  the  Woodford  and  Handley  Cross  road. 
Promising  the  man  half  a  crown  and  his  dinner  for  seeing  him  safe 
home,  Mr.  Jorrocks  started  away  at  a  brisk  trot,  hoping  he  was  getting 
rid  of  Pigg  for  good.  And  when  ''  wor  James"  awoke,  and  learnt  from 
a  tape-selling  tramp  what  had  happened,  he  was  very  wrath,  and  vowed 
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^^kt  wadn't  steMl  iodi  werk-*-^  wadn't  be  robbedm  tliat  sort  of  way — 
no^  ke  wadn't.  HeM  hev  redress.  He'd  he?  jiistioe — ^yis,  lis'd  her 
juatics  he  wadn't  be  tieated  in  that  sort  of  way;'*  and  he  talked  and 
iMted  hittsdf  kto  beliering  that  he  had  been  most  infamootly  nsed. 
Finding  there  was  a  magistrate  in  the  neighbomring  village  of  Yelverton, 
thUber  he  direeled  his  stepSy  and  gaining  an  aadienoe,  boldly  aecased  his 
master  of  stealing  his  horse,  and  appliid  for  a  warrant  for  his  apprdien- 
SMML  The  jnstiee,  seeing  the  mandiia  state  he  was  in,  homoored  the 
ap]^cation,  bat  pretending  it  woaM  be  necessary,  in  oonsequenoe  of  a 
leeent  decisioB,  that  a  man  may  help  himself  to  a  horse  to  forward  him 
cm  a  jonmey,  to  see  that  Mr.  Jorroeks  had  not  taken  it  for  that  purpose, 
he  got  Pigg  into  his  dog-cart  and  had  him  driven  over  to  Handley  Gross. 
And  when  Mr.  Jorroeks  reproved  him  for  his  improprieties,  he 
nqplied  that  he  (Jorroeks)  '*had  ne  business  ont  a  hontin'  on  a 
dnnkin'  day." 


CHAPTER  XLVin. 

MR.   JO&ROOKS'S  JOUKNAL. 


We  will  again  have  recourse  to  our  worthy  friend's  journal  for  an 
outline  of  such  proceedings  as  are  not  of  sufficient  importance  to  demand 
separate  chapters  to  themselves.     The  following  seems  an  original  idea. 

"  Notice  from  the  churchwardens  and  overseers,  that  in  consequence  of 
several  mad  dogs  haviu'  made  their  appearance,  all  dogs  were  to  be 
muzzlM,  and  requirin'  me  to  see  that  the  'ounds  were  properly  muzxl'd 
before  they  went  out  to  hunt.  Wrote  and  told  them  I  didn't  believe 
there  were  such  a  set  of  jackasses  in  Her  Majesty's  dominions  as  to 
suppose  an  M.  F.  H.  would  go  out  with  a  pack  of  muzzl'd  hounds. — 
Absurd  1     This  is  Mello's  doing.     Will  pay  him  off." 

"  New  Year's  Day. — Sich  a  crowd  1  Sich  compliments  of  the  season, 
and  sich  screws.  Old  Doleful  grinnin'  about  on  Fair  Eosamond  like 
Death  on  the  Pale  'Oss.  Found  in  the  Cloud  Quarries,  but  might  as 
well  have  been  in  the  clouds,  the  field  surrounded  it  so,  and  drove  the 
fox  into  the  mouth  of  the  'ounds.  A  young  gentlemsn  in  nankeens  and 
patent  leather  boots,  rode  over  old  Barbara.  '  That's  right  I '  exclaimed 
Pigg,  '  ride  amang  em ! — ride  amang  em !  Kill  a  hund  or  two ;  we've 
plenty  mair  at  hyem  1  It  mun  be  a  poor  concern  that  wont  stand  a  hund 
a-day.'  Differ  from  Pigg  there  though.  Howsomever,  old  Barbara  ain't 
worth  much.    Declared  she  was  the  best  in  the  pack  notwithstandin'. 

'*  Staunton  Snivey, — Batsay  brought  up  shavin'  water,  saying  Binjimin 
wished  to  be  excused  'unting,  havin'  got  the  gout.  All  moonshine,  I 
dare  say !  Boy  has  no  passion  for  the  chase.  Have  a  good  mind  to  stuff 
him  full  of  Hunter's  pills,  and  see  if  they  will  have  any  effect  upon  him. 
Wot  business  has  a  boy  like  him  with  the  goutP  Only  for  rear  admirals, 
town  counsellors,  and  such  like  cocks.  Caught  Charley  pinchin'  Belinda 
under  the  table.    Mounted  him  on  Xerxes,  as  Ben  couldn't  go.    Largish 
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Md.  G^ptaia  Aottpson  (who  nerer  pays  Ms  tluree  poimcls)  ob«enred  he 
nerer  saw  a  paek  of  foxhoonds  without  a  whip  before,  and  muttered  tfome^ 
thin'  aboat  Master  Htin^  oat  of  the  hounds.    Shdl  set  Fleeoey  at  him. 

"Drew  Longford  Plantations;  then  on  to  Fawslej  Wood.  Fdund 
immediately,  bal  Beynard  inclined  to  hang  in  oorer.  No  great  soent 
either,  bat  cover  surrounded  with  foot  people  and  little  holiday  boys. 
Bin  useful  in  coaxin'  them  into  crowds,  to  listen  to  his  'hallegatioBs,'  as 
he  GtUs  bis  lies.  At  length  Beynard  broke  from  the  West  end,  and  made 
straight  for  Iver  Heath,  runnin'  a  wide  circuit  by  Staunton  Snirey,  and 
orer  the  hill,  up  to  Bybury  Wood.  Scent  poor  and  pace  bad.  All  the 
holiday  hobbledehoy  boys  treadin'  on  the  ounds'  tails.  A  short  check 
at  Farmer  Hayband's,  and  thought  all  was  over,  when  Priestess  hit  it  off 
in  a  grass  field  behind  the  bam,  and  away  they  went  with  the  scent 
improrin'  at  every  yard.  Pace  changed  from  an  'unting  run  to  a  reg'ktf 
bust,  and  quite  straight  over  the  cream  of  the  country. 

"  How  the  tail  lengthened  I  A  quarter  of  a  mile,  increasin'  as  they 
went.  Toung  gen'lemen  charged  to  bring  home  the  brush,  found  their 
grass  ponies  beginnin'  to  gape.  Captain  Shortflat  made  Duncan  Kevin's 
mare  cry  Capevt  on  Hutton  Bank  top,  and  many  bein'  anxious  to  give  in, 
great  was  the  assistance  he  received.  Major  Spanker  would  bleed  her  in 
the  jugular,  Mr.  Wells  thought  the  thigh  vein,  and  another  thought  the 
toe,  so  that  the  mare  stood  a  good  chance  of  bein'  bled  to  death,  if 
Duncan's  man  who  was  cruising  about  hadn't  fortinately  cast  up  and 
saved  her  from  her  frinds. 

"On  the  hounds  went  for  Crew,  passing  Limbury,  leaving  Argod 
Dingle  to  the  right,  over  the  Lily-white  Sand  Bailway  near  the  station  at 
Stope,  pointing  for  Gore  Cross,  the  fox  finally  taking  refuge  in  a  pig-sty 
behind  the  lodge  of  Button  Park.  Piggy  at  home  and  unfortunately 
killed,  but  who  would  grudge  a  pig  after  such  a  werry  fine  run  ? 

"  Pjgg  rode  like  a  trump ! — seven  falls— knocked  a  rood  of  brick-wall 
down  with  his  'ead.  What  a  nob  that  must  be !  Charley  left  one  of  his 
Yorkshire  coat-laps  in  a  hedge — Bamington  lost  his  hat — Hudson  his 
whip — ^Mr.  Bamshay  a  stirrup,  and  Captain  Martyn  his  cigar-case.  Only 
seven  up  out  of  a  field  of  sixty — day  fine  and  bright — atmosphere  dear, 
as  if  inclining  for  frost — hope  not. 

*•/«».  7th. — Beg'lar  decided  black  frost  —  country  iron-bound  — 
landscape  contracted — roads  dry  as  bones — ^mud  scrapins  like  granite— 
never  saw  so  sudden  a  change ;  thought  yesterday  it  looked  like  some- 
thin'  ;  the  day  changed,  and  hounds  ran  so  hard  in  the  afternoon ;  Pigg 
thinks  it  won't  last,  but  I  think  it  will ;  'opes  he'll  be  right. 

"  Sih. — Frost  semper  eadem,  'arder  and  'arder  as  Ego  would  say : 
windows  frost  fretted — laurels  nipped — water-jugs  frozen — shavin'- 
brush  stiff — sponge  stuck  to  water-bottle,  and  towel  'ard.  Pigg  still 
says  it  won't  last — wish  he  may  be  right — ^little  hail  towards  night. 

"  9th. — Alternate  sun  and  clouds — slight  powderin'  of  snow  on  cold 
and  exposed  places — largish  finkes  began  to  fall  towards  afternoon,  and 
wind  got  up — purpleish  sun-set — walked  hounds  before  Sulphur  Wells 
Hall,  after  feedin',  but  they  had  a  cold,  dingy  look,  and  I  hadn't  heart  to 
blow  my  'om.  Gabriel  Junks  doesn't  seem  to  care  about  the  oold,  and 
givee  no  indication  ol  a  ehaoge — Oh  for  one  of  his  scrtami  1 
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"  lOM. — ^Awoke,  and  fband  the  oountry  under  two  feet  of  snow.  Well, 
it's  always  sometldn'  to  Imow  the  worst,  and  be  put  out  of  suspense. 
Wind  high,  and  drifted  a  large  snow-wreath  before  the  garden-gate — 
tempestersome  day — Can't  stir  out  without  gettin'  up  to  the  hocks  in 
BBow.  Desired  Binjimin  to  sweep  the  way  to  the  stable  and  kennel. 
Boy  got  a  broom,  and  began  'issing  as  if  he  were  cleanin'  an  'oss. 
Letter  from  Giles  Shortland,  requestin'  the  M.  F.  H.  to  subscribe  to  a 
plougfain'  matdi  at  Tew.  Answered  that  I  should  be  werry  'appy  to 
subscribe,  and  wish  I  could  see  them  at  work.  Old  Dame  Tussac  came 
with  eight  turkey-heads  in  a  bag — fox  had  killed  them  last  night,  and 
she  wanted  pay.  The  bodies  were  at  home — told  her  to  bring  the  bodies 
— will  make  werry  good  stock  for  soup  :  one  doesn't  know  but  she  may 
have  sold  the  bodies.  Wrote  Bowker  to  go  self  and  wife  to  sleep  in  my 
bed  in  Great  Coram  Street,  to  get  it  well  haired.  Shall  run  up  to  town 
and  see  the  pantomime,  and  how  things  go  on  at  the  shop. 

'*  Old  Doleful  called  with  a  requisition  for  me  to  gi?e  a  sportin'  lector 
— axed  wot  I  should  lector  upon — said  he  thought  '  scent  would  be  a 
yery  good  subject.  Told  him,  all  that  could  be  said  about  scent  was 
that  it  was  a  werry  queer  thing.  Nothin'  so  queer  as  scent  'cept  a 
woman.  Told  him  to  compose  an  oration  upon  it  himself  if  he  could. 
He  then  said  summering  the  'unter  would  be  a  good  subject.  Told  him 
that  com  and  a  run  in  the  carriage  was  the  true  way  of  summering  the 
'unter.  Biding  to  'ounds  he  then  thought  would  do.  Told  him  I  wasn't 
a  '  g-u-r-r  along !  there  are  three  couple  of  'ounds  on  the  scent '  man 
at  ail,  and  ridin'  arter  'ounds  wouldn't  draw.  Didn't  seem  to  take  the 
difference  but  took  his  departure,  which  was  just  as  well. 

"  Letter  from  Bowker. 

"  *  Honoured  Sir, — Yours  is  received,  and  Mrs.  B.  and  I  will  be  proud 
to  act  the  part  of  warming-pans.  I  suppose  we  may  expect  you  in  a  day 
or  t\vo.  You  will  be  sorry  to  hear  that  poor  Billy  was  bung  this  morning. 
ffe  died  game.  As  it  was  strongly  suspected  he  had  accomplices,  a 
mitigation  of  punishment  was  offered  if  he  would  disclose  his  confederates. 
Billy  listened  sullenly  to  the  offer,  and  passing  his  fingers  through  his 
thick  curly  hair,  he  said,  '  Look  here,  masters,  if  every  hair  on  this  head 
was  a  life,  I  wouldn't  peach  to  save  a  single  one.'  At  length  he  con- 
fessed— *  /  did  boil  the  exciseman  ! '  said  he.  Poor  Billy  1  All  the  little 
beggarly  boys,  and  hoarse-throated  scoundrels  in  the  town,  are  screaming 
his  dying  ^eech  and  confession  about,  when  '  1  did  boil  the  exciseman ^^ 
was  all  that  he  said.     I  am  greatly  distressed  at  poor  Billy's  fate. 

'  Take  him  for  all  and  all. 

We  ne'er  shall  look  upon  his  like  again.' 

"  *  London  is  suicidically  gloomy  to-day — I  feel  as  if  I  could  cut  my 
throat — would  that  I  could  leave  it ! — But 

'  The  lottery  of  my  destiny 

Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  choosing.* 

'* '  I'm  about  tired  of  old  Twist.     Our  business  is  fast  falling  off,  and 
old  man's  trade  never  rallies.     Might  I  take  the  liberty  of  asking  if 
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you  think  a  snuff  and  cigar  shop  would  ansvver  at  Handley  Cross  P  I 
have  a  splendid  new  nigger,  five  feet  six^  with  a  coronet  full  of  party- 
coloured  feathers  on  his  head,  a  sky-hlue  jacket  with  gold  lace,  and  a  pair 
of  broad  red-striped  trousers,  leaving  half  his  black  thighs  bare,  that  I 
thought  of  setting  at  the  door  in  Eagle  Street,  but  would  reserve  him  for 
the  Cross,  if  you  thought  it  would  do.  Of  course,  I  wouM  carry  on 
business  in  Eagle  Street  as  well — at  least  for  the  present ;  but  I  have 
plenty  of  canisters,  wooden  rolls  of  tobacco  to  stock  a  branch  establish* 
ment,  and  Mrs.  Bowker  fancies  a  change  of  air  would  do  her  asthma 
good.     Fray  excuse  the  freedom,  and  believe  me  to  remain, 

"  *  Dear  Sir, 

**  *  Yours  most  respectfully, 

"  *  Wm.  Bowkee. 
"  •  To  J,  Jorrocks,  Esq.' " 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

THE   CUT  'em  down   CAPTAD^S   QUADS. 

Chbistmas,  that  withering,  relentless  season,  that  brings  so  many 
people  short  up,  having  exercised  its  blighting  influence  on  our  cut-em- 
down  Captain,  the  following  hand-bill,  having  paid  a  visit  to  St. 
Botolph's  Lane,  arrived  in  due  course  at  Handley  Cross,  "  with  Mr. 
Castor's  comp**.'*  written  inside  the  envelope  : — 

HUNTERS  FOR  SALE. 
TO  BE   SOLD   BY  AUCTION,  AT   TWELVE    o'cLOCK   ON  WEDNESpAY   NEXT, 

BY  MR.  TAPPINGTON, 
IN  THE   IMPERIAL   HOTEL  YABD,   LOOPLINE, 

(The  property  of  an  Officer  going  Abroad),  the  following  very  superior 

HORSES, 
well  known  with  Sir  Peregrine  Cropper's  and   Mr.  Slasher's  hounds. 

1st. — Talavera,  a  brown  bay,  with  black  points,  7  years  old, 
nearly  thorough  bred ; 

2nd. — CoRUNNA,  a  bright  chesnut,  or  bitter  beer  colour,  8  years 
old,  also  nearly  thorough  bred. 

Loopline  is  at  the  Junction  of  the  Lily-White  Sand  with  the  Gravelsin 
and  Boodier  Hallways,  and  Trains  stop  there  every  hour. 

Loopline. 

"  Humph,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  reading  it  at  breakfast  as  he  dry-shaved 
his  chin,  '*Humph — ^got  to  the  end  of  lus  tether  has  he?  thought  'ow  it 
would  be — not  zactly  the  time  for  buyin*  quads  though,  with  a  yard 
and  a  'alf  of  snow  on  the  ground ;  'owsomever  that  'ill  make  'em  easier 
bought  praps.— All  the  swells  will  be  hup  in  town  seeidg  their  aunts  or 
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gettin'  their  'aire  cut.    May  as  weU  *ava  a  rida  ift  tke  nil  as  pdce  about 
i*  tha  •now^-'^'ahaU  go  aeoood  dasa  though."  addiag*^ 

X  was  ezpeDidve  and  soon  became  poor, 

T.  was  the  wise  man  and  kept  want  from  the  doer. 

Afloordi^gly  on  the  appointad  day,  our  Master  having  filled  one  pantaloon 
pocdiet  with  sovereigns  and  ive  pound  notes,  and  the  other  with  samples 
of  lea,  prooeeded  on  his  destination,  telling  Mrs.  Jorrocks  he  was  going 
to  meet  Bugginson.  Screeeh-<-hiss^— whi^,  roll,  rattle,  roU,  porter ! 
what's  this  station  ?*— whisUe-^hiss — screech — roll,  rattle,  roll,  "  tickets 
ready,  please,  Loopline  station !  Loopline  station !  change  here  for  the 
Boodler  line,"  and  he  was  there. 

Loopline,  with  its  piles  of  dirty  snow  and  yards  of  icicles,  looked  very 
different  to  what  it  did  on  Mr.  Jorrocks* s  former  visit,  and  even  Castors 
seemed  greatly  the  worse  for  wear.  The  Captain's  horses  having  in  his 
judgment,  nearly  completed  the  awkward  exploit  of  eating  their  heads 
off  before  the  storm  came,  he  felt  morally  certain  that  it  would  last  for 
six  weeks  or  two  months,  which  would  leave  him  desperately  in  the  lurch. 
The  consequence  was  he  had  taken  it  uncommonly  to  heart,  and  his 
buff  waistcoat  and  drab  shorts  and  continuations  were  a  good  deal 
roomier. 

"  Well,  old  bouy,  'ow  goes  it  ?  "  asked  Jorrocks,  greeting  him  familiarly 
as  he  found  him  pacing  restlessly  up  and  down  the  stable  yard. 

"  Oh !  sir,  mister,  mister,  mister,"  replied  Castors,  not  being  able  to 
hit  off  the  name,  '*  Oh !  sir,  Tve  been  hill,  desperate  hill.  I've  'ad  the 
lumbago,  sir,  to  an  extent,  sir,  that's  'ardly  creditable,  sir." 

"  You  don't  say  so,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  compassionately,  "  why 
don't  you  take  a  leetle  o'  the  old  remedy — 'ot  with — " 

''Ah,  'ot  with,"  sighed  Castors  with  a  shake  of  his  head,  as  he  fixed 
his  watery  'grey  eyes  earnestly  on  Jorrocks,  to  see  if  he  was  not  one  of 
the  many  customers  with  whom  he  drunk  for  the  **  good  of  the  house.*' 
'*  Ah,  *ot  with,  indeed !  '*  repeated  he,  as  if  nothing  loth  to  try  the 
remedy. 

"You  don't  want  to  buy  any  tea?"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  prodacing  a 
sample  as  he  spoke. 

"  Oh,  it's  Mr.  Jorrocks ! "  now  exclaimed  Castors  brightening  up, 
"  It's  Mr.  Jorrocks, — you'd  get  a  bill  from  me,  sir,  didn't  ye  ?  a  bill 
'bout  the  Capting*s  'osses,  ye  know.  You  told  me  to  send  you  one,  you 
know." 

"Ah,  'osses,  indeed,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks.  "No  time  this  for 
buying  'osses,  old  bouy — glass  down  to  fecit — country  bund  hup  in  a 
hiron  frost  and  like  to  continue  under  snow  for  the  next  two  months;" 
Mr.  Jorrocks  breathing  heavily  on  the  bright  pure  atmosphere  as  he 
spoke. 

"Too  'ard  to  last,  too  'ard  to  last,*'  retorted  Castors,  fidgeting  at 
the  observation.  "Never  know'd  it  stand  when  it  was  so  dup^raie 
'ard,"  added  he,  with  a  heavy  emphasis  on  the  "  de9p*rate.^^  Uow  he 
wished  the  Captain  had  gone  to  the  Cross  Keys,  the  White  Hart,  any 
house  but  his. 

"  You'd  better  look  at  the  tea,"  observed  Mr.  JorrodLs,  atill  holding 
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tlie  sample  oat  on  the  palm  of  his  hmd,  '*  Tea  'ill  be  hup  ymi.*!  see, 
and  you  d  better  bay  lafore  it  risee.  This  is  a  first  chop  artaele-'-4i^paMR 
Souchong." 

'*  Well,  but  I'm  busy  just  now,  I'm  busy  josl  now,"  retorted  Oaston 
testily,  ''  Come  after  the  sale,  sir,  eooe  aftor  the  sale,  and  wa'M  see  if 
we  can  do  business.'- 

'<WeU,"  replied  Mr.  Joifoeks,  pod^ting  the  aavple,  and  hMmmg 
his  brown  bear  doth  jaeket  oomfortabiy  up  to  the  throat,  '*  I'U  go  into 
the  town  and  see  what  I  can  do  with  the  grocers  there;"  so  saying  he 
swaggered  off,  without  noticing  Castors'  exclamation  of  *'  You'll  be  back 
to  the  sale  then  !  you'll  be  back  to  the  sale !  " 

Twelve  o'clock  came,  but  brought  with  it  no  symptoms  of  a  start.—- 
Half-past,  and  still  the  same.  Time  is  of  little  value  in  the  country. 
At  length  as  one  o'clock  drew  near,  a  lank-haired  seedy-looking  half 
boots,  half  waiter  sort  of  youth  appeared  with  what  at  first  sight  might 
have  been  taken  for  a  Punch  and  Judy  show,  but  which,  on  being  placed 
on  the  ground,  proved  to  be  the  auctioneer's  rostrum.  This  was  a 
signal  for  sundry  indolent  looking,  sportingly  attired  but  horseless 
youths,  and  small  dealers  with  their  slangey  attendants  to  turn  in,  and 
some  dozen  drab  coated  farmers,  for  it  was  market  day,  and  general 
idlers  mingling  with  the  rest,  the  auctioneer  swigged  off  the  remains  of 
his  tumbler  of  brandy  and  water,  and  attended  by  a  brilliant  staff,  con- 
sisting of  the  aforesaid  seady  one,  swaggered  imposingly  upon  the  scene. 
He  was  a  burly,  big-faoed,  impudent  fellow,  with  a  round  of  whisker,  a 
consequential  sort  of  hat,  and  a  corporation  so  large  as  to  look  as  if  he 
had  thriven  in  all  the  oecosations  he  had  tamed  his  hand  to — ^Hatter, 
Wine  Merchant,  Coal  Merdliant,  Accountant,  Land  Agent,  Temperance 
Hotel  Keeper,  Stationer,  Broker,  and  Oenenl  Negotiator. 

He  seemed  to  be  a  sort  of  characiar,  farUa  appearance  was  hailed  with 
a  round  of  jokes  and  coarse  salutes,  vfckh  gradually  inbsided  into 
inquiries  after  the  health  of  Mrs.  Tappingtoft  and  the  little  Taps.  Having 
replied  to  these,  he  ascended  the  rostrum,  and  clearing  his  throat  with  a 
substantial  kern  !  commanded  silence,  and  prooeeded  to  read  the  condi- 
tions of  sale ;  after  which  Talavera  came  trotting  up  to  the  hammer. 

*'  Now,"  said  the  auctioneer,  "  will  any  gentleman  with  the  wit  in 
his  head  and  the  money  in  his  pocket,  favour  me  with  an  offer  for  this 
proud  animal,  whose  worth  is  hx  bejond  the  reach  of  my  'umble 
imagination  1" 

"  Make  a  ring,  gentlemen,  make  a  ring,"  continued  he,  motioning  with 
his  hand,  adding  to  the  ostler,  "  trot  him  round,  and  he'll  soon  enlarge 
the  circle  of  our  acquaintance,"  whereapon  crack  went  the  eircus-whip  of 
the  man  in  the  middle,  and  round  spun  the  horse  with  his  heels  in  the 
air,  snowballing  the  shrinking  company  with  the  greatest  precision. 

That  feat  being  accomplished,  he  was  again  trotted  up  to  the  rising 
ground  by  the  rostrum,  where  he  stood  panting  and  snorting  with  a 
watchful  eye,  wondering  what  was  going  to  happen.  "  Now,  gentlemen," 
continoed  the  auctioneer,  "  perhaps  some  of  you  will  favour  me  with  aa 
offer  for  this  proud  aniaMl — a  horse,  as  far  as  my  'amble  judgment  goes, 
as  near  perfection  as  it  is  possible  to  iaagine.  What  will  any  geoAlMMm 
say  for  a  beginning  P" 
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"Ah I  to  be  sure,"  to  a  dirty-looking  anything-ariaa,  who  now 
nprotched  him,  "  ah !  to  be  sore,  examine  bun,  sir !  examine  him  atten- 
tively, air  I  examine  his  month  I  examine  hia  eyes !  examine  his  1^  1 
examine  hia  nose  1     Well,  what  d'ye  make  of  hia  age  F" 

"  Serenty-two,"  replied  the  nun  coolly. 

"Old  enoogh  for  anything  1"  retorted  the  auctioneer,  amid  the 
laBghter  of  the  company.  "What  will  any  gentleman  say  for  thia  grand 
animal,  with  the  high  courage  of  a  gentleman,  and  all  the  dodlity — thia 


--^t" 


noble  viewly  heaat,  with  the  neck  and  cheat  daacribed  in  the  book  of 
Job  f  Look  at  hia  chest !  look  at  hia  loina !  look  at  hia  beUows,  M  mimd 
added  he,  as  the  horse  b^^  plunging  and  kicking  from  the 
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"  Ten  gui&flu,"  now  offered  the  mail  who  had  examined  him. 

"  Ten  guineas  ?"  retorted  the  anctioneer,  angrily,  "  ten  guineas  I  ftm 
niUBt  bo  joking ;  ten  guineas  for  a  proud  animal  like  this  I  You  astonisk 
him  !  you  insult  him  1  you  degrade  him  !  Ten  guineas  for  such  a  horse 
as  this !  It's  a  downright  insult  to  the  whole  animal  creation.  And  ten 
guineas  are  only  bid,"  continued  the  auctioneer,  adopting  the  offer,  and 
proceeding  to  force,  and  screw,  and  coax,  and  exhort,  and  dwell,  in  a  way 
that  would  Uke  Tattersall  at  least  s  week  to  get  through  an  ordinary 
Monday's  sale.  At  length  the  hammer  fell  on  both  the  proud  animals, 
and  on  Flaps,  the  saddler  of  Loopline,  declaring  his  principal,  Mr.  Jonocks 


was  found  to  be  the  purchaser  of  both  Talavera  at  twenty-eight,  and 
Corunna  at  thirty  pounds.  Ur.  Jorrocks  then  adjourned  to  inaugurate 
his  purchase  with  brandy  and  water,  and  let  Cantors  know  what  a  great 
man  he  really  was.  And  Castors  was  much  chagrined  to  find  that  Flaps 
was  not  bidding  for  Martin  Greenwood,  of  tlie  Triumphant  Chariot  Livery 
Stables,  where  he  had  occasional  dealings,  for,  by  very  Uttle  management, 
be  could  have  made  the  cut-em-dowu  Captain's  bill  cover  a  good  deal 
more  purchaae-money.  Mr.  Jorrocks,  however,  mollified  him  with  the 
old  specific,  and  also  succeeded  in  selling  hipi  a  couple  of  chests  of  tea, 
Lapsang  Souchong  and  strong  Congou — which  he  managed  to  deduct 
from  the  price  of  the  horses.  And  Handley  Cross  being  reduced  to  a 
state  of  perfect  torpor  by  the  frost,  the  news  that  old  Jadcey,  as  they 
profanely  called  Mr.  Jorrocks,  bad  bought  some  new  nags,  was  a  great 
accommodation,  and  drew  divers  parties  to  the  station  to  criticise  them 
as  they  came.  Among  others  was  our  old  friend  Mr.  Bamington,  who, 
being  struck  with  the  looks  and  sotion  of  bitter-beer-coloored  Corunna- 
asked  our  maater  if  he  wonld  sell  him  ? 
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'* Oh!  why,  &ith,  Barney,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  raising  his  eyebrows, 
puffing  out  lu8  cheeks,  dangling  his  seals,  and  looking  the  very  essence  of 
good-natured  innocent  simplicity ;  ''oh!  why,  faith,  Barney,  Tve  never 
thought  o'  nothin'  o'  the  sort,  but  you're  a  good  scurt  o'  feller,  and  sub- 
scribes liberal  to  my  'ounds :  I  doesn't  care  'bout  the  lucre  o'  gain,  nobody 
cares  less  'bout  money  nor  I  do,  and  you  may  take  him  for  sixty — take 
him  for  sixty,  and  no  more  'bout  it."  So  saying,  Mr.  Jorrocks  passed 
hia  purchase  to  his  friend,  who  felt  flattered  by  the  fiEivour,  and  compli* 
mented  Pigg  with  a  sovereign. 

Figg  too  was  pleased  with  the  horse  that  went  into  his  stud,  so  that 
altogether  our  master  did  pretty  well — cleared  his  railway  expenses, 
as  he  said.  The  thing  now  was,  to  get  a  b'ttle  work  out  of  lus  establish- 
ment, for  he  was  no  man  for  keeping  things  to  look  at. 

The  storm  weighed  heavily  on  Mr.  Jorrocks's  spirits,  and  James  Pigg 

d d  the  south  country,  and  swore  "  they  never  had  seek  weather  i' 

the  north."    Often  did  our  worthy,  warming  himself  at  Batsay's  pittance 
of  a  kitdien  fire,  wiah  himself  at  Deavilboger's  never-failing  grate. 
•  •*•••• 

"  Ar  think  we're  gamiin'  to  have  fresh,"  observed  Pigg  to  his  master 
one  day»  as  the  latteririBS  paying  his  usual  lengthy  visit  to  the  stable. 

"  Have  what  f  "  iiM[uired  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

**Fre9hy^  repeated  Pigg,  with  an  emphasis;  "ye  ken  what  fresh 
weather  is,  dinnat  ye  ?  " 

"  Vy,  no,"  replied  our  master  thoughtfully ;  "  you  don't  mean  a  thaw  ?" 

"Yeas,  a  thow,"  replied  Pigg. 

"  I  vish  we  may ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  brightening  up ;  "  some- 
how the  day  feels  softer ;  but  the  hair  generally  is  after  a  fall.  How- 
somever,  nous  werrons,  as  we  say  in  Prance  :  it'll  be  a  long  time  afore  we 
can  'unt,  though — 'edges  will  be  full  o'  snow." 

"Ay,  dike  backs,"  replied  Pigg,  "lies  lang  i'  them;  but  one  can 
always  loup  in,  or  loup  o'er." 

"Ah,  that's  all  werry  good  talkin',"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  shaking 
his  head,  and  jingling  the  silver  in  his  breeches-pocket ;  "  that's  werry 
good  talkin',"  repeated  he,  "  but  there  are  sich  things  as  'osses'  necks  to 
be  considered." 

"  A !  but  if  ar'll  risk  mar  neck,  ye  surely  may  risk  yeer  'osse's," 
observed  Pigg. 

"Don't  know,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  smiling  at  his  huntsman's 
keenness.  "  Fear  we  shalln't  have  a  chance  in  a  hurry :  have  you  seen 
Junks  ?  '* 

"  No,  ar's  not ;  the  missis  was  on  the  house-end  as  I  came  to  stable, 
but  Gabriel  wem't  there." 

"  Ah,  the  missis  is  nothin',"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  had  Grabriel  been 
there  it  would  have  been  summut  like  ;  good  bird  Mrs.  Junks,  but  has*nt 
Gabey's  delicate  perception  'bout  the  weather — follows — never  takes  a 
lead.  A  scream  from  Gabey  would  give  one  'opes  of  getting  the  Jenny 
Linds  to  work  again."  So  saying,  our  master  drew  on  his  American  over- 
shoes, and  returned  to  the  consolations  of  the  cupboard. 

Despite  Mr.  Jorrocks'  opinion  of  her,  Mrs.  Junks  was  a  true  prophet. 
The  next  day,  Gabriel  himself  descended  from  the  stable  top  into  the 
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garden  with  a  loud  and  piercing  scream.  His  crest  was  erect,  his  neck 
feathers  slightly  raffled,  and  as  he  lifted  one  foot  and  then  the  other  out 
of  the  snow,  there  was  an  air  of  comfort  in  his  walk  that  told  of  other 
feelings  than  that  of  frost — ^Mr.  Jorrocks  went  out  at  the  back-door  in 
his  slippers,  and  poking  his  finger  into  the  snow,  proclaimed 'it  was  a 
thaw — a  large  drop  splashing  on  his  wig  confirmed  the  judgment — spouts 
began  to  trickle,  then  to  run,  sewers  to  overflow,  streets  stood  in  snow- 
broth,  and  the  prospect  of  a  return  to  verdore  and  animation  was  the 
only  consolation  for  wet-footed  walkers.  It  was  a  decided  thaw.  Ther^ 
was  a  gentle  wind,  and  the  rain  fell  soft  and  warm — laurek  expanded  to 
the  more  genial  atmosphere,  the  leafless  trees  seemed  to  increase  in  size, 
and  the  lately  distinct  dbtant  objects  resumed  their  gray  dimness  in  the 
landscape. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  soon  began  to  wax  uncommonly  eager,  and  he,  who 
had  reproved  Pigg's  ardour,  now  in  turn  proposed  a  day — a  qtdet 
bye,  just  by  their  two  selves  to  see  "  'ow  the  country  looked  and  when 
they  could  begin  to  advertise."  And  as  luck  would  have  it,  they  fell 
in  with  a  high-conditioned  old  flyer,  who  led  Pigg  such  a  dance  aa  never 
was  seen,  and  left  Mr.  Jorrocks  stuck  in  a  snow  wreath  in  Eastfield- 
lane,  out  of  which  he  had  to  be  dug  at  an  expense  of  seven  shillings,  the 
tinkers  who  found  him  refusing  to  put  in  a  spade  until  he  said  what  he'd 
give.  That  cooled  our  master's  courage  for  a  week,  at  the  end  of  which 
time,  things  got  into  working  order,  and  the  establishment  soon  assumed 
such  a  form  as  tempted  Mr.  Jorrocks  into  the  indiscretion  disclosed  in 
the  following  chapter. 


CHAPTER  L. 

POMPONIUS   BGO. 


Th£  great  Mr.  Ego  having  exalted  the  horns  of  the  principal  hunts 
in  the  kingdom,  was  now  spending  his  time  pleasantly  between  London 
and  Paris — living  at  Calais — from  whence  he  emerged  at  short  notice  to 
attend  buttering  matches  in  England ;  and  the  glowing  account  he  gave 
of  some  great  man's  establishment,  caused  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  pant  for  that 
enduring  fame  which  statuary  and  stationary  best  can  give.  Acccnrdin^ 
he  made  the  overture  contained  in  the  following  letter  :— 

•*Deae  Me.  Hego, 

"  If  your  intercourse  with  Dukes  and  other  great  guns  o'  the 
world,  leaves  any  margin  for  the  doin's  of  the  pop-guns  o'  the  chase,  I 
shall  be  werry  'appy  if  you  will  come  here  and  take  a  look  at  our  most 
provincial  pack.  In  course  I  needn't  tell  you  that  my  'ouse  is  not  large 
enough  to  require  a  kiver  'ack  to  canter  from  the  dmin'  to  the  drawin'- 
room,  neither  is  the  pack  on  a  par  with  many  you  have  seen ;  but  I  ean 
give  you  a  good  blow-out^  both  in  the  way  of  wittles  and  drink,  and 
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shall  be  'appy  to  '  put  you  up,'  as  they  say  in  the  cut-me-downs,  on  as 
good  a  quad  as  I  can,  and  show  you  sich  sport  as  the  country  will  afford. 
JEntre  nous,  as  we  say  in  France,  I  want  to  be  famous,  and  you  know  how 
to  do  it.    In  course  mum* a  the  word. 

"  Yours  to  serve, 

^'JOHN    JOBROCKS. 

"  P.S. — Compts.  to  Julius  Seizeher  and  all  the  ancient  Bomans  when 
you  write." 

"i>idfta  Lodge,  ffandUy  Orou  Spa, 

"  To  Pomponiufl  Ego,  Esq.,  Calais. 

The  following  is  Mr.  Ego's  answer : — 

"Deae  Mr.  Jorrocks, — 

"  You  remind  me  of  Catullus  1  None  but  the  old  Latian  could 
have  put  the  point  as  you  do.  D — m  all  dukes  1  I'm  for  mercantile 
life — £,  «.  d, — I  shall  have  great  satisfaction  in  inspecting  your  pack,  on 
Thursday  next,  which  I  have  no  doubt  I  shall  find  ail  I  can  desire.  Pick 
me  out  an  easy-going,  sure-footed,  safe-leaping  horse,  with  a  light  mouth, 
and  let  him  have  a  Whippy-saddle  on — I  can't  ride  in  any  other.  I  like 
a  bed-room  with  a  southern  aspect, — the  feathers  above  the  mattress,  if 
you  please ;  wax-candles  and  Eau  de  Cologne,  will  pitch  the  tune  for  the 
rest.    Compliments  to  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  from,  dear  Jorrocks, 

"  Yours  very  truly, 

"PoMPONius  Ego. 

"P.S.— What  would  you  Hke  to  be  done  in?    The  *  Q.  U.,' ♦  the 

*  H.  T.,'  *  Fraser,'  *  Blackwood,'  *New  Monthly,'  *  Encyclopedia,' '  Life,' 

•  Field,'  *  Era,'  or  what  ? 

"  To  John  Jorrocks,  Eeq., 

"  Master  of  Fox-Hounds, 
"  Diana  Lodge,  Handley  Cross  Spa.** 

This  point  being  arranged,  great  preparations  were  made  for  the 
important  event.  Hounds  may  go  on  for  centuries  without  beiug  known 
beyond  the  limits  of  their  country,  but  the  one  day  that  brings  the 
Inspector-General  lives  for  ever  in  the  page  of  history.  Where,  then, 
is  the  master  of  hounds,  where  the  huntsman,  where  the  whip,  where 
the  member  of  a  hunt,  whose  heart  does  not  beat  responsive  with 
Hr.  Jorrocks',  qn  this  trying  occasion  P    Who,  in  the  familiar  language  of 

low  life,  does  not  wish  him  well  out  of  it  ? 

•  •  •  •  •  •  • 

"  Now,  James,"  said  our  roaster  to  his  huntsman,  as  they  stood  in  the 
kennel-yard  looking  over  the  hounds,  a  few  days  before  the  appointed 
visit,  "  you  roust  get  all  on  the  square ;  the  great  Pomponius  Hego  is 
a  comin',  and  we  shall  be  all  down  in  black  and  wite." 

•  "  Q.  R."  stands  for  «  Quarterly  Review ; "  "  H.  T,**  for  '*  Heavy  Triumvirate," 
which  carries  the  lead,  known  in  the  trade  as  the  "Old  and  New  Sporting 
Magazines,"  and  the  **  Sporting  Review." 
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"  Whe's  be  ?  "  inquired  Pigg»  scratching  his  head. 

*'  Vol  !  not  know  Pomponius  Hego  !  **  exclaimed  Mr.  Joirocks,  in 
astonishment;  "yonsurtlie  don't  mean  to  say  so." 

"Ar*  dinna  ken  him,  ar*s  sure,"  replied  Pigg,  with  the  greatest 
indifference.     "  Is  he  a  skeulmaister  ?  " 

"  A  tkeulmaUter ! "  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  a  sneer  and  an 
indignant  curl  of  his  lip ;  "  a  skeulmaister !  No  / — a  master  of  'unting — 
not  an  M.F.H.,  like  me,  but  a  man  wot  makes  hobserwations  on  M.F.H.'s, 
their  packs,  their  *osses,  their  'untsmen — their  every  thing,  in  fact." 

"  What's  he  de  that  for  ?  "  inquired  Pigg,  with  surprise. 

"Yy  that  the  world  at  large  may  know  what  he  thinks  on  'em,  to  be 
sure.     He  prints  all  he  sees,  hears,  or  thinks,  in  a  book." 

Pigg, — "  Ye  dinna  say  se ! " 

"  Quite  true,  I  assure  you,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  "  and  if  by  any 
imlucky  chance  he  blames  an  *untsman,  or  condemns  a  pack,  it's  all  dickey 
with  them  for  ever ;  for  no  livin'  man  dare  contradict  him,  and  every  one 
•wears  by  wot  he  says.^' 

"  Woons  man,"  replied  Pigg,  in  a  pucker,  "  we  maun  be  uncommon 
kittle  then  ar'  guess." 

"  You  must  exert  your  hutmost  powers,"  replied  Mr,  Jorrocks,  most 
emphatically ;  "  for  dash  my  vig,  if  we  fail,  I,  even  I — John  Jorrocks 
himself,  will  go  perfectly  mad  with  rage  and  wexation." 

"  He'll  ken  aU  aboot  the  hunds  and  huntin'  then,  ar's  wam'd,"  replied 
Pigg,  catching  the  infection  of  fear. 

Mr,  Jorrock9. — "  Oh,  yes ! — at  least  he  writes  about  them ;  and  no 
one  disputes  print.  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear  I  I  almost  fear  I've  made  a  mess 
o'  myself,  by  axin'  of  him  to  come.  I  question  if  the  world  would  not 
have  been  as  'appy  without  the  mighty  Hego.  Hoil,  butter,  sugar,  soap, 
all  that  sort  o'  thing  is  werry  pleasant ;  but  then — oh,  'error  I  the  idea 
of  being  rubbed  the  wrong  way  by  Hego!  Death  itself  would  be 
better!** 

Figg, — "  Hout,  tout  ! — fear  nout !  there's  nout  to  boggle  a  man  ! 
Crin  I  were  ye,  with  all  yeer  brass,  ar'  wadn't  care  for  neone." 

Mr.  Jorrocks. — "Ah!  but,  Pigg!— think  of  hambition! — think  of 
fame! — think  of  that  summut  arter  life  wot  prompts  men  to  great 
hactions !  Here,  for  five-and-thirty  years,  have  I  been  a  hardent  follower 
of  the  chase — loved  it,  oh,  'eavens !  for  its  own  sake,  and  not  from  any 
lianxious  longins  arter  himmortality !  and  now,  when  greatness  has 
been  thrust  upon  me — when  I  shines  forth  an  M.F.H. —  to  think 
that  all  may  be  dashed  from  me,  and  'stead  of  reignin'  King  of  'Andley 
X^ross — 'stead  of  bein'  the  great  and  renowned  John  Jorrocks — I 
;nay  be  dashed  t'  oblivion !  Oh,  Pigg ! — hambition  is  a  frightful,  a 
dreadful  thing ! " 

Figg. — "  Hout,  tout,  fear  nout.  Does  he  ride,  or  nabbut  looks  at 
pack  at  cover-aoide  loike  P  " 

Mr.  Jorrocks, — "Both,  both — fust,  he'll  come  and  look  us  all  over, 
ax  the  name  of  this  'ound  and  that — call  *em  level — enquire  'ow  each  is 
bred — talk  of  Hosbaldeston's  Furrier,  Lord  Enry's  Contest,  or  Sutton's 
Trueman — look  at  this  nag — then  at  that — ax  their  pedigrees— their 
hages--^their  prices — their  everythings — vether  we  summers  them  in  the 
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*ouse  or  in  the  field' — do  a  little  about  'ard  meat — *ow  mucli  com  they 
get — ^if  we  bruise  it— vether  we  split  our  beans,  or  give  them  whole — 
then  when  we  throws  off  he  marks  each  motion — sees  whether  we  put  m 
at  the  right  end  of  the  cover  or  the  wrong— observes  whether  the  men 
have  'ands  equal  to  their  nerves,  or  nerves  equal  to  their  'ands ;  boob 
their  seats  and  their  names — ^not  their  seats  by  the  coach,  mind — but 
their  seats  in  the  saddle.  To  read  his  accounts  of  the  runs  you'd  fuM^ 
iie  was  every  where  at  once,  both  before,  behind,  and  above — with  the 
fox — with  the  'ounds — with  the  first,  -and  with  the  last  man  in  the 
field-7-so  knowin'ly  does  he  describe  every  twist,  every  turn,  every 
bend  of  the  run.  Oh  Pigg !  my  excellent,  my  beautiful  Pigg  I  now 
that  the  fatal  day  'preaches,  and  I  sees  the  full  brightness  o'  my  in* 
discretion  starin'  me  i*  the  face,  I  begins  to  repent  havin'  axed  him  to 
come.  Wot  can  fame  do  for  Jorrocks  ?  I  have  as  much  tin  as  I  wants, 
and  neednU  care  a  copper  for  no  man.  Would  that  I  was  well  out  o' 
the  mess  1 " 

"  Never  fear,"  replied  Pigg,  "  here  be  good  like  Vunds,  and  yecr  husses 
ban  gan ;  if  we  de  but  find,  the  deuce  is  in  it  if  we  don't  cook  him  up 
a  run." 

*•  Oh,  Pigg !  my  buck  of  a  Pigg ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  those 
|/>  are  the  deuce  and  all  in  'unting — There's  nothin'  so  difficult  to  ride 
as  an  *if.'  If  we  find  a  fox,  then  there's  the  difficulty  of  gettin'  wdl 
away  with  him ;  or  (/^  we  do  get  well  away,  then  there's  the  chance  of  his 
bein'  'eaded  back ;  or  of  there  bein'  no  scent,  or  of  his  takin'  a  bad  line^ 
br  of  his  bein'  chased  by  a  cur,  or  of  his  gainin'  -an  earth  we  don't  know 
of,  or  of  a  great  banging  'are  misleadin'  the  'ounds,  or  of  the  fox  beatin' 
us  disgracefully  at  the  far  end — these  things  are  dreadful  to  the  anxious 
mind  of  a  M.F.H.  at  all  times,  but  *orrible,  most  'orrible,  at  a  time  like 
the  prisent." 

"Dinna  fear,"  replied  Pigg,  "dinna  fear — you'll  see  he'll  be  nowt  but 
portal  man  after  all.  If  you  want  to  kill  a  fox,  gan  to  big  wood,  and 
have  somebody  there  with  black  bitch." 

"  Black  bitch,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  thoughtfully,  "  black  bitch— Wot 
should  we  want  with  black  bitch  when  we  have  all  the  'ounds  out  ?  " 

•*  Rout,  thou  fondy  1 "  said  Pigg,  "  doesn't  thou  ken  what  black 
bitch  is?" 

**  No  I  doesn't — unless  it's  a  dog's  wife." 

"Dog's  wife!"  roared  Pigg;  "Ne  sike  thing.  It's  a  gun,  mani 
Just  pop  a  few  shot  corns  into  fox's  hint-lefi:s,  and  h'unds  'ill  soon  catck 
him." 

"  My  vig  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  an  air  of  sudden  enlighten- 
ment, "  I've  often  seen  chaps  in  welweteen  with  guns  at  cover  sides, 
but  never  knew  what  they  were  there  for.  Ah,  but,"  added  he,  with  a 
ahake  of  his  head,  "  Hego  will  be  up  to  the  black-bitch  rig — No,  no, 
that  wont  do — no  use  tryin'  to  'oax  him — it  must  be  summut  genuine. 
Oh,  Pigg,  if  you  could  but  manage  to  give  him  a  real  tickler,  so  that  he 
might  have  summut  good  to  put  in  his  book,  the  gratitude  of  John 
Jorrocks  should  rest  with  you  for  ever  and  ever — ^you  should  drink 
brandy  out  of  a  quart  pot  for  breakfast  dinner  and  supper." 
"  You  dinna  say  se  I "  exclaimed  Pigg,  with  delight.    "  Let's 
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dang'd  if  ar  ken — ^yes,  ar  de  tee — run  a  drag  and  sheck  a  bag  <  fox  at  far 
end  loike." 

Mr,  Jorrocks, — "  That  Ton't  do — no  not  it.  He'll  be  sure  to  find  out, 
and  trounce  us  to  all  eternity ;  besides,  if  any  of  the  Bell's  Lifers  were 
to  catch  us,  they'd  never  let  us  'ear  the  end  on't." 

"  Not  they,"  replied  Pigg :  "  nebody  'ill  find  out  if  ye  de  but  had 
your  gob-^start  i'  big  wood — run  drag  round — ^bother  him  well- — then 
out  o'ur  big  loup — give  him  summut  to  glower  at,  instead  o*  h^iinds.** 

"  No,  Pigg,  no,"  replied  Mr^  Jorrocks,  shaking  his  head  and  jingling 
^  handful  of  silver  in  his  pantaloon  pocket ;  "  it  must  be  silmmut  more 
genmne — TaUy  ho  !  yonder  he  goes  /  then  elbows  and  legs— elbows  and 
legs ; "  Mr.  Jorrocks  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  by  straddling  and 
working  an  imaginary  horse  with  his  arms. 

**  Give  him  that  tee,"  replied  Pigg ;  *' stick  chap  up  a  tree  to  holloa 
away — another  on  a  hill  to  had  up  hat,  and  so  on." 
'  "Ah,  but  so  many  cuks  will  spoil  the  broth,  Pigg ;  so  many  cuks  will 
spoil  the  broth.  S'pose,  for  a  moment,  one  should  peach  1  S  pose  Hego 
should  find  us  out !  I -should  sit  on  pins — on  wool-combers — ^with  nothm' 
but  summer  drawers  on,  till  the  account  appeared,  and  then  I  question 
I  should  have  courage  to  cut  the  pages.  Oh,  hambition  1  hambition  1 
wot  a  troublesome  war  mint  you  are  !     Wish  I'd  let  the  great  man  alone*" 

•  Pigg. — "  A,  man  alive  niver  fear ;  he  cannot  de  thee  ne  harm.  Let 
me  manish  him, — ar'U  give  him  summut  to  bragg  on." 

Mr.  Jorrocks. — **  I  vish  I  dirst — ^you  Scotchmen  are  diver  fellers ;  but 
s'pose  he  should  smell  a  rat,  'ow  he  would  trounce  us,  as  much  to  show 
hu  own  'cuteness,  as  to  punish  us  for  our  imperanoe  1 " 

"Ye've  nout  to  fear,  ai*  tell  ye,"  replied  Pigg,  confidently;  **yeVe 
nout  to  fear ;  just  leave  it  arl  to  me,  and  had  your  jaw  about  it,  and 
dinna  call  me  a  Scotchman,  and  keep  thy  bit  bowdekite  quiet-^'U 
manish  matters." 

With  much  fear,  and  many  misgivings  for  his  rashness  in  asking  Ego 
to  come,  Mr.  Jorrocks  at  length  consented  to  intrust  the  management  of 
the  day's  sport  to  his  northern  huntsman,  and  the  feeder.    - 

By  these  it  was  arranged  to  run  a  drag  of  aniseed  and  red-herring 
over  some  of  the  best  of  their  country,  and  to  turn  down  a  fox  at  the 
far  end,  in  some  convenient  unsuspicious-looking  place.  The  evening 
before  Mr.  Ego  was  to  arrive,  James  Pigg  communicated  the  find,  the 
run,  and  the  finish,  to  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  such  other  information  as 
would  enable  our  master  to  ride  to  points  without  exciting  suspicion,  and 
Mr.  Jorrocks  undertook  to  say  as  much  to  Benjamin  as  would  put  the 
boy  on  his  mettle,  without  letting  him  too  much  into  the  secret. 

Accordingly,  when  Stobbs  left  the  dining-room  to  play  his  usual  game 
of  beggar-my-neighbour  with  Belinda,  Mr.  Jorrocks  rang  the  beU,  and 
desired  Betsy  to  send  in  the  boy.  The  latter  entered  in  his  usual 
sneaking  way,  knowing  that  he  had  been  guilty  of  several  "  piccadillies," 
as  Ids  master  would  call  them,  for  which  he  deserved  to  be  well 
bastinadoed. 

•  "  Now,  Binjimin,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing  his  whipper-in  with  one 
of  his  most  scrutinising  looks ;  "  now,  Binjimin,".  repeated  he,  with  great 
dignity,  "you  are  on  the  eve  of  a  most  mo-men-tous  crisis  1 " 
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"  Yez-ir,"  replied  BeDJamin,  wonderbg  what  sort  of  a  sbaped  tiling 
it  was. 

"  That  renowned  man,  Mr.  Fomponious  Hego,  'ants  to-morrow  with 
our  nnrivalled  'ounds,  and  I  would  fain  give  him  a  stinger." 
Tez-ir,"  replied  Benjamin. 

Now,  then,  you  see,  Binjimin,  James  Pigg  is  a  mighty  'unter — keen 
and  game  to  the  backbone,  and  thinks  he  can  'stonish  him.  Now, 
Binjimin,  you  must  lend  us  a  hand." 

•*  Yez-ir,*'  replied  Benjamin. 

"You  are  wcrry  fond  o*  marmeylad,  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  after 
a  short  pause,  during  which  he  considered  how  he  had  best  put  the 
pomt. 

"  Uncommon  /"  exclaimed  Ben,  with  a  grin  of  delight. 

"  Well  then,  now  you  see,  Binjimin,  if  you  hact  well  your  part,  obey 
James  Pigg,  and  do  all  wot  he  tells  you — ^if  all  goes  on  smoothly  and 
well  on  your  part — wen  you  comes  'ome.  Til  give  you  a  pot  o'  mar- 
meylad as  big  as  your  'ead  1 " 

*'  Crikey,  oh  ! "  exclaimed  Benjamin,  in  ecstasies. 

"  But,  'ark  to  me  again,  Binjimin,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  holding 
up  his  finger,  and  knitting  his  brow  at  the  boy ;  "  'Ark  to  me  again, 
Binjimin,  if  by  any  chance  you  bitch  the  thing,  if  all  does  not  go  on 
nmoothly  and  well  on  your  part,  so  far  from  givin'  of  you  any  marmeylad, 
I'll  take  you  to  one  of  the  new-fangled  matrimony-shops,  and  tie  you 
hup  with  a  stout  gipsey  wench,  with  sich  a  small  hindependence  of  her 
own  as  'ill  find  you  in  tons  of  misfortin'  and  black  language,  fresh  from 
the  pit's  mouth,  and  make  you  miserable  from  now  till  the  first  Monday 
arter  eternity." 

Oh'O'O  /"  groaned  Benjamin,  inwardly,  at  the  thought. 
So  now  make  yourself  scarce,  and  mind  wot  you're  at,"  said 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  dismissing  liim.  Our  master  then  adjourned  to  the  parlour, 
and  endeavoured  to  compose  himself  for  bed  with  a  couple  of  very  stiff 
glasses  of  B.  and  W.,  and  got  through  the  night  better  than  might  have 
been  expected. 
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CHAPTEB  LI. 

THE  POMPONIUS  £60  DAY. 


A  THICK  white  rind  powdered  the  face  of  nature,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks 
found  himself  with  a  beautiful  silver-foliaged  window  in  the  morning. 
Still  the  evergreens  in  the  garden  exhibited  no  symptoms  of  a  nipping, 
and  as  the  nigbt-clouds  cleared  off  and  the  sun  stood  forth  all  lurid  in 
the  firmament,  he  congratulated  himself  on  the  appearance  of  opening 
day.  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  Belinda,  Stobbs,  Betsy,  and  Benjamin,  were  up 
with  the  lark,  all  busy  preparing  for  the  great,  well-known  unknown. 
A  fiy  was  despatched  tp  the  Datton  station  of  the  Lily-white-sand  rail- 
way to  meet  him,  and  punctual  to  his  time.  Ego  turned  out  at  Diana 
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Lodge,  enveloped  in  shawls,  numerous  great  coats,  and  a  pair  of  French- 
jointed  clogs  to  keep  his  feet  warm.  Mutual  salutations  being  over,  and 
having  got  rid  of  his  husks,  breakfast  was  attacked  with  a  true  railway 
appetite — kidneys,  chops,  eggs,  muffins,  crumpets,  toast,  red  herrings, 
all  the  delicacies  of  the  season  in  short,  that  make  one's  mouth  water  to 
write,  vanished  in  succession,  aided  by  large  draughts  of  undeniable  tea  and 
coffee  from  "  the  Lane,"  as  Mr.  Jorrocks  calls  his  place  of  business. 
At  length  they  completely  topped  up,  and  after  begging  some  brandy  to 
put  in  his  flask,  Ego  rose  from  ]iis  seat  and  began  pacing  about  the  room 
and  looking  out  of  the  window,  as  men  are  in  the  habit  of  doing  who 
want  to  be  commencing  a  "New  Series*'  of  the  periodical  occupations 
of  life.  Stobbs  had  a  bad  headach — or  pretended  to  have  one,  not  want- 
ing to  be  butter 'd. 

Ten  o'clock  came,  and  as  it  struck,  James  Pigg  and  Benjamin  appeared 
outside  the  white  rails  before  Diana  Lodge,  clad  in  their  best  habiliments, 
mounted,  and  each  leading  a  horse.  Uncommonly  spicy  they  aH  looked, 
for  Pigg,  regardless  of  expense,  had  generously  divided  a  penny's-worth 
of  ginger  among  the  four,  so  that  their  tails  stuck  up  like  hat-pegs,  and, 
as  if  in  sympathy  with  the  horses,  Gabriel  Junks  flew  on  to  the  summit 
of  the  gateway  arch,  and  expanded  a  glorious  tail  to  the  rays  of  the  sun, 
at  the  same  time  setting  up  a  scream  that  startled  the  horses.  Forth 
saUied  Ego  and  Jorrocks ;  up  went  the  bed-room  window  for  Betsy  to 
look  out,  Mrs.  Jorrocks  appeared  framed  in  the  lower  one,  with  a  face  of 
most  rubicund  hue,  while  Belinda  peeped  past  the  green  and  white  chintz 
curtain,  and  had  her  glimpse  of  the  scene. 

"  There  I  "  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  pulling  up  short  at  the  gate,  seizing 
Ego  by  the  arm  as  he  pointed  to  his  stud;  * 'there !  there  are  a  lot  of  nags  for 
you — none  of  your  cat-legged,  tumble-down,  kick-me-off,  brik-my-neck, 
split-my-skuU  beggars;  but  real  seasoned  'unters,  sure  and  steady,  with 
an  eye  for  each  foot,  and  one  over.  Binjimin,"  said  he,  turning  to  the 
boy,  "  take  up  those  stirrups  three  'oles,  and  don't  let  me  catch  you 
ridin'  like  a  dragon.  Now,  Mr.  Hego,  be  arter  mountin'  —  time's 
precious,  and  punctuality  is  the  purliteness  of  princes.  There,"  said  he, 
as  Ego  got  himself  into  his  saddle  on  Talavera,  "  you  are  mounted — 
delightful  1  make  a  pictor  for  Leech  1  Gave  a  mint  o'  money  for  that 
'oss,  but  I  doesn't  care  a  dump  'bout  money,  further  nor  as  it  enables 
one  to  pursue  the  plisurs  o'  the  chase. — Pigg,  put  Arterxerxes  next  the 
rails,  so  that  I  may  get  on  easy.  TFhoay,  W .'  Whoay ! "  roared 
Jorrocks,  as  the  horse  began  fldgetting  and  hoisting,  on  feeling  his  foot 
in  the  stirrup.  ^^ Whoay  !  I  say,  you  hugly  brute ! "  adding,  "rot  ye,  but  I'll 
take  the  gay  insolence  out  o'  your  tail  afore  night."  A  bold  effort  lodged 
him  in  the  first  floor  of  the  saddle,  and,  gathering  up  his  reins,  Jorrocks 
turned  Arterxerxes'  head  from  the  house,  the  horse  walking  with  his 
fore  legs,  and  kicking  with  his  hind  ones,  an  example  immediately 
followed  by  the  other  three.  Away  they  all  go,  kicking  and  snorting, 
amid  the  renewed  screams  of  the  peacock  and  the  shouts  of  the  little 
boys  who  had  congregated  about. 

"  And  one  and  -all  aloud  declare 
'Twas  a  fit  sight  for  country  fair. 
Far  b^ter  tluin  a  dancing  bear." 


862  HANDLET  CKOSS; 

The  kennel  reached,  the  pack  were  soon  round  Pigg's  horse's  heels,  and 
after  a  few  consequential  cracks  of  his-  whip,  and  cries  of ''  Qo  on,  hoimda  ! 
go  on  I  ito  himf  to  him!  "  from  Benjamin,  as  they  proceeded  through  the 
streets,  which,  as  usual,  were  all  commotion  to  see  them  pass,  they  cleared 
the  town  and  entered  upon  the  hedge-rows  of  the  country. 

Jorrocks  now  be^i^an  to  feel  the  full  force  of  his  situation,  and  inwardly 
wished  himself  well  out  of  it. 

"  A  mceish  lot  of  hounds,"  observed  Ego,  casually,  as  he  brought  Ms 
horse  alongside  James  Pigg»  "  to  look  him  over,"  as  he  calls  it ;  and  Pigg, 
who  was  rather  sprung,  instead  of  capping  him,  gave  him  a  most  unoere* 
monious  stare. 

"  A  dom'd  nice  pack !  ar  should  say,"  replied  Pigg. 

"  Humph ! "  said  Ego  to  himself,  "  a  rummish  genius  this,  I  guess — ^I 
am  PoM-PO-Nius  Eoo,"  observed  he,  with  an  air  of  annihilation. 

"Sae  they  say,"  replied  Pigg,  turning  his  quid.  "What's  your 
cracks  ?  " 

''  What's  your  tohats  ?  "  repeated  Ego  to  himself,  without  being  able  to 
hit  off  the  scent.  "  Who  told  you  I  was  Ego  ?  "  inquired  he,  after  a 
pause,  during  which  he  kept  scrutinising  Pigg. 

P%.— "Whe  tell't  me?  Why,  Jorrocks,  to  be  sure  1  Whe  else 
should  ?  " 

"  Whe  else  Bhould?  "  repeated  Ego,  in  disgust,  "  you're  a  pretty  fellow 
for  a  huntsman." 

"  Ye*ll  be  wantin'  a  ticket,  ar's  wam'd,"  observed  Pigg,  pulling  one  of 
his  5^.  pink  pasteboards  out  of  his  waistcoat  pocket  and  tendering  it  to 
him. 

Ego  looked  unutterable  things. 

"Well,  my  frind,  and  vot  do  you  thmk  of  the  'ounds?"  inquired 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  had  had  a  suck  at  his  monkey,  riding  up  at  this  critical 
period.  "  Some  of  the  real  sort  for  makin'  them  cry  *  Capivi ' — all  work- 
men— no  skirtin',  babblin'  overrunnin'  beggars  kept  for  show  merely 
because  they  are  'andsome — 'andsome  is  wot  'andsome  does,  is  my 
happhon'sm  P  " 

"  A  very  good  motto,  Mr.  Jorrocks,"  observed  Ego ;  "  a  very  good 
motto.  We  shall  see  presently  what  they  are  made  of.  They  seem  a 
goodish  sort  of  hound — level — if  anything,  rather  full  of  flesh." 

"  A  werry  good  fault,  too,  at  this  time  o*  year,  we  shall  soon  work  them 
fine  enough,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  As  fine  as  Sam  Nichol  had  his,  eh  ? — that  poor  John  Warde  used  to 
say  a  man  had  only  to  take  his  shaving-pot  into  the  kennel,  lather  his 
face,  and  scrape  his  face  with  the  back  of  a  hound — he,  he,  he  f  good  joke 
that,  Mr.  Jorrocks,  eh  ?  " 

"  Haw !  haw  I  haw  I  werry  good  joke,  Mr.  Hego,  werry  good  joke, 
indeed — have  laughed  at  it  toerry  often — werry  old  friend  o'  yours  and 
mine,  that  joke.  S'pose  it  will  be  due  again  soon  ?  Shall  be  ready  to 
laugh  at  it  again  when  it  appears." 

"  Mixed  pack,  I  see,"  now  observed  Ego,  who  had  been  scrutinizing 
the  hounds  as  they  trotted  quietly  along. 

"  Mixed  pack,"  repeated  Jorrocks,  gaily,  adding:  "dogs  I  thinks  correct 
the  wolatile  natur'  o'  the  betches.  I  'old  wi'  Mr.  Craven  Smith,"  continued 
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he,  "that  though  the  betches  are  quicker  nor  the  dogs,  they  do  not  always 
show  the  same  sport,  or  kill  the  most  foxes — another  thing  is,  I  likes 
plenty  o'  music,  and  the  betches  are  not  so  free  wi'  their  tongues  as  the 
dogs,  and  sometimes  slip  away  without  one's  knowing  it,  which  is  incon- 
wenient,  as  it  doesn't  look  well  for  a  gen'l'man,  'specially  for  an  M.F.H., 
to  go  gallopin'  'bout  the  country,  exclaimin',  *  'Ave  you  seen  my  'ounds  ? 
'ave  you  seen  my  'ounds  ? '  " 

"That  will  not  often  happen  with  you,  Mr.  Jorrocks,  I  should  think," 
observed  Ego,  smiling  at  our  friend's  substantial  form. 

"  Not  often,"  replied  our  master,  with  a  chuck  of  the  chin ;  "  not 
often — still  it  miffhl,  and  one  doesn't  like  bein'  left  i*  the  lurch."    * 

"  Certainly  not,"  assented  Ego ;  "  certainly  not — ^nothing  like  being  on 
good  terms  with  your  hounds  and  your  banker." 

"  Nothin',"  replied  Jorrocks,  "  'specially  wi'  sich  beauties  as  mine," 
looking  lovingly  down  upon  the  pack. 

"Some  fairish  looking  animals  among  them,"  observed  Ego,  with 
up-turned  lip. 

•  "Fairish  lookin'  hanimals  'mong  'em,"  retorted  Jorrocks;  "fairish 
lookin'  hanimals  'mong  'em;  I  tells  ye  wot,"  continued  he,  drawing 
breath,  "  if  they're  not  'zactly  the  'andsomest  pack  o'  'ounds  i'  the  king- 
dom, they're  the  steadiest — the  wisest — and  the  best !  " 

^'Ift'deedf  "  bowed  Ego,  with  a  supercilious  smile. 

"  True  guiders  of  a  scent  in  'ard  runnin',  close,  patient  'unters  with  a 
cold  scent,  and  as  stout  as  steel." 

"  In-deed!  "  bowed  Ego  again. 

"  I'm  not  a  conceited  bass,"  observed  Jorrocks,  boiling  up,  "  wot 
thinks  every  thing  I  'ave  is  the  best,  and  if  1  'ears  of  good  blood  any- 
where, I'll  'ave  it — as  I  said  afoor,  I  doesn't  care  twopence  'bout  tin, 
further  nor  as  it  enables  me  to  pursue  the  plisures  o'  the  chase." 

"That's  your  ticket  1 "  exclaimed  Ego. 

"  Sink  ye,  ye  wadn't  ha*  it  just  now,"  observed  Pigg  over  his  shoulder, 
thinking  the  great  man  had  changed  his  mind,  and  wanted  his  insurance 
ticket  against  hunting  accidents. 

"  To  hob  tain  a  good  run,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  vehemently,  without 
noticing  either  of  these  interruptions,  "  to  hobtain  a  good  run,  your 
'ounds  should  not  only  'ave  good  abilities,  but  they  should  be  hexperienced 
and  well  'quainted  with  each  other.  To  guide  a  scent  well  over  a  country 
for  a  length  o'  time,  through  all  the  hintricacies  and  difficulties  o'  the 
chase,  requires  first  chop  abilities,"  added  he  with  a  hearty  slap  of  his 
thigh. 

"  So  it  does,"  assented  Ego. 

**  Keep  the  tambourine  a  roulin' ! "  exclaimed  Pigg,  who  had  been 
reining  in  his  horse  to  hear  his  master  bounce. 

"  Yooi  doit !  there,  Warrior  I  "  added  he,  with  a  crack  of  his  whip  to  a 
hound  that  was  leading  others  out  of  ear-shot. 

"  There's  a  fine  'ound,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  again  arresting  the 
great  man's  attention,  by  pointing  out  old  Bavager,  now  trotting  singly 
along  the  footpath. 

"You'll  most  likely  be  wishin'  to  say  summut  soapey  and  plisant 
'bout  the  pack,  and  you  can't  lay  it  too  thick  on  to  him — Bavager,  by 
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Lord  YarborougVs  Ballywood  out  of  his  Binglet.  Would  gladly  give 
fifty  guineas  a  couple  for  a  few  more  sich.  That's  a  nice  dog  too, 
Pogleman,"  pointing  a  speckled  black  and  white  one  out.  *'  Fugleman,* 
by  the  Beaufort  Potentate  out  of  Foljambe's  Frantic ;  so's  that/'  pointing 
to  a  mealy  coloured  hound;  "Dorimont,  by  Drake's  Duster  out  of  the 
Bel  voir  Blameless.  Dorimont  I  old  bouy !  "  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
rising  in  his  stirrups,  and  chucking  him  a  bit  of  biscuit  for  answering  to 
his  name.  "  Dorimont,  old  bouj !  mind  the  heyes  of  Hengland  are  'pon 
you  1  In  fact/'  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  sousing  himself  into  his  great 
saddle,  and  dropping  his  voice  as  he  took  Ego  confidentially  by  the  elbow, 
"  in  fact,  you  can't  say  too  much  in  praise  o'  the  pack — Quads  neither. 
I'm  not  a  wain  man,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  **  far  from  it — ^but  merit 
should  be  noticed,  and  it's  not  never  of  no  manner  of  use  keepin*  one's 
candle  under  a  bushel.     Is  it  ?  "  asked  he,  aniiously. 

"  Not  a  bit  1 "  replied  Ego,  with  another  slight  upward  curl  of  his  lip. 

Our  friends  then  bumped  on  for  some  time  in  silence,  Jorrocks  wonder- 
ing what  Ego  thought  of  him,  and  Ego  wondering  if  Jorrocks  was  really 
the  liberal  indifferent  man  about  money  he  represented  himself  to  be. 
Jorrocks  was  half  inclined  to  ask  Ego  kow  he  proposed  buttering  him,  lest 
there  might  be  any  mistake,  but  just  as  he  was  going  to  pop  the  tender 
question,  Arterxerxes  gave  such  a  terrible  stumble,  as  nearly  sent  him  out 
of  his  saddle.  He  then  took  to  jagging  and  objurgating  the  horse,  which 
put  it  out  of  his  head,  and  by  the  time  he  got  himself  and  his  horse 
appeased,  he  was  thinking  of  his  dinner. 

As  they  proceeded,  the  spangled  hedges  dropped  their  jewels — the 
fields  gradually  resumed  their  pristine  hue — and  on  reaching  Bumpmead 
Heath,  all  nature  smiled  with  the  sweetness  of  premature  spring.  What 
a  concourse  was  there !  Flys,  carriages,  g^gs,  hunters,  hacks,  donkeys, 
all  to  see  an  author  on  horseback  ! 

"  There  !  "  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  pointing  to  the  field  as  they  turned  from 
the  road  and  entered  the  wide  expanding  common,  "  wot  an  'unt  mine  is  ! 
Shall  present  them  to  you  in  reg'lar  rotation — largest  subscribers  fust,  and 
so  on,  down  to  the  three-guinea  coves.  This  little  podgy  cock  on  the  cob 
is  Latitat  the  lawyer.  Bein'  a  werry  thick- winded  little  sinner,  they  call 
him  Whezey,  junior.  Yon  bouy  on  the  brown,  that  is  fidgetin*  about  as 
though  he  didn't  like  his  load,  is  Squire  Barnington,  the  man  wot  wanted 
to  be  master ;  he  gives  fifty.  My  missis  and  his  don't  'it  it,  but  we  are 
werry  good  friends.  He  buys  'osses  like  a  brick,  without  bringin'  all 
the  relations  and  frinds  of  this  world  to  'sist  'im.  Barnington  1 "  holload 
Jorrocks  to  him,  "  come  and  be  presented  to  the  mighty  Hego.  This  be 
him,  with  the  bird's-eye  fogle  round  his  squeeze — coolish  mornin'  you  see, 
and  Hegotists  f  are  scarce — keeps  his  throat  warm."  Mr.  Barnington 
and  Ego  made  mutual  salutations  with  their  hats.  "  Hooi,  Fleecy !  " 
roared  Jorrocks  to  his  secretary,  who  was  poking  about  among  the  group 
on  a  long-tailed  rat  of  a  pony,  with  a  slip  of  paper  in  his  hand  and  a  pencil 
between  his  teeth,  "  come  and  pay  your  devours  to  Hego,  the  man  wot 
makes  us  all  famous.    This  be  my  sec,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  Ego, 

*  All  gammon  !    They  were  some  of  Bugginson's  lot 
t  Nothing  of  the  sort ;  we  wish  they  were. — ^Author. 
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adding,  in  a  lower  tone,  "  Does  a  little  word-combin'  himself  at  times — 
signs  himself  Junius  Secundus — you  twig  /  " 

''Proud  to  make  the  personal  acquaintance  of  Junius  Secundus," 
observed  Ego,  bowing  and  laying  his  hand  upon  his  breast.  "Often heard 
of  him."     Fieeceall  brings  his  hat  in  contact  with  his  heel. 

"  This  be  old  Barleycorn,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  stopping  a  jolly- 
looking  farmer,  in  dark  clothes,  on  a  good-looking  brown  horse;  ''a 
werry  good  friend  to  'unting — always  goes  fust  over  his  own  wheat." 

Pomponius  Ego  vouchsafed  him  a  bow. 

"  Here  comes  a  cove  now,"  observed  Jorrocks,  laying  hold  of  Ego's 
arm.  "  Jest  look  at  this  chap  i'  the  cap  and  cut-away  coat,  with  the 
bridle  all  over  buckles.  '  Dis  arter  six,'  I  calls  him.  His  mother  gets  her 
tea  o'  me,  and  when  this  young  blade  came  to  settle  the  bill,  he  wanted 
dis  arter  six.  Dis  arter  six  I  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  an  emphasis. 
•*  As  if  finybody  ever  'card  o'  dis  arter  six  1  The  dirty-looking  dog  in  the 
plum-coloured  coat  and  dingy  Napoleons  wot's  jest  joined  'im,  we  call 
*  Two  upon  Ten  * — they  'unt  in  couples,  Dis  arter  six  and  Two  upon  ten. 
They  took  poor  Two  for  a  thief,  and  wen  he  went  into  the  shops,  they 
used  to  sing  out  *  Tieo  upon  ten  !  two  upon  ten  I  *  meanin',  two  eyes  on  ten 
fingers — haw,  haw,  haw !  "  chuckled  our  master,  adding,  "  I  won't  inter- 
duce  neither  o'  them.  But  'ere  comes  a  good  chap,"  continued  be, 
"Ridge  the  slater,  gives  ten  pund,  and  pays  it  too.  Slates,  old  bouy  l" 
continued  Jorrocks,  beckoning  him,  come  this  way,  and  let  me  be  the 
makin'  on  you.  Let  me  interduce  you  to  the  great  Mr.\Hego,  King  o'  the 
Chase,  I  may  call  'im."  Ridge  made  as  bountiful  a  bow  as  though  he 
expected  an  order  to  roof  in  a  palace. 

"  'Ere's  another  good  chap,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  Pigott  the 
master  plasterer — M.P.,  as  he  calls  himself  'Ere,  Piggy !  "  continued 
Jorrocks,  hailing  him,  "  let  me  do  the  splendacious  by  you.  Mr.  Hego, 
let  me  interduce  a  reg'ler  brick — fire-brick,  in  fact — gives  sivin  pund  to 
the  'ounds,  and  pays  it  too." 

"  Most  praiseworthy  character,"  observed  Ego  with  a  salaam. 

"  And  'ere's  another  good  cove,"  continued  Jorrocks,  "  Sugar  the 
grocer.     He's  a  payin'  subscriber  too,  gives  ten  pund." 

" Five"  observed  Sugar,  whose  real  name  was  Smith,  with  a  smile. 

"  Five,  is  it  P "  growled  Mr.  Jorrocks,  adding  aloud  to  himself, 
"  shalln't  interduce  you,  then.  Yon  chap  trottin'  along  as  if  his  wite 
choker  wouldn't  let  him  look  either  to  the  right  or  the  left,  is  the  Reverend 
Titus  Cramcub,  a  learned  man  like  yourself — ^reads  Lord  Bacon's  works, 
and  eats  fat  bacon  for  breakfast.  He  teaches  the  young  idea  'ow  to  shoot, 
but  prefers  'unting  himself,  and  as  soon  as  'ounds  'ave  shaken  off  the 
crowd,  and  settled  to  a  run,  he  drops  into  the  front  rank,  and  goes  as  if 
he  couldn't  'elp  himself.  This  is  not  a  bad  chap,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
nodding  towards  a  square-built  man  in  white  moleskin  breeches,  an  olive- 
coloured  coat,  and  boots  to  match,  who  now  turned  a  well-shaped  gray 
upon  the  heath.  "This  is  not  a  bad  chap,  Haimes  the  saddler,  and 
I'll  tell  ye  a  story  'bout  him  that  may  come  into  your  palanrarment,  if 
you  like.  His  trade  lies  a  good  deal  'mong  the  saints,  who  wouldn't  'prove 
of  his  'unting,  so  he  always  christens  his  'oss  Business,  and  when  any  on 
'em  call  when  he's  out,  his  foreman  says  his  master's  away  on  *  business ' 
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-r-liOM^  haw,  howl  he,  he,  he  !  " — a  chuckle  in  which  the  great  journalist 
joined.  **  This  is  a  shabby  screw,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  pointing  to  a  man 
in  a  rusty  Bath-bricky  scarlet,  riding  a  badly-clipped  ewe-necked  dun. 
*'  He's  'unted  all  his  life,  they  say,  and  never  given  a  copper  to  'ounds, 
always  declarin'  that  each  season  was  to  be  his  last.  And,  by  the  way, 
reminds  me,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  turning  short  on  his  secretary, 
"  'ow  do  the  chaps  buck  up  now  that  they've  got  wot  they  want  in  the 
way  of  an  'untsman  P  " 

"  Why,  only  veiy  middling,  I'm  sorry  to  say,  Sir,"  replied  Mr.  Fleeceall. 
"  Somehow  or  other,  I  never  can  find  a  man  with  any  money  in  his  pocket. 
It's  always,  '  Oh,  I'll  pay  you  next  time  we  meet,'  or,  *  I  s'pose  you'll  be 
out  on  Monday,  when  I  will  bring  my  subscription,' — but  the  happy  day 


never  comes." 

<c 


Well,  but  that's  all  nonsense,"  ejaculated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  that's  all 
nonsense.  Won't  do  in  a  commercial  country  like  this,  at  least  only  for 
landowners,  and  folks  wot  don't  understand  'ow  money  makes  money, 
m  tell  ye  wot  ye  must  do,"  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  I'll  tell  ye  wot 
you  must  do,"  repeated  he,  boiling  up,  *'  you  must  get  a  set  of  hinterest 
tables,  and  charge  every  man  Jack  on  'em  five  per  cent,  from  the  day  the 
subscription  becomes  due." 

"  Well,  Sir,  what  you  think  right,"  replied  Mr.  FleecealL 

"  WeU,  I  thinks  that  right,"  retorted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  adding :  "  if  I  was 
to  get  over  the  left  wi'  Bullock  and  Ulker,  d'ye  s'pose  they  wouldn't 
charge  me  five  per  cent.,  or  may  be  more?  They  d  be  werry  unlike 
bankers  i'  general  if  they  didn't.    Why  should  I  give  tick  wi'  the  'ounds  P  " 

"  Certainly  not.  Sir ;  certainly  not,"  replied  Fleeoeall.  "  The  misfortin 
is,  that  eveiy  man  thinks  what  he  owes  is  of  no  importance.  Now,  there  is 
Mr.  Gillyflower  coming  up,  as  though  the  county  was  all  his  own,"  pointing 
to  a  stylish  young  gentleman  cantering  along  on  a  white  cover  hacK,  attired 
in  a  spic  and  span  new  scarlet  coat,  with  patent  leather  fisherman  boots 
coming  half  up  his  thighs,  and  puffing  large  clouds  of  smoke  as  he  went ; 
•*  he  is  down  for  twenty  guineas,  and  I  carn't  get  a  halfpenny  of  it."  Just 
then  Mr.  Gillyflower  spying  the  master  as  he  cantered  along,  pulled  short 
up,  and  taking  his  cigar  from  his  lips,  accosted  Mr.  Jorrocks  with — 

**  HoUoa  1  good  morning — how  are  ye,  old  boy  P  " 

Mr.  Jorrocks  deigned  no  answer. 

*'  Here's  a  fine  hunting  morning,  Mr.  Jorrocks,"  he  continued  in  a 
somewhat  subdued  tone,  seeing  our  distinguished  stranger. 

"  A  werry  bad  'untin*  mornin,'  I  should  say,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
looking  very  irate,  and  unconsciously  spurring  his  horse,  who  was  still 
fidgetting  about,  from  the  effects  of  the  ginger. 

*'  A  good  scenting  one,  at  all  events,  I  should  think,"  resumed  the 
youngster,  looking  rather  disconcerted. 

"  A  werry  bad  scentin'  one,  I  should  say,"  rejoined  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
ramming  the  spurs  into  his  horse,  which  the  animal  acknowledged  by  a 
sudden  and  desperate  kick,  which  fairly  shot  our  master  over  its  head. 

Great  was  the  consternation !  Ego,  Fleeceall,  Gillyflower,  Bamington, 
Dis  arter  six,  Two  upon  ten,  and  half-a-dozen  more,  all  leaped  off  their 
horses  at  once,  while  Gillyflower  caught  the  hat  and  wig,  and  was  loud 
in  his  hopes  that  Jorrocks  wasn't  hurt. 
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"Hurt!"  exclaimed  Mi.  Jorrocks,  hie  eyes  sparkling  with  rage,  as  he 
scrambled  up  and  leplaoed  his  lost  head-gear,  "  hurt.  Sir,"  he  repeated, 
lookiuf;  as  thoogh  he  would  eat  him,  "  no,  Sir — not  at  alt — ralher  the 
eOKtrary  !  " 


Our  hero,  howeTer,  having  Men  both  clean  and  soft,  and  haviDH 

vented  his  anger  upon  his  non-paying  subscriber,  thinga  soon  resumed 
Uieir  right  course,  while  Figg  turned  the  accident  to  account  by  aeoding 
Ben  about  with  the  insurance  tickets,  singing  ont  "  Take  your  tickets, 
geats?  please  take  your  tickets  I  goin'into  a  hmo^l eovjoirj — bottomless 
brooks !  Old  'un  got  brandy  in  his  bottle  1  Beg'lar  cut-em-do wn-and- 
'■ng-'em-np-to-dry  country  1" 

This  traffic  was  in  torn  interrupted  by  an  extraordinary  Hyena-looking 
cap  and  scailet-coated  youth,  wiui  a  cane-colonred  beard  and  moustache. 
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cantering  furiously  about  on  a  long-tailed  cream-coloured  hack,  dasbin 
at  every  group  of  grooms  and  dark-coated  horsemen,  with  the  inquiry — 
"Have  you  seen  my  fellow  ?  Have  you  seen  my  fellow  ?  **  At  last 
he  made  for  the  pack,  and  hazarding  the  same  enquiry  of  Pigg,  that 
distinguished  observer,  after  a  careful  though  somewhat  impertinent 
scrutiny,  exclaimed, 

"  N — 0 — r,  ar'm  d — d  if  iver  ar  did  I  "  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  seeing  the 
stranger  arranging  his  whip  as  if  for  action,  and  knowing  Pigg's  pugna- 
cious disposition,  immediately  gave  the  signal  for  tlirowing  off,  and  in  an 
instant  the  glad  pack  were  frolicing  over  the  greensward  of  the  heath, 
with  the  now  contracting  crowd  pressing  on  after  them. 

South  Grove,  as  our  readers  may  remember,  was  the  scene  of 
Mr.  Jorrocks's  former  bag-fox  exploit,  and  was  well  adapted  for  such 
experiments.  It  was  a  long  wood  of  stately  oaks,  running  parallel  with 
the  Appledove  Eoad,  for  about  a  mile,  the  wood  widening  into  something 
like  twelve  acres  towards  the  middle.  The  other  side  was  bounded  by 
Bumpmead  Heath,  and  the  country  around  was  of  that  undulating  nature, 
that  requires  a  man  to  ride  close  with  hounds,  or  run  a  chance  of  losing 
them.  From  South  Grrove  to  Doitwich,  the  nearest  cover,  was  four 
miles,  as  the  crow  flies,  but  a  judicious  winding  of  certain  irregularities 
of  surface  would  not  only  lengthen  it  into  five  or  six  miles,  but  also  draw 
a  bottomless  brook  twice  into  the  run.  Another  great  advantage  it 
possessed  for  Mr.  Jorrocks  was,  that  sundry  bridle-roads  all  made  for  the 
next  cover,  and  yet  each  by  itself  appearing  to  lead  in  a  different  direction, 
no  one  who  did  not  know  them  would  think  of  following  him. 

"  But  where's  Mr.  Hego  ?  "  inquired  he,  looking  round,  expecting  to 
find  him  at  his  elbow. 

"O,  he's  just  trotted  back  to  the  Cock-and-Bottle,"  replied  Mr. 
Pleeceall,  "he  will  be  hei*e  directly." 

"  Wot  can  he  want  at  the  Cock-and-Bottle  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Jorrocks. 
"  He  doesn't  need  any  more  jumpin'  powder  than  he  has  in  his  pocket, 
surely  1 " 

•*  No,"  replied  Mr.  Fleeceall,  "  but  in  looking  into  his  silver  sandwich- 
box  just  now,  he  found  they  had  not  put  any  mustard  between  the  beef 
and  bread,  and  he  can't  eat  it  that  way  he  says.  He  will  be  back 
directly,  I  dare  say — yonder  he  comes,  indeed  1  " 

"  Then  let's  be  doin',  Pigg  1 "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  as  Ego  neared 
them  ;  adding,  "  now  Binjimin,  mind  your  eye  I  Marmeylad,  you 
know!" 

**  Gently,  hounds ! "  roared  Pigg,  as  they  approached  the  cover,  and 
wanted  to  dash  at  the  spot  they  took  the  scent  up  on  the  former  occasion. 
**  Have  a  care,  all  on  ye  I  "  added  he,  with  a  crack  of  his  whip,  as  they 
reached  the  hedge. 

"Jbot,  over  in  then !  ^'^  cheered  Pigg,  cap  in  hand,  seeing  they 
were  bent  upon  breaking  away.  '*  Fooi,  over  inl^*  and  every  hound 
dashes  into  cover,  with  rather  more  music  than  strict  etiquette  would 
allow. 

"  Beautiful !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  fist  in  side,  hoping  Ego  might 
not  hear  the  riot.  "  Unkimmun  heager  txximdie.  Now,  Mr.  Hego, 
look  out  for  the  find.     They'll  drag  up  to  him  with  all  this  rind,  or 
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whatever  you  call  the  stuff,"  knocking  some  of  it  off  the  bushes  with  his 
whip.  '*  Have  at  him  there.  Manager,  old  man !  Undeniable  'ound  that," 
turning  to  Ego,  and  pointing  out  a  black  and  tan  dog ;  "  ven  he  begins 
to  speak,  you  may  look  arter  your  silver  sandwich-box, — haw!  haw! 
haw ! '' 

" Ifoic  in !  hoic  in!**  cheered  Pigg  along  the  ride,  chuckling  at  the 
trick  he  was  going  to  play.  "  Have  at  him,  Crowner !  good  dog !  Yooi ! 
wind  him,  Lousey  !  "  (Louisa)  "  good  bitch !  Have  at  him  there,  all  on 
ye,  and  mind  skeulmaister's  lookin',"  turning  to  Pomponius  Ego  with  a 

grin,  and  saying,  **  Bain't  that  industry  ?  " 

•  •••••• 

"  Tally-ho  !  tally-ho  !  tally-ho  !  "  screamed  Ben,  from  the  thickest 
part  of  the  cover,  as  though  he  were  getting  murdered. 

'*  Hoic,  holloa  !  hoic,  holloa  !  hoic,  holloa  !  "  exclaimed  Ego,  in  the 
most  orthodox  style. 

"  Ay  hoW'Way,  canny  man  !  how-way  !  "  roared  Pigg,  gathering  up  his 
reins  and  ramming  his  spurs  into  his  horse.  "  How^way,  ar  say  !  dinna 
stand  blairin'  there !     Whativer  ye  de,  keep  the  tambourine  a  roulin'." 

Away  tore  Pigg  to  the  holloa,  through  bogs,  briars,  bushes,  and  brambles, 
followed  by  Ego ;  and  now  the  full  music  of  the  pack  proclaims  the 
finding  of  the  drag.  There  is  a  tremendous  scent,  for  though  it  has 
lain  an  hour  it  is  strong  enough  to  last  a  week.  Bound  they  go,  full 
swing,  every  hound  throwing  his  tongue,  and  making  the  old  wood  echo 
with  their  melody. 

"They'll  kill  him  in  cover,"  observed  Ego,  taking  out  his  watch. 
"Beckford's  wrong  about  scent  never  lying  with  a  white  frost.  I'll 
write  an  article  to  prove  it."  A  momentary  check  ensues — the  drag  has 
been  lifted. 

"  Killed  for  a  crown !  "  exclaimed  Ego,  with  delight. 

"  Niver  sick  a  thing ; — niver  sick  a  thing  !  "   retorts  Pigg  with 

a  grin. 

♦  ♦♦♦•♦• 

Now  they  are  on  him  again,  and  the  old  oaks  seem  to  shake  with  the 
melody. 

"  Is  he  a  big  'un,  Ben?  "  asks  Pigg,  as  they  meet  at  the  junction  of 
the  rides. 

"  Uncommon  !  "  exclaims  Benjamin,  gasping  for  breath. 

'*  Aye,  but  we*  11  bucket  him,"  responded  Pigg,  tumbg  his  quid  in  his 
mouth ;  adding,  "  ar'U  be  the  death  of  a  shilWy  ony  how  I  Sink  it !  " 
added  he,  "  brandy  and  baccy  'ill  gar  a  man  live  for  iver  I  " 

It's  now  near  leaving  time,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  the  field  come  up  in 
long  drawn  file.    The  worthy  M.F.H.  all  excitement  and  agitation. 

'*  Oh  1 "  exclaims  he,  dropping  his  ponderous  whip  down  his  leg  with 
a  heavy  crash,  "if  we  do  but  manish  it,  'ow  'appy  I  shall  be  I  My  vig, 
they're  away ! " 

Affable  and  Mercury  top  the  fence  out  of  cover,  and  the  whole''  pack 
follow  with  desperate  velocity.  One  twang  of  his  horn  is  all  Pigg  gives, 
and  then  sticking  it  into  his  boot,  he  gets  out  of  cover,  hustles  his  horse, 
and  settles  himself  into  his  seat.    Away  they  go,  up  a  long  grass  field  by 
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the  side  of  tlui  corer,  scent  breast  higli,  the  pack  raniiiiig  almost  mute, 
and  the  slow  ones  beginning  to  tail. 

Fomponiiu  £go  banog  got  a  good  start,  beffsa  to  spin,  and  passes 
Pi^  in  his  stride,  singing  ont, 

"  Wh«D  (Ireek  meets  Qraak,  then  comes  the  tug  of  mr  I " 

A  stiff  fence,  with  a  strongly  made-up  gap,  brings  him  up  short,  and 

tuniing  to  Figg,  he  bolloaa  out, — 

"  I'U  bold  your  horse  if  you'll  pull  it  down ! " 

"  jtr  mver  geli  off!  "  replies  Jam^s,  flying  over  the  fence. 

A  gap  at  the  end  by  the  wood  lets  Ego  trough,  and  away  be  stride* 


^Bur  m 


s  hard  as  ever  his  horse  can  lay  legs  to  the  ground.     Three 
lai^e  enclosuree  nre  spedovernithoutany  change  of  position, 
ids  going  best  pace  all  the  time. 
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"  Sink  lum,  but  he's  made  it  o'er  Strang  1  "  exclaimed  P^  to  himself, 
thinking  of  the  drag;    "  ar  wish  they  main't  beat  us,"  looking  at  the 

hounds  running  away  from  them. 

•  •  •  •  •  ,  *  • 

A  hat  held  against  the  clear  blue  sky  proclaims  the  line  over  the  hilL 

'*  That's  the  way  on  him,"  exclaims  Pigg,  pointing  to  the  holloa. 

**  Curse  the  fellow !  "  replies  Ego ;  "  he'll  have  hc»ded  him  to  a  cer- 
tainty," inwardly  rejoicing  at  the  thoughts  of  a  check. 

On  they  go,  at  a  pace  truly  awful.  The  drag  has  never  been  lifted  till 
within  a  few  yards  of  the  halloa  on  the  hill,  and  the  rising  ground  tells 
on  the  heaving  horses.  Now  they  have  a  check,  and  on  ploughed  land, 
too.  The  hounds  dash  towards  the  fence  beyond,  and  swing  their  cast 
without  a  whimper. 

Pigg  sits  like  a  statue,  giving  his  horse  the  wind,  his  eagle  eye  fixed 
upon  the  pack.  They  throw  up ;  and  now  he  takes  out  his  horn,  gives 
one  blast,  and  in  an  instant  the  pack  are  with  him. 

"I'll  lay  my  life  he's  headed  back!"  exclaims  Ego.  "That  con- 
founded fool  on  the  hill  did  all  the  mischief.  Do  for  once  try  back,  as 
Beckford  says." 

*<  Forroard  yonder,  to  the  left  of  the  harrow,"  whispers  a  confidant  to 
James  Pigg,  '*  then  along  the  bottom  of  the  next  ^ass  field,  and  straight 
over  Ulverstone  Pasture  and  Bysplit,  to  the  back  of  the  red  house  yonder." 

"That  can  never  be  the  line  1 "  exclaims  Ego,  wiping  the  perspiration 
from  his  brow.  "  None  but  a  born  idiot  would  make  such  a  cast — ^in  the 
very  teeth  of  the  wind,  too  I  '* 

"How-way,  canny  man!  How-way!"  exclaims  Pigg,  waiving  his 
arm  and  pointing  to  Priestess  hitting  off  the  scent ;  "  how  toay,  ar  say ; 
what !  hast  get  ten  ne  mair  ink  t'  pen .'" 

Away  they  go,  at  best  pace  as  before,  but  a  lane  at  the  bottom  of  a 
turnip-field,  a  mile  or  two  farther  on,  agam  brings  them  up. 

This  check  joins  heads  and  tails.  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  has  come  pounding 
along,  in  a  state  of  desperate  perspiring  excitement,  all  eyes,  ears,  and 
fears  through  his  pet  line  of  gates,  jumps  with  his  man  at  the  point  in  the 
lane  where  the  drag  has  crossed.  Both  are  in  such  a  st-ew,  that  Jorrocks 
can  only  articulate,  "  Headies  1  'ow  they  go  !  *'  and  Pigg,  all  anxiety  to 
get  his  hounds  across  before  the  tail  comes  up,  exclaims,  "  Had  bye,  ard 
man  !  Sink  I  ar*U  be  dingin  on  ye  down  !  "  adding,  "ye't^  ne  carle  to 
ride  for  raputation !  "  The  tobacco-juice  streams  down  either  side  of  his 
chin,  and  his  lank  hair  floats  on  the  breeze  as,  bare-headed,  he  caps  the 
hounds  over  into  the  field.  They  are  now  upon  grass  again.  The  scent 
lies  parallel  with  the  lane,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks,  whose  horse  and  whose  self 
are  nearly  pumped  out,  keeps  on  the  hard  road,  followed  by  a  heteroge- 
neous tail  of  mud-stained,  elbowing  horsemen.  The  aspirants  for  fame 
stick  to  the  hounds,  and  follow  them  into  every  field,  Gramcub,  who  cast 
up  as  the  hounds  broke  cover,  leading. 

Nothing  can  be  finer  than  the  Ime !     Large  grazing  grounds,  some 

forty,  none  less  than  twenty  acres,  are  sped  over,  and  twice  Dribbleford 

Brook  comes  in  the  way  for  those  whose  ambition  is  waterproof.     What 

a  scene ! — what  blobbings  in  and  scramblings  out ;  what  leavings  of  hind 

legs,  and  divings  for  whips,  sticks,  and  cigar-cases  1 

bb2 
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Jorrocks,  who  is  well  laid  in  on  the  road  for  a  view,  screeches  and 
halloas  them  on.  "  Now,  Sugar  1  now  Slates !  now  Bis  arter  six  I "  Then 
np  came  Whezey,  Junior,  looking  very  like  "  enough."  *•  Hover  ye  go  !  '* 
roars  our  master,  cracking  his  ponderous  whip.  "  O,  Mr.  Jorrocks ! 
(puff)  I  must  enter  a  (pant)  nolle  prosequi,'*  gasps  the  exhausted  lawyer. 
*' Enter  it  then,"  exclaims  our  master,  delighted  at  the  symptoms  of 
distress,  and  saying  to  himself.  "  If  this  don't  'stonish  old  Hego,  there 
am't  no  halligators !  Come  hup,  you  hugly  beast  I  *'  he  adds  to  his  horse, 
agaiu  spurring  and  kicking  him  into  a  canter. 

The  hounds  bend  again  to  the  right,  the  stain  of  cattle  rather  slackens 
their  pace,  and  some  heavy  sticky  fallows  at  length  bring  their  noses  to 
the  ground.  "  'Eavens  be  praised ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrooks,  easing 
his  horse,  and  eyeing  them  topping  the  fence  between  the  pasture  and 
arable  land :  '*  we  may  now  have  a  little  breathin'  time,  and  see  if  they 
can  'unt  as  well  as  run.  Oh,  the  beauties,  'ow  they  spread  !  one,  two, 
three,  and  now  altogether — oh,  beautiful !  beautiful !  He's  up  the 
furrow.    Where's  Hego  ?  " 

And  echo  answered,  •*  Where  ?  " 

Mr.  Jorrocks  is  right.  The  mock  "thief  6'  the  world  "  has  gone  up 
the  wet  furrow,  to  the  injury  of  the  firm  of  Herring  and  Aniseed,  who 
carry  on  business  very  languidly.  Old  Priestess's  unerring  nose  alone 
keeps  the  pack  on  the  line.  Pigg,  however,  is  at  hand,  with  a  good  idea 
of  the  run  of  his  fox,  and  now  carries  away  a  rood  of  fence  as  he  crashes 
into  the  field  to  his  hounds.  His  horse's  neck  begins  to  stiffen,  and 
there  have  been  one  or  two  ominous  throat-rattles,  but  Pigg  hustles  him 
along,  and  casts  his  hounds  forward  to  Sy  well  Wood.  What  a  crash ! 
The  feeble  whimper  that  barely  owned  the  scent,  is  changed  into  a  full 
and  melodious  chorus ;  every  hound  throws  his  tongue,  and  echo  answers 
them  a  hundred-fold  I     There* s  a  rare  scent  I 

The  cover  being  open  at  the  bottom,  the  hounds  are  quickly  through, 
and  Pigg,  catching  Benjamin  at  the  far  end,  pulls  him  off  his  horse,  and 
makes  a  fresh  start  on  the  boy's. 

Grass  again  greets  the  pack.  The  red-topped  house  is  neared,  and  the 
scent  improves.  The  hounds  run  stout,  though,  perhaps,  not  carrying 
quite  so  good  a  head  as  might  have  been  desirable,  had  Ego  been  near. 
On  they  go ;  and  now  a  sudden  check  ensues  at  the  comer  of  the  stack- 
yard. The  music  that  lately  rent  the  air  is  lulled,  the  hounds  having 
swunsT  a  rocket-like  cast,  stand  staring  with  their  heads  in  the  air. 

"  Who'hoopy  gone  to  ground  I  "  exclaims  some  one  in  the  rear,  anxious 
for  a  termination  of  the  enjoyment. 

** Not  a  bit  of  it**  replies  Mr.  Jorrocks,  knowing  better.  "Old 
'abd  1 ''  roars  he  to  the  forward  roadsters,  who  are  now  getting  among 
the  hounds.  "  You  'air-dresser  on  the  chesnut  'oss ! "  holloaing  to  a 
gentleman  with  very  big  ginger  whiskers ;  "  Prat  'old  *ard  !  " 

**  Hair-dbesser  I  "  exclaims  the  gentleman,  in  a  fury,  turning  short 
round ;  "  Fm  an  officer  in  the  ninety-Jirst  regiment  I  " 

"  Then  you  hossifer  in  the  ninety-fust  regiment,  wot  looks  like  an  'air- 
dresser,  'old  'ard,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  trotting  on,  adding  most 
unconcernedly,  "  Cast  'em/orrard,  Pigg  !  Cast  *em  forrard !  or  make  a 
patent  all  round  jny  hatter." 
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Oq  goes  Pigg,  making  good  the  line  the  warmint  should  have  gone. 
Not  a  hound  speaks  ! — all  mute  as  death. 

"  Werry  rum,  Pigg,^  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  winking  significantly  to  his 
huntsman,  as  the  latter  trotted  round  with  his  hounds ;  "  werry  rum — 
for  once  cast  back — clear  the  way  there,  gen'lemeii,  if  you  please,  clear 
the  way,  who  knows  but  you  are  right  upon  the  line  o'  scent !  "  cried 
Mr.  Jorrocks  to  the  horsemen  who  were  clustering  about,  thinking  of  any 
thing  but  what  they  ought. 
That  would  not  do. 

"  Oh  dear !  oh  dear  I  that's  bad,"  muttered  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  James 
Pigg  ;  "  where  the  deuce  can  the  fool  ha*  gone  ?  " 

We  may  here  state  that  Giles  Grosling  the  farmer  having  seen  Pigg  and 
his  eomrade  setting  out  the  line,  and  not  exactly  relishing  their  progress 
over  his  wheat  a  little  farther  on,  had  watched  Maltby's  coming,  and 
seizing  him,  drag  and  all,  had  stowed  him  away  in  his  cellar. 

"  Ar  mun  just  try  to  cross  the  line  on  him,"  observed  Pigg,  pulling  his 
horn  out  of  his  boot,  and  giving  it  a  twang ;  '*  put  hunds  forrard  *ard, 
man,"  said  he  to  his  master,  trotting  on,  and  blowing  as  he  went. 

"Who  ever  saw  such  a  cast?"  exclaimed  Ego,  who  had  now  got 
draggled  up ;  '*  your  huntsman  must  be  mad,  Mr.  Jorrocks !  " 

"  111  lay  a  guinea  'at  to  a  'alf-crown  wide  awake  he  recovers  his  fox  for 
all  that,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  a  good  deal  more  confidence  than 
he  felt. 

"  If  he  does  I'll  eat  him  1 "  rejoined  Pompoiuus  Ego,  with  an  air  of 
importance. 

This  prediction,  coming  from  so  high  an  authority,  combined  with  the 
state  of  the  steam  had  the  effect  of  stopping  the  majority  of  a  pretty 
well  exhausted  field,  who  all  clustered  round  Ego  to  relate  their  daring 
leaps,  in  hopes  of  monthly  immortality.  "  I  leapt  Dribbleford  Brook." 
"  I  charged  the  ox-fence  on  the  far  side."  "  I  never  left  the  hounds." 
"  I  did  this — I  did  that  1 "    Ambitious  men  I 

With  fear  and  anxiety  on  their  faces,  Pigg  and  his  master  bumped  on, 
in  hopes  of  hitting  off  the  scent.     Mr.  Jorrocks  was  in  a  desperate  stew. 

" Oh,  Pigg  1 "  exclaimed  he,  as  they  got  out  of  hearing,  "I'd  give  the 
world  to  finish  wi'  blood.     If  you  could  but  manish  to  kiU  him,  'ow 
gratefully  obleged  I  should  be  to  you  and  your  heirs  for  ever  !     You  shall 
drink  brandy  out  of  a  pint-pot  for  breakfast,  dinner,  and  supper !  " 
"  Ye  said  a  qtuirt  I "  observed  the  man  of  the  north,  eyeing  his  hounds. 
Jorrocks. — **  Did  I  ?     I'll  be  as  good  as  my  word." 
Figg. — "  Ords  wuus,  ard  man,  fetch  hunds  on ;  does  think,  thou  ard 
gouk,  ar  can  hit  him  off  o'  mysel'  ?  "  looking  back  at  the  hounds  all 
straggling  behind  Mr.  Jorrocks's  horse. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  pockets  the  rebuke,  and  bestirs  himself  to  get  the  hounds 
on  to  his  huntsman ;  Pigg  trots  on,  letting  them  feel  for  the  scent  as 
they  go. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  bumps  on,  vowing  all  sorts  of  vows  to  Diana,  if  she  will 
only  'ave  the  kindness  to  assist  him  that  once.  He  would  give  her  a  hat 
and  feather!  He  would  give  her  a  swan's-down  muff  and  tippet  I 
Nay,  he  would  stand  a  whole  rig-out  at  Swan  and  Hedgar's ;  pettildts, 
busUe,  and  all  I 
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Pigg*!  eagle-ejre  lights  np,  as  a  hat  is  waved  near  the  windmill  on  the 
mmzgroond. 

"  loader  he  ia  t "  exclainu  James,  grinning  with  delight. 

"  Ycre  J "  inquire*  Mr.  Jorrocka,  all  ^es,  like  Gabriel  Junlu's  taiL 

Fi^X  spurs  his  horse,  and  trots  on  to  the  holloa. 

It  u  the  man,  who  has  been  waiting  in  andoiu  expectation,  and  has 
JQst  shook  the  fox. 

After  staring  about,  Bernard  proceeds  from  a  crawl  to  a  trot,  and  then 
sets  his  head  for  the  vale,  from  which  the  hounds  have  just  come. 

Fi^  news  him  stealing  past  a  plantation  end,  and  lays  his  hounds 
quietly  on ;  they  quickly  take  up  the  scent. 

A  stranger  in  the  land,  the  fox  goes  stoutly  downwind,  with  the  hounds 
too  near  to  give  him  much  chance  for  his  life.  As  if  anxious  for  the 
promotion  of  the  sport,  he  makes  for  the  vale,  and  the  pack  come  swingii^ 
down  the  hill  in  the  view  of  the  field  planted  below.    Fresh  ardour  is 


caught  at  the  sight  I  Those  who  ridiculed  the  cast  are  now  loudest  in  its 
maise.  They  reach  the  bottom,  and  fox  and  hounds  are  in  the  same  field. 
Now  they  view  him  I  How  they  strain!  It's  a  beautiful  sight.  Old 
Priestess  ia  tailed  off,  and  Bummager  falls  into  the  rear.  Ah,  age  I  age  1 
Now  Vauquisher  turns  him,  and  races  with  Dexterous  for  the  seize  1 
Who-hoop  t     Fox  and  hounds  roll  over  together  1 

Now  Pigg  cmshes  through  the  Bullfiuch  at  the  far  end,  followed  by 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  doesn't  even  ask  "What  there's  on  t'other  side?" 
Master  and  man  race  for  the  brush,  but  Pigg  throws  himself  from  his 
horse,  aod  has  the  fox  high  in  air  just  as  the  field  come  up  in  the  opposite 
direction.  What  delight  is  in  every  countenance !  There  is  Pigg  holding 
the  fox  above  his  head,  grinuing  and  gaping,  with  his  cap  on  one  side, 
his  white  neckcloth  ends  flying  out,  ana  a  coat-Isp  torn  to  ribands. 
Mr.  Jorrocks  gets  off  his  horse,  and  throwing  his  hat  in  air,  catches  it 
again,  and  then  kicks  the  crown  out,  while  his  heaving  horse  stretches 
and  shakes  himself  after  his  unwonted  exertion.    Lather  I  lather  I  lota 
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of  lather !  E*en  dribbling  Ben  catchet  the  infection,  and  whoops  and 
holloas  at  the  top  of  hii  voice. 

Up  comei  Ego,  and  Mr.  Jorrocki,  with  brush  in  one  hand  and  crown- 
less  oat  in  the  other,  greets  him  on  one  leg,  waving  the  proud  trophy 
abont,  and  hurntying  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  "  SurraAI  hurrakt  hurrahl 
Allow  me,  Mr.  Fomponina  Hego,"  says  he,  "to  present  yon  with  the 
brush  of  the  werry  gamest  old  thief  o'  the  world  whatever  was  seen. 
Time,  one  hour  and  twenty  minutes,  with  only  one  check — distance,  wot 
jron  please  to  call  it.  Am  sorry  you  wern't  hup  to  see  the  darlin's  nin 
into  the  warmint  I    Did  it  in  style  1 

"Never  were  aich  a  pack  as  mine;  best  'ounds  in  England  I — best 
'oonda  in  Europe ! — best  'ounds  in  Europe,  Hasia,  HaCrica,  or  'Merica  1 " 
So  saying,  Mr.  Jorroclcs,  resnnung  his  equilibrium,  presented  Ego  with 
the  brush,  who  received  it  with  laudable  condetcension. 

*'  Now,  vot  will  you  do  *  "  inquired  Mr.  Jonock* ;  "  eat  your  sand- 
wiches and  find  another  fox,  or  eat  your  sandwiches  and  cut  away  'om(F" 


"Why,  for  my  part,  I  should  like  to  try  again,"  replied  Ego ;  "but  I  fear 
your  horse's  condition  is  hardly  equal  to  another  burst ;  ^ded  to  which, 
there's  a  &ost  in  the  air  that  will  harden  the  ground,  and,  perhaps,  damage 
your  hounds'  feet.     I  think,  perhaps,  we  had  better  leave  welt  aioue." 

"  So  be  it,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks.  "  Here,  then,  you  chap  with  the 
bandy  legs  I  "  callmg  to  a  knock-kneed  lad  on  the  other  side  of  the  ring; 
"Eirtch    me    my  'st-erown,  the  cold  strikes  throogh  my  cocoa-niit." 
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Having  got  it,  Mr.  Jorrocks  stuck  the  crown  in  the  best  way  He  could, 
and,  remounting  Ms  horse,  returned  to  Handley  Cross  in  state,  and  great 
exultation. 

In  the  eyening  he  entertained  Mr.  Ego  to  a  sumptuous  banquet,  the 
particulars  of  which  are  recorded  by  him  in  the  following  chapter. 


CHAPTER  LII. 

A  BAD   CHUKNIKG. 

Afteb  many  prefatory  twangs  of  his  trumpet,  the  following  account 
of  the  visit  at  length  appeared  in  the  '*  Heavy  Triumvirate." 

«  A  DAY  WITH  MR.  JORROCKS'S  HOUNDS : 

BT 

POMPONIUS   EGO. 

"  All  the  world  has  heard  of  the  renowned  John  Jorrocks — ^renowned 
as  a  citizen — renowned  as  a  wit — and  renowned  as  a  sportsman  ;  but  all 
the  world  may  not  know,  until  I  have  the  pleasure  of  proclaiming  it,  that 
I  have  lately  done  Mr.  Jorrocks  the  honour  of  paying  him  a  visit  at 
Handley  Cross  Spa.  But  a  few  words  by  way  of  introduction :  I  first 
became  acquainted  with  Mr.  Jorrocks  at  a  soapey-tailed  pig-hunt  at  Moulsey 
Hurst,  which  I  attended  for  the  purpose  of  furnishing  an  original  article 
on  our  great  national  sports  and  pastimes  for  the  '  Encyclopedia,*  the 
*  Quarterly  Review,'  the  *  Heavy  Triumvirate,*  '  Fraser,*  and  *  Black- 
wood's '  Magazines ;  and  liking  Mr.  Jorrocks's  looks,  I  entered  into  con- 
versation with  him,  without  his  having  the  slightest  idea  who  I  was. 
I  subsequently  met  him  at  our  excellent  friend  Ackermann's,  when,  on  a 
regular  introduction,  he  fully  developed  those  feelings  of  reverential  awe 
that  necessarily  pervade  even  the  most  obtuse  when  suddenly  ushered 
into  the  presence  of  transcendent  genius,  that — means — me.  Of  Mr. 
Jorrocks's  early  life,  habits,  tastes,  pursuits,  &c.,  I  would  gladly  furnish 
the  numerous  and  intelligent  readers  of  the  *  Heavy  Triumvirate  *  with 
some  account,  but  unfortunately  it  does  not  lie  in  my  power  to  accom- 
plish so  desirable  an  object.  Many  of  my  readers  will  doubtless  ask  why 
not  P  I  answer  them,  because  I  do  not  know  any  thing  !  Of  his  pre- 
sent fame,  however,  there  is  no  doubt ;  and  if  he  owes  his  position  in  the 
commercial  world  solely  to  the  efforts  of  his  own  head,  who  will  deny 
that  it  does  him  very  great  credit  ?  An  English  merchant,  in  my  eyes, 
is  one  of  the  most  honourable  and  enviable  of  men.  *Stai  nominis  umbrc^ 
as  the  elegant  Junius  writes,  for  his  name  is  in  a  blaze  of  light.  Though 
some  may  affect  to  decry  the  lustre  of  civic  honour,  such  sentiments 
meet  with  no  response  in  the  breast  of  Ego,  who  knows  what  is  estimable 
in  commerce  as  well  as  in  cover.    But  to  my  point 
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"  One  day,  as  I  was  polisbing^  off,  and  weaving  the  quotations  into  an 
admirable  article  on  the  breed  of  the  unadulterated  '  Ghenuine  Jack-Ass,' 
which  many  of  the  readers  of  the  '  Heavy  Triumvirate '  will  doubtless 
anxiously  look  for,  I  received  an  invitation  from  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  inspect 
the  Handley  Cross  hounds,  of  which  I  need  hardly  inform  my  readers  he 
is  the  master.  Now,  this  offer  was  very  kind,  and  I  will  briefly  explain 
why  it  was  so.  In  the  first  place,  Mr.  Jorrocks,  being  a  master  of  hounds, 
will  naturally  be  supposed  to  have  to  mount  his  own  men,  and  offering 
me  the  loan  of  a  horse  under  such  circumstances,  converted  such  a  favour 
into  a  double  obligation.  But  have  I  no  other  reason  for  expressing 
myself  in  this  manner  ?  Undoubtedly  I  have.  He  accompanied  the 
offer  with  an  invitation  to  stay  with  him.  Could  I  be  so  unwise  as 
to  neglect  such  an  invitation  ?  No ;  for  in  the  language  of  the  classic 
moralist — I  feel 

*  Nemo  mortalium  omnibus  horis  sapit ! ' 

I  regret  that  it  was  not  in  my  power  to  go  to  him  overnight,  or  I  should 
doubtless  have  been  able  to  present  my  numerous  readers  with  many 
excellent  jeu  d'esprits,  or  bon  mots^  from  the  lips  of  this  amiable  man ; 
but  I  hope  the  following  sketch  of  our  day's  sport  will  make  some  atone- 
ment for  the  omission. 

"  The  meet  was  on  Bumpmead  Heath,  a  choice  fixture,  but  though  it 
bas  the  reputation  of  never  failing  to  show  sport,  I  could  discern  on 
mine  host's  countenance,  as  we  rode  along,  an  evident  anxiety  for  the 
result.  His  conversation  at  first  was  strangely  monosyllabic,  and  seeing 
little  probability  of  getting  '  a  rise  '  out  of  him,  I  trotted  on  to  have  a 
little  chat  with  his  huntsman,  a  fellow  of  the  appropriate  name  of  Hogg. 
But  what  an  example  of  a  man  was  he  1  A  great,  lanky,  hungry,  ill- 
conditioned,  raw-boned  Borderer,  speaking  a  language  formed  of  th« 
worst  corruptions  of  Scotch  and  English,  intelligible  only  to  a  master  of 
languages  like  myself — a  man  devoid  of  the  slightest  idea  of  civility  or 
respect,  and  whose  manner  would  have  baffled  any  one  who  was  to  be 
borne  down  by  impudent  assurance.  Thank  God,  however,  such  is  not 
the  case  with  Pomponius  Ego  1 

'  Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 
So  soon  as  that  spare  Cassius.' 

Still  fame  will  work  its  way,  and  even  this  illiterate  loggerhead,  for  I 
question  if  the  fellow  can  write  his  own  name,  knew  and  venerated  the 
name  of  Ego.  May  not  I,  then,  without  incurring  the  charge  of  vanity, 
exclaim  with  the  ancient  philosopher — 

'  Qus9  regio  in  terris  nostri  non  plena  laboris  1  * 

I  think  I  nmy ! 

"  From  the  appearance  of  early  morning  I  feared  we  should  not  have 
been  able  to  hunt  so  keen  was  the  frost  at  the  dawn ;  but  the  genial 
influence  of  an  extremely  powerful  sun  dispelled  all  fears,  and  before  we 
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reached  the  place  of  meeting,  the  country  had  quite  laid  aside  its  coat  of 
white.  I  thought,  what  language  can  elevate  the  channs  of  Nature,  and 
exclaimed,  with  the  Tuscan  poet — 

'  Difficile  est  propria  communia  dioere.' 

Prior  to  throwing  off,  Mr.  Jorrocks  presented  the  principal  members  of 
his  hunt  to  me,  by  all  of  whom  I  was  received  with  marked  respect,  and, 
I  am  sorry  to  add,  that  he  was  also  thrown  off  himself,  by  his  horse 
pitching  him  over  its  head — an  accident  which  I  saw  once  occur  to  my 
friend  Count  Pitchinstem,  at  his  chateau  one  morning,  when  I  was  chat- 
ting, with  the  charming  Countess  on  my  arm.  I  also  remember,  many 
years  ago,  as  my  readers  may  suppose  it  is,  when  I  say  it  was  in  the 
days  of  Mr.  Corbet,  in  Warwickshire,  seeing  Will  Barrow,  his  huntsman 
— and  a  better  never  cheered  hound — get  precisely  a  similar  fall,  at  the 
same  time  of  day,  just  as  he  was  turning  his  horse*s  head  for  the  cover, 
and  strange  to  say,  I  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  acted  just  as  Will  did  on 
that  occasion — he  scrambled  up  as  quick  as  he  could,  and  remounted  his 
horse. 

"  Now,  then,  for  the  sport !  We  quickly  found  our  fox,  and  the  scent 
being  good,  he  soon  saw  it  prudent  to  leave  the  cover  and  try  his  fortune 
in  the  open.  The  hounds  got  well  together,  and  every  thing  seemed 
indicative  of  sport,  when  one  of  those  '  untoward  events,*  to  wliich  all 
countries  are  liable,  occurred,  and  completely  changed  the  aspect  of 
affairs.  The  fox  was  shamefully  headed  by  a  man  at  work,  forced  from 
his  line — one  of  the  best  he  possibly  could  have  selected — and  driven 
upon  ground  all  foiled  with  the  stain  of  sheep  and  cattle.  Seeing 
what  had  occurred,  I  pulled  up  in  perfect  despair,  and  almost  vowed  I 
would  never  come  out  hunting  again.  How  strange  it  is  that  men  will 
hoop  and  holloa  when  they  see  a  fox,  as  though  their  lives  depended  on 
this  exercise  of  their  lungs  !  I  have  often  meditated  a  paper  upon 
holloas,  and  the  events  of  this  day  made  me  more  resolved  to  execute  the 
intention  than  ever.  The  readers  of  this  lively  publication  may  now  look 
for  its  appearance. 

"  All  prospect  of  sport  being  unhappily  annihilated,  I  complacently 
resigned  my  place  of  leader  of  the  front  rank,  and  contented 
myself  with  trotting  quietly  on,  and  observing  the  performances  of  the 
others.  Of  those  who  went  well,  I  may  particularly  mention  a  Cheshire 
gentleman,  of  large  fortune,  by  the  name  of  Bamington,  whose  acquaint- 
ance I  had  the  pleasure  of  making  some  years  since  in  Oxfordshire,  when 
the  late  Sir  Thomas  Mostyn  hunted  the  country  Mr.  Drake  now  has,  and 
I  was  happy  to  see  that  the  fine  hand  and  nerve  he  then  possessed,  had 
matured,  with  experience,  into  the  formation  of  a  good  sportsman. 
Mr.  Bamington  asked  me  to  dine  and  stay  all  night  at  his  house, 
which,  I  was  given  to  understand,  is  the  best  in  Handley  Cross — every 
thing  done  in  the  most  elegant  style,  which  I  so  greatly  admire — and 
kindly  accompanied  the  invitation  with  the  offer  of  a  mount  the  next  day 
the  hounds  went  out ;  but  the  duties  of  preparing  this  article  impera- 
tively recalled  me  to  my  desk,  at  home.  But  did  Mr.  Bamington  do 
nothing  else  for  me  ?    I  answer  yes ;  he  gave  me  some  gingerbread-nuts ! 
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Unexampled  kindness !    He  would  seem  to  haye  sat  for  the  picture  so 
felidtouslj  hit  off  by  the  ancient  bard, — 

'Impiger,  iracundas,  inexorabilis,  acer  ! ' 

"But  I  fancy  I  hear  some  of  your  readers  exclaiming  *  Oetforrard^ 
Ego ;  ffet  forrard ;  or  you  will  be  having  Oxoniensis,*  or  some  of  the 
aaucy  critics  flanking  you.'  I  answer,  I  do  not  care  a  wu  for  Oxoniensis 
or  any  critic  on  the  face  of  the  earth.  I  will,  however,  dismiss  this 
subject  in  a  few  words.  After  a  good  deal  of  cold  and  slow  huntmg,  we 
at  last  worked  up  to  our  fox,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  most  politely  presented 
me  with  the  brush,  in  terms  far  too  flattering  and  eompUmentary  to  admit 
of  my  repeating  it  here.  We  then  returned  home.  Arrived  there,  my 
most  enthusiastic  friend,  who  was  evidently  bent  on  showing  off  to 
advantage,  proceeded  to  introduce  me  to  his  bet  won  hats,  accompanying 
each  castor  with  an  account  of  how  he  got  it.  '  This,'  said  he,  balancing 
a  fine  JoUiffe  punt  on  the  point  of  his  finger,  '  I  won  by  the  Water- Witch 
beating  the  Weazel  from  Wapping  to  Margate.  This,'  said  he,  pro- 
duc&g  a  cream-bowl  shallow,  '  I  won  at  my  great  Maid  of  Honour  matoh 
at  Richmond — eat  eighteen'  maids  of  honour  while  Billy  Buttonhole  was 
tucking  in  ten;'  an  appalling  feat,  my  myriads  of  fair  friends  would 
exclaim,  were  I  not  to  add,  that  said  '  maids'  are  a  species  of  cheese-cake 
made  at  that  beautiful  locslity  on  the  Thames.  Then  a  wooUey  whitey- 
brown  hat  was  the  product  of  prowess  at  the  '  Cope ;'  a  shaved  drah,  the 
fruits  of  his  gun  at  the  Bed  House ;  a  green  wide-awake  was  won  at 
Homsey  Wood,  and  a  horse-hair  drab  felt  at  Jemmy  Shaw's  rat- 
tery,  somewhere  in  Windmill  Street.  Having  got  through  the  history 
of  these,  he  out  with  his  foxes'  brushes,  and  proceeded  to  expatiate  on 
them,  each  brush  furnishing  an  account  of  the  *  finest  run  that  ever  was 
seen !'  At  length  he  talked  himself  out  of  breath,  blew  himself,  in  short ; 
and  as  he  proceeded  to  arrange  the  brushes  becomingly  in  the  hats,  and 
set  them  out  on  the  side-board,  like  racing-cups,  against  dinner,  I 
retired  to  the  privacy  of  my  apartment,  there  to  ruminate  o'er  the  doings 
of  the  day,  and  think  how  best  I  could  famish  an  account  that  would 
delight  my  anxious  readers,  and  maintain  the  lustre  of  a  glorious  name. 

*•  The  Dinner, — ^At  five  o'clock  precisely,  for  no  man  is  more  punctual 
than  Mr.  Jorrocks,  I  found  myself  comfortably  seated  with  my  legs 
tmder  his  mahogany,  in  a  delightful  little  party,  formed  of  my  estimable 
host  and  his  lady,  a  very  Yenus,  and  suggesting,  by  her  complexion,  the 
words  of  the  Poet  of  Love,  '  ut  Jlos,'  &c.  Miss  Belinda  Jorrocks,  their 
niece,  a  most  lovely  and  fascinating  young  creature,  the  Diana  of  private 
life, '  rosy,  with  dew,'  as  Moore  says.  Mr.  James  Stobbs,  a  Yorkshire  gen- 
tleman— ^heir,  I  understand,  to  a  pretty  fortune,  and  who  was  evidemtly 
making  love  to  Miss  Belinda,  and  another  gentleman  of  the  name  of 
Smith,f  or  Smyth,  but  which  it  was,  I  regret  exceedingly  to  say,  I  am 
unable  to  state. 

♦  "  Whipper-in  to  'Bell's  Life.' " 

f  "  Being  always  most  uudous  for  the  accuracy  of  my  statements,  I  have 
written  twice  to  Mr.  Jorrocks,  to  inquire  which  it  was,  but  regret  to  add,  that  up 
to  thifl  time,  the  25th  of  the  month,  I  have  not  yet  received  an  answer.  Should 
it  not  arrive  in  time  for  insertion  in  the  '  Heavy  Triumvirate'  this  month,  my 
readers  may  rely  upon  its  i^pearing  in  the  next  number. — ^P.  E." 
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"  We  bad  an  excellent  repast,  in  the  old  English  style,  of  abundant 
profusion,  which  I  so  greatly  admire — pig  at  the  top,  pig  at  the  bottom, 
and  myself  on  one  side — turkey  to  remove  one  and  a  couple  of  hares 
to  supplant  the  other.  For  side  dishes,  there  were  what  I  never  saw 
before  in  any  country — a  round  of  beef,  cut  in  two,  one  half  placed  on 
each  side  of  the  table ;  on  inquiry,  I  found  it  was  done  to  get  the  real 
juicy  part  of  the  beef,  without  the  salt.  In  addition  to  these,  there  were 
two  pork-pies. 

"  But  my  readers  will  naturally  inquire,  '  Had  you.  Ego,  with  all  this 
eating,  any  thing  like  drinking  in  proportion?'  Oh,  indeed,  I  answer 
yes — Oceans  of  Fori  I  We  drank  *  Fox-hunting*  again,  and  agam,and  again. 
In  short,  whenever  my  inestimable  host  found  himself  at  a  loss  for  a  joke,  a 
toast,  or  a  sentiment,  he  invariably  exclaimed,  '  Come,  Mr.  Ego,  let's 
drink  Fox-'unting  again  1 '  Particulars  I  will  not  enter  into,  but  I  may 
be  allowed  to  speak  of  myself.  I  paid  such  devotion  to  Bacchus,  that 
I  fancied  I  became  the  God  myself  I  Ego's  forehead  fancied  the  vine- 
crown  around  it !  But  he  trusts  he  never,  in  his  moments  of  deepest 
hilarity,  forgot  what  was  due  to  beauty  and  moral  worth  1  Yet,  the  wine 
iu — well  may  we  say  with  the  Augustan  classic — 

'  Cereus  in  vitium  flecti,  monitoribus  asper 
Utilium  tardus  provisor,  prodigus  seris, 
Sublimis,  cupidusque,  et  amata  relinquere  pemix.* 

"  Any  particulars  of  the  establishment  of  so  celebrated  a  gentleman  as 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  will,  I  am  sure,  be  interesting  to  the  innumerable  readers 
of  the  *  Heavy  Triumvirate,'  I  may,  therefore,  mention  the  first  thing 
that  occurred  to  me  on  returning  to  sensibility  on  the  following  morn- 
ing. I  was  lying  tossing  and  tumbling  about  in  a  very  nice  French  bed, 
wilh  white  dimity  furniture,  with  a  splitting  headache  from  my  over-night's 
Anacreonism,  as  Moore  would  elegantly  call  it,  when  a  gentle  tap  at  my 
door  first  drew  my  attention  to  the  fact  that  I  was  not,  as  I  fancied,  in 
the  Calais  packet,  oft'  Dover.  *  Come  in  !  *  at  length  I  cried,  after  the 
knock  had  been  more  than  once  repeated^  and  in  obedience  to  the  order, 
little  Benjamin,  Mr.  Jorrocks's  '  buoy '  of  all  work,  presented  himself  at 
my  bed-side.  His  whole  person  was  enveloped  in  an  old  faded  green 
baize  apron,  but  there  was  no  mistaking  the  rogueish  ginnijied  counten- 
ance that  appeared  above  it,  even  if  he  had  suffered  his  tongue  to  lie 
dormant,  which  was  not  the  case. 

"  *  I  say,  guv'nor  I '  exclaimed  he,  in  the  slangy,  saucy  dialect, 
peculiar  to  the  lower  orders  in  London,  *  I  say,  guv'nor,  Betsy 
complains ! ' 

"  '  Sirrah  1  Eemember  what  the  Latian  said  1  — 

'  Syllaba  looga  brevi  subjecta  vocatur  iambus. 
Pes  cituB.' 

"  *  Hold  your  tongue  !  *  cried  I. 
'*  Benjamin  was  struck  with  the  language. 
**  *  What  business  have  you  hereP' 

**  *  Vot  business  have  I  here  P  I'll  tell  you  vot  business  I  have  here,* 
said  he.      '  The  old  'un  *  (meaning  his  master) '  says,  if  your  coppers 
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are  'ot,  you  may  have  one  of  his  Sizeley  (Seidlitz)  pooders,*  producing  a 
box  as  he  spoke. 

*'  Mr.  Jorrocks,  however,  I  suppose,  gets  Ben  on  such  terms  as  makes 
it  convenient  for  him  to  put  up  with  his  impudence,  as  on  no  other  score 
can  I  reconcile  the  idea  of  his  keeping  such  a  scoundrel.  One  word 
more  relative  to  Mr.  Jorrocks,  and,  for  the  present,  I  take  leave  of  my  most 
respected  friend,  of  whom  none  but  himself  can  be  his  parallel.  It  may 
not,  perhaps,  be  generally  known,  that  prior  to  Mr.  Jorrocks  becoming 
master  of  the  Handley  Cross  Fox  Hounds,  his  amiable  lady  and  he  did 
not  live  upon  the  most  amicable  terms,  and  frequent  feuds  disturbed  the 
serenity  of  Great  Coram  Street.  Since  he  got  them,  all  goes  on  smoothly 
and  well.  Mrs.  Jorrocks  identifies  herself  with  the  sports  of  her  husband, 
and  not  unfrequently  graces  the  field  in  a  fly.  Is  not  this  a  compliment 
to  hunting ;  and  may  not  I,  the  chosen,  the  only  real  historian  of  the 
chase,  take  some  little  credit  to  myself  for  the  accomplishment  of  so 
desirable  an  object  ? 

"  I  think  I  may ! 

"PoMPONius  Ego!" 

When  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  had  anticipated  all  sorts  of  flattering  enco- 
miums and  agreeable  comparisons — that  would  place  him  in  the  front 
rank  of  sportsmen,  and  astonish  the  chaps  in  the  city — ^read  the  foregoing, 
he  was  half  frantic  with  rage,  and  kept  dashing  the  Heavy  Triumvirate 
about  the  room,  until  he  knocked  all  the  number  to  pieces.  He  then 
deliberately  kicked  it  together,  and,  taking  the  tongs,  burnt  it  before  a 
slow  fire  under  a  heavy  discharge  of  depreciatory  anathemas  and  declara- 
tions that  it  was  as  much  out  of  date  as  an  old  six  inside  coach. 

The  following  is  his  entry  in  his  Journal  respecting  the  account,  to  hear 
which  he  had  summoned  a  select  party  to  dinner : — 

'*  Eead  Pomponius  Hego's  account  of  me,  my  missus,  my  miss,  my 
'ats,  my  pork  pyes,  and  my  'ounds.  Never  was  such  nonsense.  This 
sort  of  boiling  won't  answer.  Always  one  word  for  his  host  and  two  for 
himself.  All  nonsense  payin'  chaps  for  butterin'  one  when  one  can  do  it 
so  much  better  oneself.  Will  take  a  leaf  out  o'  the  Blackmore  Wale 
chap's  books  another  time.  Spoiled  the  best  dinner  that  ever  was 
cooked — turtle  soup  and  turbot — haunch  o'  doe  wenison  and  Stilton — 
couldn't  eat  a  bit,'^ 

And  there  leaving  him  to  recover,  we  will  take  another  peep  at  his 
huntsman. 
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CHAPTER  Lin. 

THE  PIOG  TESTIMONIAL. 

'*  Yis : — Besolyed  that  James  Pigg  is  evidently  desarrin'  of  a  testl- 
monial — is  evidently  desarvin'  of  a  testimonial, — yis — ^is  evidently  de- 
sarvin'  of  a  testimonial."  Such  were  the  words  that  escaped  the 
lanthom  jaws  of  friend  James  at  the  end  of  a  long  carouse  at  the 
sign  of  the  Salmon  in  Handley  Cross  (beds  1«.»  breakfasts  1«.  6^., 
dinners  with  ale  2«.  Qd.),  where  a  sporting  or  perhaps  gambling  con- 
versation had  gradually  turned  into  an  enquiry  as  to  the  best  means  of 
raising  the  wind.  Owen  Sherry,  the  landlord,  suggested  one  thing; 
Boltem,  the  billiard-table  keeper,  suggested  another;  Tom  Taws,  the  school- 
master a  third ; — ^but  at  length  it  was  unanimously  agreed  that  there  was 
nothing  like  a  testimonial.  It  required  no  capital ;  fourpence  for  books, 
a  penny  for  pens,  and  a  like  sum  for  ink,  would  cover  the  expenses  of 
any  amount  they  could  gather.  It  only  wanted  a  popular  character  to 
testimonialise,  and  where  would  they  get  such  a  man  as  Mr.  Pigg? 
They  would  give  it  a  start,  so  Duncan  Nevin  being,  as  the  most  respect- 
able man,  voted  into  the  chair,  it  was  moved  and  seconded — "That 
James  Pigg  was  eminently  deserving  of  a  testimonial,  and  that  a  com- 
mittee, consisting  of  the  present  party,  with  power  to  add  to  their  number, 
be  appointed  to  carry  the  same  into  effect." 

And,  after  a  glorious  evening,  James  went  hiccuping  home,  bumping 
against  pillar  and  post,  vociferating — "  Eesolved !  resolved  that  James 
Pigg  is  evidently  desarvin'  of  a  testimonial ! — ^yis — emdenily  desarvin'  of 
a  testimonial ! "  adding,  as  he  nearly  came  over  on  his  nose,  "had  up 
'ard  boy,  or  ye'Il  be  brikin'  your  knees.  Sink !  they  dinna  mak*  their 
streets  hafe  wide  enough,"  continued  he,  taking  his  bearings  for  another 
lamp  post.  Then,  as  he  reached  the  top  of  Hill-street,  he  steadied 
himself  awhile,  and  after  shouting  at  the  top  'of  his  voice,  **  JFhativer  ye 
de  keep  the  tambourine  a  rouUn  I "  he  gave  such  a  series  of  shrieks  and 
view  holloas,  as  brought  a  night-capped  head  to  almost  every  window  in 
the  street. 

"  What's  the  matter ! "  demanded  one. 

"  Police  !  "  roared  another. 

"  Thieves !  fire !  murder !  "  screeched  a  score. 

"  Sink  ye  1  brandy  and  baccy  'ill  gar  a  man  live  for  iver  !  "  hiccupped 
Pigg  again  ;  whereupon  a  fresh  volley  of  yells  arose,  which  Pigg  seasoned 
with  view  holloas,  who-hoops,  and  other  hunting  noises. 

At  length  heads  gradually  withdrew,  windows  closed,  and  lights  dis- 
appeared, and  Pigg  went  lurching  down  the  street,  singing,  "  Sommer*a 
comin'  on,  and  ar  shall  roul  i*  riches,  and  ar  will  buy  mar  fancy  man  a 
pair  o'  leather  breeches." 

When  Porker,  the  policeman  (No.  9),  was  making  his  round  some  half- 
hour  after,  he  stumbled  over  Pigg,  lying  in  the  gutter  in  Duke-street, 
muttering,  as  the  dirty  water  trickled  under  his  nose,  "  Not  another  drop. 
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I  thank  ye.  No,  not  another  drop.'*  Porker  then  got  a  shutter,  and, 
aided  by  a  comrade,  shot  Mr.  Pigg  down  in  Mr.  Jorrocks's  back  kitchen. 

The  next  number  of  the  '*  Paul  Pry  "  newspaper  contained  a  neatly- 
worded  paragraph,  stating  that  their  numerous  readers  would  be  glad  to 
see  by  an  advertisement  in  their  first  page  that  a  subscription  had  been 
set  on  foot  by  certain  influential  parties,  for  the  purpose  of  presenting 
Mr.  Jorrocks's  excellent  Highland  huntsman  with  a  becoming  testimonial, 
which  would  afford  all  well-wishers  of  their  unrivalled  Spa,  who  did  not 
partake  of  the  exhilirating  pastime  of  the  chase,  an  opportunity  of  testi- 
fying their  admiration  of  a  man  who  contributed  so  much  to  the 
prosperity  of  the  place;  while  the  great  "we"  said  he  was  sure  all 
sportsmen  would  eagerly  rush  to  do  honour  to  one  whose  keenness  was 
only  equalled  by  his  success. 

The  paragraph,  which  of  course  was  paid  for,  concluded  by  saying,  that 
in  addition  to  Mr.  Pigg's  eminent  qualifications  as  a  huntsman,  he  had 
a  claim  upon  their  sympathies,  as  a  gentleman  of  ancient  lineage,  and  the 
diief  of  his  clan,  who  had  been  unjustly  defrauded  of  his  rightful  in- 
heritance, which  was  very  considerable. 

The  following  is  a  copy  of  the  advertisement  referred  to,  which  occupied 
a  conspicuous  place  in  the  paper,  along  with  Holloway's  Pills,  Dredge's 
Heal-All,  Ck>ckle's  Antibilious,  and  similar  stock  announcements : — 

"  PROPOSED    TESTIMONIAL   TO    MR.  JAMES    PIGG,    HUNTSMAN    TO    THE 
HANDLEY  CROSS  (MR.  JORROCKS's)  FOX-HOUNDS. 

"  Many  of  the  sportsmen  in  the  habit  of  hunting  with  this  well-known 
and  highly  efficient  pack  having  expressed  a  desire  to  present  Mr.  Pigg, 
their  able  huntsman,  with  a  testimonial  of  respect,  as  well  for  his  civility 
in  the  field  as  his  general  private  worth,  the  following  gentlemen  have 
consented  to  act  as  a  committee  to  receive  subscriptions  to  effect  that 
object,  and  they  earnestly  request  the  co-operation  of  all  true  lovers 
of  the  noble  sport. 

"  Duncan  Nevin, 
Owen  Sherry, 
Alfred  Boltem, 
Simon  Hookem, 
Judas  Turnbull, 
Michael  Grasper, 
Thomas  Taws, 
James  Blash, 
John  de  Pledge." 

The  committee  having  agreed  to  sup  together  twice  a  week  out  of  the 
proceeds  of  the  subscription,  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  add  to  their 
number,  and  went  to  work  vigorously,  aided  by  the  chieftain,  who  did 
not  consider  i1^  derogatory  to  his  dignity  to  canvass  for  subscriptions ; 
on  the  contrary,  he  went  about  urging  people  to  "  beave  'andsome," 
intimating  to  some  that  he  would  **  ride  o'er  them,"  or  "jump  a  top  on 
'em  "  the  first  time  he  caught  them  down,  if  they  didn't. 

Of  course  they  went  to  our  master  first,  who  did  not  take  the  sanguine 
view  the  gentlemen  anticipated.     Indeed,  he  threw  cold  water  upon  it 
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altogether,  and  gave  the  deputation  a  good  lecture  on  the  "  wice  *'  of 
insobriety,  Avhich  he  assured,  them  was  the  root  of  all  evil, — adding  that 
he  had  seen  drinkin'  tried  in  warious  lines  of  life,  but  had  never  seen 
it  answer  in  any,  and  hintedthat  he  thought  his  Figg  would  be  quite  as 
well  without  the  "  'quaintance  o'  certain  gen'lmen  in  'Andley  Cross," 
looking  significantly  at  Blash  and  Be  Pledge  as  he  spoke.  Finding  there 
was  nothing  to  be  got  out  of  Mr.  Jorrocks  in  the  way  of  cash,  they  pro- 
ceeded to  coax  him  into  being  a  decoy,  by  representing  how  injurious  it 
would  be  to  Figg  if  his  master  didn*t  appear  to  sanction  the  proceeding  ; 
and  ultimately  Mr.  Jorrocks  put  his  name  down  for  a  guinea,  our  master 
paying  the  slulling,  and  making  them  mark  him  down  "  then  and  there," 
as  he  said,  as  having  paid  the  whole. 

They  then  went  to  Captain  Doleful,  who,  appalled  at  the  amount 
Mr.  Jorr6ck8  had  given,  would  fain  have  backed  out  of  it  altogether,^  on 
the  plea  cf'not  being  a  fox-hunter ;  but  the  committee  urg^ig  the  aanpie 
argumenta  upon  him  that  they  had  upon  Mr.  Jorrocks,  he  at  length 
consented  to  write  himself  down  for  a  sovereign,  on  the  assurance  ihatit 
would  "  never  be  called  for,"  a  delusion  in  which  he  indulged  a|itil  a 
county^ourt  summons  enlightened  him  on  the  subject. 

Testimonials,  though  nominally  voluntary,  being  in  reality  almost  ot)im- 
pulsory — a  non-subscriber  being  looked  upon,  if  not  in  the  light*  ol  an 
enemy,  at  all  events  not  in  that  of  a  friend — ^money  came  flowing  in  bom 
all  quarters,'  especially  from  the  townspeople,  who  did  not  like  to  be 
dunned  face  and  face,  taunted  with  being  "  shabby  fellows,**  and  **no 
gentlemen,"  as  Figg  taunted  them. 

The  country  people  were  more  difficult  to  move,  and  treated  their 
circulars  very  small ;  some  putting  them  in  the  fire,  others  lighting  their 
cigars  with  them ;  and  our  active  committee  were  obliged  to  issue  .a  ^tqpnd 
circular,  drawing  attention  to  the  fact  of  their  not  having  been'iTairOlEnred 
with  an  answer  to  the  first,  saying  "  what  the  party  intended  to  give," 
an  ingenious  device  well  worth  the  attention  of  the  promoters  of  these 
nuisances. 

They  also  inserted  the  following  advertisement  in  the  Handley  Cross 
"  Faul  Fry  :"— 

"  TESTIMONIAL  TO  MR.  PIGG. 

"  At  a  highly  respectable  and  influential  adjourned  meeting  of  the 
friends  of  Mr.  Figg,  held  at  Mr.  Owen  Sherry's,  the  sign  of  the  Salmon, 
in  Handley  Cross,  It  was  resolved, — That  the  list  be  kept  open  for 
a  fortnight,  to  enable  the  outlying  members  of  the  hunt  and  others, 
to  assist  in  honouring  a  gentleman  who  deserves  so  well  at  their  hands, 
for  his  cheery  affability  and  unremitting  exertions  in  the  nolile  cause  of 
fox-hunting." 

And  so,  leaving  the  testimonial  to  the  benefit  of  its  fortnight's  grace, 
we  will  return  to  our  notices  of  the  pack. 
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CHAPTER  LIV. 

THE   WANING   SEASON. 

The  sumd  was  wearing  out  apace. 

An  unosually  dry  spring  bronght  the  country  forward,  and  Ht  the 
farmers  to  their  fences  and  their  fields.  Ploughs  and  harrows  were  going, 
iprain  was  scattering,  and  Beynard  was  telegraphed  wherever  he  went. 

"  You  hain't  a  comiu'  thia  way  again,  I  s'pose,"  observed  each  bedger, 
a*  he  drove  his  stakes  into  the  ground  to,  stop  up  the  gaps. 

The  hazel-drops  began  to  hang  from  the  bushes,  the  larch  aasumed  a 
greenish  tint,  and  the  groves  echoed  to  the  sound  of  minstrelsy.  ,  The 
wood  pigeons  had  long  been  exhorting  Davy  to  take  two  cows,  when  he 
was  about  it — 

"  Taka  two  com  Davy, 
Take  two  eoos," 
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as  some  ingenious  gentleman  has  interpreted  their  mild  melody.  The 
rooks,  indeed  all  the  birds  were  busy — ^primroses  opened  their  yellow 
leaves,  and  the  wood  anemone  shot  into  life  and  wild  luxuriance.  The 
broom  was  parched  and  the  gorse  sun-burnt. 

After  many  days  of  declining  sport,  including  two  or  three  after  the  old 
costomcgr,  the  following  ominous  paragraph  at  length  appeared  in  the 
"  Paul  Pry,"  under  the  head  of 

"  Hunting  Intelligence.* 

"  Mr.  Jorrocks's  hounds  will  meet  at  Furzy  Lvwn  Turnpike,  on 
Wednesday,  at  nine  o'clock  precisely."  Significant  BOtice !  Another 
"last  day"  about  to  be  added  to  the  long  list  of  "last  days"  that  had 
gone  belore.  The  old  stagers  sighed  as  they  read  it.  It  recalled  mai^ 
such  Btftioet  lead  in  company  with  those  they  woold  never  see  again. 
The  young  ones  said  it  was  •  **  pity,"  but  consoled  tiiemselves  with  tlie 
thoughts  of  a  summer  in  LaaiHi»  %  yachting  or  a  ifisbiBg  season.  The 
would-be  sportsmen  who  Ml  kK/m  putting  off  huting  jIR  Hie  winter 
began  to  think  seriously  of  tdkuif  Ift  it  next,  and  (to  mSat  Jorrai^^eBGMnts 
for  November. 

The  morning  of  the  Iteit  diifmm  aigrtyi^^Hit  propdtkms.  llie«nn 
shone  clear  and  bright,  whOe  %  fMttkn  mtoA  wind  starved  the  shehflred 
side  of  the  &oe-— Jmrm!*  «0ifts  ^tavsA,  tthe  lM>ands  looked  listless  and  iU, 
and  men's  teots  MmuA  4mA  instttiA  «!  and^arks.  Fitful  gusts  of 
wind  hoflMttetkiit  sten  die  road^  «rwMl  it  in  eddying  volleys  on  hiUs 


and  expiNl|iHas.  ItMt  JtesHAiiikt"*  livn^tinfr ;  the  fallows  were  dry 


and  panlN<lliil«ds«ntthstmMMlMS»i(4i^  thought  they  had  better 
retire,  and  ill  mSnire  yearxied  for  iiim    imi  wowd  bea  r&d  iblciiim. 

Still  there  was  a  goodish  muster  t(f|niiks,  and  the  ateet  Wnig  on  the 
road,  sundry  flys  and  other  sptftting  equipages  costvibirled  their  quota  of 
dust.  Great  was  the  moaning  «&d  lamemtfltiofn  that  €he  season  was  over. 
Men  didn't  know  what  they  should  do  wttlh  themselves  all  the  summer. 
What  wild  resolutions  they  might  have  pledged  themselves  to  is  uncertain, 
for  just  as  the  drawing  up  of  vehicles,  the  cuttings  in  and  out  of  horsemen, 
the  raising  of  hats,  the  kissing  of  hands,  and  the  volleys  of  dust,  were  at 
their  height,  Walter  Fleeceall's  ominous  visage  appearing  on  one  side  of 
the  gate,  and  Duncan  Nevin's  on  the  other,  caused  such  a  sensation,  that 
(to  avoid  the  dust)  many  of  the  gentlemen  got  into  the  fields,  and  never 
came  near  the  gate  again.  Added  to  this  a  great  black  cart  stallion,  with 
his  tail  full  of  red  tape,  whinnied  and  kicked  up  such  a  row,  that  people 
could  hardly  hear  themselves  speak. 

At  nine  o'clock,  half  blinded,  half  baked,  and  quite  bothered,  Mr. 
Jorrocks  gave  the  signal  for  leaving  the  meet.  It  was  a  wildish  sort  of 
try,  and  every  farmer  having  recently  seen  a  fox  at  some  distance  from  his 
own  farm,  James  Pigg  just  run  the  hounds  through  tunrip-fields,  along 
dike-backs  as  he  called  the  hedge-rows,  and  through  any  little  spinneys 
that  came  in  his  way,  till  he  got  them  to  Bleberry  Gorse.  What  a 
change  had  come  over  the  hounds  since  last  they  were  there !  Instead  of 
the  eager  dash  in,  they  trotted  up  to  it,  and  not  above  half  the  hoxmds 
could  be  persuaded  to  enter. 
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**Eleuitt,  marttmme  hitmiei  !  "  holloaed  James  Pigg,  standing  erect 
in  bit  stirvups,  and  waving  his  cap ;  but  ike  ^'  oanme  kinniee  "  didn't 
aeem  to  ^sare  «Hbut  it,  and  stood  loelciiig  iikn  in  the  liMe,  as  nrach  as  #s 
say  80.  *'  Hoic  in  there,  Priestess  I  Hoic  in  1  '*  continued  he,  trotting 
round  the  cover,  and  holding  them  at  the  weak  places,  in  hopes  of 
striking  a  scent  "Ne  fox  here,"  said  Pigg  to  hunself,  watching  the 
waving  of  the  gorse  «s  the  hounds  worked  kauraly  throiigh  it.  ''Ife 
great  odds,  either, "<K)ntinued  he ;  '*  eould  mak  aout  on  him  if  there  was." 

"  Where  will  you  go  to  next,  James  ?  "  inquived  Mr.  Jorrocks,  coiaan^ 
Bp,  horn  in  hand,  preparing  to  call  his  hounds  out  of  corer* 

*<  A I  ar  dinna  ken,  ar's  sure,'*  replied  Pigg ;  "  mak's  little  odds  «r 
think— might  as  well  hunt  o'er  a  pit4iei^,  as  i'  sedc  a  ooafltry  as  lias," 
looking  at  the  baked  fallows  round  about. 

**  Well,  never  mind,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  '*4his  is  our  last  day,  and 
high  time  it  was ;  but  we  mustn^  kt  it  be  bknk,  if  we  can  'elp  it-^so 
left's  try  Sywell  plantation — the  grass  at  aU  ewents  will  cany  a  scent,  and 
I  ikould  like  to  hear  the  Jenny  Linds  again  afore  we  shut  up,  if  it  was 
only  for  ^ve  minutes." 

Out  went  the  horns — Mr.  Jorrodcs  determined  to  have '  a  blow,  if  he 
could  have  nothing  else,  and  the  hounds  came  straggling  out  of  cover, 
some  lying  down  at  his  horses'  heels,  olhers  staring  listlessly  about. 

"Never  saw  such  a  slack  pack  in  my  lifb,"  exdauned  Captain 
Shortflat,  eyeing  them  as  he  spoke :  "  I  wonder  what'Scrtttirt;or  would  say 
if  he  saw  them  1  Never  saw  such  a  listless  lot  of  animals— glad  I've  not 
wasted  my  season  by  hunting  with  them." 

Captain  Shortflat's  opinion  was  caught  by  Master  Weekly  (at  home  iat 
the  measles),  who  immediately  sported  it  as  his  own  to  his  school-fellow. 
Master  Walker  (at  home  for  the  hooping-cough);  and  it  at  length 
coming  to  Mr.  Bateman's  ears,  he  immediatoly  Attributes  their  slackness 
to  the  fact  of  their  being  fed  on  meal  before  hunting,  which  of  course  he 
considered  was  done  to  save  flesh,  and  thereupon  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  voted 
an  uncommon  great  screw.  Meanwhile  our  master,  unoonscious  of  th(e 
verdict,  goes  on  at  a  very  easy  pace,  feeling  that  a  hot  sun  and  a  red 
coat  are  incompatible. 

Sywell  plantations  are  blank,  Layton  ^inney  ditto ;  then  they  take 
a  three-miles'  saunter  to  Simonswood,  where  they  find  a  hare,  and  at  two 
o'clock  Mr.  Jorrocks  announces  that  he  will  draw  Warrington  Sanks, 
which  is  the  last  cover  in  his  draw,  and  then  give  in*  Some  sportsmen 
go  home,  others  go  on,  among  the  number  Captain  Shortiat,  who  medi* 
tates  an  article  in  "  Bell's  life  "  on  "  Slackness  in  general,  and  Handley 
Cross  slackness  in  particular." 

The  sun  is  very  powerful,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  gives  his  hounds  a  lap  at 
a  stream  before  putting  them  into  cover.  Warrington  Banks  are  irregu- 
larly fringed  with  copse  wood,  intermixed  with  broom  and  blackthorn : 
lying  warm  to  the  sun,  the  grass  grows  early,  and  Old  Priestess  and 
Rummager  feather  across  a  glade  almost  immediately  on  entering. 
Presently  there  is  a  challenge — another — then  a  third,  and  the  chorus 
swells.     Mr.  Jorrocks  listens  with  delight,  for  though  a  kill  is  hopeless, 

still  a  find  is  fine — Captain  Shortflat  turns  pale. 

oc2 
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The  hounds  work  on,  bristling  into  the  thick  of  the  cover.  Now  thej 
push  through  an  almost  impenetrable  thicket,  and  cross  a  ride  beyond. 
The  chorus  increases,  but  the  hounds  move  not.     '^  WTuhhoop  !  W§ 

a  kair 

Now  Figg  jumps  off  his  horse,  and  leaving  him  to  chance,  bounds  over 
head  among  the  underwood.  His  cap-top  is  just  visible  as  he  scrambles 
about  in  search  of  the  place.  "  To  the  right  I "  exclaims  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
seeing  him  blindly  pushing  the  wrong  way — "  make  for  the  big  hash  a 
top  of  the  crag  and  you*ll  have  *em." 

On  Pigg  goes,  swimming,  as  it  were,  through  the  lofty  gorse  ated 
brushwood,  and  his  well-known  who-hoop  I  sounds  from  the  bottom  of 
the  crag. 

*'  Bravo !  *'  exclaims  Mr.  Jorrocks,  chucking  his  hat  in  the  air.  (He 
could  not  afford  to  kick  out  the  crown.) 

"  Delightful !  '*  lisps  Captain  Shortflat,  wringing  Mr.  Jorrocks'  hand. 

"A  glorious  finish !  '*  rejoined  Mr.  Jorrocks,  pocketing  his  wig. 

**  Charming,  indeed  1 "  exclaims  Captain  Shortfiat,  resolving  to  call  it 
twenty  minutes. 

"  Catch  Pigg's  horse !  "  cries  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  a  boy,  the  animal  haring 
taken  advantage  of  the  commotion  to  make  his  way  to  the  well. 

'  After  a  longish  pause,  during  which  there  appeared  to  be  a  considerable 
scuffle  going  on,  Pigg's  voice  is  at  length  heard  calling  his  hounds  out  of 
cover ;  and  as  his  head  pops  above  the  bushes,  Mr.  Jorrocks  exclaims, 
«  Is't  a  dog,  Pigg  1" 

•*  Yeas,"  replies  James, — "  a  banger  tee." 

"  Capital,  indeed !  "  lisps  Captain  Shortflat ;  "  I'll  take  a  pad,  if  y6ii 
please." 

"  There  arn't  none  1 "  exclaims  James  Pigg,  appearing  with  his  purple- 
tailed  coat  torn  in  three  places,  and  several  of  the  hounds  bleeding  about 
the  mouth.  "  Hounds  were  sae  desp'rate  savish,  thought  they'd  f^at 
me ; "  adding,  with  a  wink,  in  an  undertone  to  his  master,  "  It*9  nobkui 
A  hedgehog^  and  ar^»  getiin'  him  i*  my  pocket  I  " 

Captain  Shortflat,  however,  is  so  delighted  with  the  kill  and  with  his 
•4>wn  keenness  in  having  stayed,  that  he  forthwith  lugs  out  five  shillings 
for  James  Pigg,  declaring  it  was  perfectly  marvellous  that  hounds  should 
be  able  to  run  on  such  a  day — let  alone  kill ;  that  he  never  saw  a  pack 
i^ehave  better  in  his  life — " Uncommon  keen,  to  be  sure  1 "  repeated  he; 
**  declare  the  tips  of  their  tails  are  red  with  blood." 

The  last  day  closes — Mr.  Jorrocks  lingers  on  the  ride,  eyeing  his  hounds 
coming  to  the  horn,  till  at  last  all  are  there,,  and  he  has  no  other  excuse 
for  staying ;  with  a  pensive  air  he  then  turns  his  horse's  head  for  Handl^ 
Cross. 
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CHAPTEE  LV. 

PRESENTATION  OP  THE  PIGG  TESTItfONIAt. 

The  Pigg  testimonial  became  the  fashion  at  Handley  Cross.  Every 
subscriber,  no  matter  how  little  he  had  giTen^  wanted  to  control  the  total 
expenditure.  One  thought  a  silver  salver  with  a  suitable  inscription 
would  be  the  thing,  another  thought  a  highly-mounted  silver  horn,  a 
third  a  silver  cup  with  the  Pigg  arms  emblazoned  thereon,. a  fourtli 
suggested  a  portrait  of  Pigg  by  an  eminent  local  artist,  while  a  fifth 
inquired  if  there  was  a  Mistress  Pigg,  in  order  that  they  might  present 
her  with  a  bracelet,  an  armlet,  or  some  such  suitable  tribute.  The  trading 
subscribers  were  anxious  to  turn  the  tide  of  benevolence  into  their  own 
peculiar  lines.  Selvage,  the  tailor,  thought  it  was  of  no  use  sharing  tlie 
subscription  with  Frostwork,  the  silversmith,  who  would  charge  them 
nobody  knew  what  for  pattern,  and  fashion,  and  fiddle-stick  ;  while  a  good 
suit  of  clothes — say  a  blue  coat  with  bright  buttons,  a  Berlin  vest,  with  a 
pair  of  Oxford  diagonal  rib  trousers  with  black  stripes  down  the  sides — 
would  be  a  far  more  useful  and  sensible  present  than  a  cartload  of  plate 
to  a  man  without  a  sideboard.  Bunion,  the  bootmaker,  thought  a  pair  of 
new  tops,  or  a  pair  of  tops  and  a  pair  of  Wellingtons,  would  be  more  in 
character  for  a  huntsman ;  while  De  Pledge,  the  pawnbroker,  who  had  a 
very  elegant  ormolu  eight-light  candelabrum  up  the  spout,  wanted  to 
make  the  payment  of  his  half-crown  contingent  on  their  taking  it.  Then 
Frostwork,  on  his  part,  insisted  that  the  correct  testimonial  to  a  huntsman 
was  a  coffee  and  tea-pot,  sugar  basin,  and  cream-ewer,  with  some  sporting 
emblematical  device  engraved  thereon,  and  spoke  of  a  very  nice  set  lie 
could  let  the  committee  have  very  reasonable,  and  which  was  fit  to  grace 
the  table  of  the  first  nobleman  in  the  land. 

Unfortunately,  however,  for  all  their  schemes  and  calculations,  the 
money  melted  almost  as  fast  as  it  was  collected. 

The  two  suppers  a  week  ran  away  with  nearly  all  that  the  active  com- 
mittee didn't  run  away  with  themselves,  the  usual  allowance  of  twenty  per 
cent,  for  non-paying  subscribers  being  taken  into  account. 

This  was  rather  an  awkward  circumstance,  no  testimonial  being  perfect 
without  a  presentation ;  and  Handley  Cross  of  all  pUoes  being  the  last 
that  could  afford  to  dispense  with  any  excitement-givmg  proceeding. 

As  usual,  those  who  had  given  the  least  made  the  most  noise,  and  it 
very  soon  became  evident  that  nothing  but  a  public  presentation  would 
satisfy  the  expectations  of  the  place.  Th^  "Paul  Pry"  had  inad- 
vertently magnified  our  huntsman  into  a  hero,  and  as  it  was  rumoured  that 
he  was  likely  to  recover  the  money  his  •'  fore  elder  John  "  had  deprived 
him  of,  he  began  to  be  looked  upon,  by  the  fair  sex  in  particular,  as  a 
gentleman  in  disguise.  Some  even  hinted  that  he  was  the  rightful  owner 
of  Balmoral.  The  more  the  thing  was  talked  about,  the  more  impossible 
it  became  to  avoid  letting  people  see  to  the  application  of  their  money; 
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and  at  length  it  was  settled  that  the  testimonial,  which  the  committee 
insisted  on  selecting  themselves,  should  be  presented  at  a  half-crown  six 
o'clock  meal,  which  would  serve  the  aristocracy  for  a  dinner,  and  the 
democracy  for  a  supper. 

IT  Mr.  De  Pledge,  the  pawnUroker,  who  had  the  care  of  a  very  extensive 
assortment  of  first-rate  jewellery,  agreed  to  job  a  handsome  gold  watch  with 
a  Watherston  and  Brogden  chun,  provided  he  viere  allowed  to  strip  Pigg 
of  the  same  when  the  party  broke  up ;  and  these  preliminaries  being 
arranged,  they  began  to  look  abou;t  for  a  chairman.  This  was  rather  a 
difficult  point,  it  rec[uiring  a  gentleman,  wiiile  the  "  Salmon,*'  though 
extremely  cooaibrtabley  vas  ouiy,  as  its  tariff  shows,  a  second  or  third-rate 
house.  Many,  gentlemeii  weee  named,  but  there  were  objections  raised  to 
thfm  all.  Oiie  eouldn't  sptak,  another  couldn't  drink ;  a  tliird,  Pigg  or 
4ome  of  thsm.  had  insulted ;  while  a  fourth  was  so  entirely  a  townsman, 
that  he  would  be  sure  to  keep  the  coui^  people  awey.  At  last  they  hit 
upon  Puppy  Cackler^  as  he  wais  improperly  called,  a  sort  of  social  bat, 
ho¥ering  between  town  and  country.  The  country  people  wouldn't  have 
him,  and  he  wouldn't  have  the  townspeople,  so  between  the  two  he  was 
badly  off  for  society.  Before  Handley  Cross  became  what  it  is,  his  place. 
Vernal  Court,  was  in  tiie  oountry,  and  he  had  no  notion  of  losing  eatU 
because  the  town  had  chosen  to  build  up  to  it. 

At  first  he  demurred  to  taking  the  chair,  because,  though  the  hunt 
might  be  considered  a  country  thing,  yet  the  testimonial  was  a  town  one. 

However,  his  great  natural  love  of  a  let-off  prevailed,  and  he  consented 
to  preside,  first  intbrming  himself  as  accurately  as  he  could,  fiur  he  was  no 
sportsman,  of  Mr.  Pig^'s  habita  and  antecedents. 

The  walls  of  Handley  Cross  then  became  alive  with  red-lettttsd  bills, 
announcing  that 

HORATIO  CACKLEK,  ESQUIRE, 

or  VERNAL  COURT, 

would  present  the 

PIGG  TESTIMONIAL 
at  the 

SALMON  HOTEL, 

at  six  o'clock  on  Thursday  evening,  and  forthwith  the  dandified  Horatio 
began  to  comb  out  his  words,  and  string  together  his  sentences  in  his 
usual  inflated  much-ado-about-nothing  style. 

The  committee  had  then  to  bestir  themselves  to  prepare  Pigg  both 
outwardly  and  inwardly  for  the  occasion-^ outwardly  in  the  way  of  clothes, 
and  inwardly  in  the  way  of  a  speech  expressive  of  his  gratitude.  As  they 
thought  to  catch  a  few  more  subscribers  by  making  out  that  there  was 
still  a  slight  deficiency  in  the  price  of  the  Watherston  and  Brogden 
chain,  it  was  at  first  proposed  to  dress  Pigg  up  as  a  Highlander ;  but  our 
^end  rebelled  and  libelled  the  costume  in  terms  not  fit  to  be  reproduced. 
His  own  wardrobe,  consisting  of  the  clothes  in  which  Mr.  Jorrocks  hired 
him  {vide  p.  1 4 8),  being  clearly  inapplicable,  his  hunting  ones  were  then 
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caBTSssed;  but  coBsidenn^  that  he  wm  to  appear  in  tbe  dunctar  or  m 
ont-of-tuck  geutleroan,  it  ww  determined  to  dntir  on  Do  Hedge*!  ample 
atorea  for  a  beconnng  suit. 

The  ^)eech  was  the  moat  difficult  thing  to  manage,  for  though  Tbira^ 
the  Bchoolmaater,  wrote  him  ont  senral  moat  ap^opiiate  onea,  Pigg  could 
narer  be  induced  to  get  one  bj  heart,  relying,  hke  maiijr  untried  oratora, 
on  the  oocaaion  anppljing  the  needfuh 

Whenever  Tbwb  came  to  get  him  to  recite,  he  waa  slwajra  too  bn^  to 
attend  to  him. 


On  tbe  appointed  day,  Batuiy  having  borrowed  one  of  SIFr.  Jorrodu's 
best  frilled  Bhirti,  and  Ur.  Bamington'a  washerwoman  having  supplied 
him  with  one  of  that  gentleman's  orthodox  collars,  Pi^  was  seen  tonuog 
out  of  Be  Pledge's  side-dooi  in  an  uncommon  "  get  up."  BUsh,  the 
barber,  had  oat  and  curled  him,  at  least  what  there  was  ot  him  to  onil, 
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while  tlie  impoamg-lookiog  frill  was  further  developed  by  a  much  ami^i^ 
laoe-tipped  JoinvSle,  and  a  broad  loll-coUared  white  waistcoat,  with 
imitation  blood-stoue  buttons.  From  his  roomy-sleeved  blue  dress^xMt 
pocket  peeped  a  cambric  kerchief-— a  thing  altogether  beside  Figg*s  wants, 
as  were  the  braces  that  now  preserved  the  equilibrium  of  a  pair  of  candle- 
light kerseymeres  over  his  red-legged  patent  leather  boots.  A  damaged 
Gibus  hat  sat  at  an  uneasy  sort  of  half-cock  on  his  head,  while  he 
flourished  a  pair  of  eighteenpenny  lemon-coloured  kids  in  his  hand. 
Thus  attired,  he  proceed  along  Columbine  Street  through  Larkspur 
Crescent  to  Longpod  Lane,  eliciting  the  grinning  laughter  of  the  grown, 
and  exclamations  from  the  little  boys  of  "  X-a-»-^|  that's  Pigg !  "  "  Did 
you  ever  P  "    "  No  I  never  I "  and  so  on. 

Arrived  at  the  Salmon  Inn,  there  was  such  a  crowd  about  the  door, 
that  De  Pledge  and  Taws,  who  had  agreed  to  walk  at  a  respectful  distance 
behind  Pifg-— near  enough,  of  course  to  prevent  his  bolting  with  the 
clothes — ^now  came  up,  and  with  their  authoritative  "  make  wcof  tkare^ 
make  wajf  !  *'  informed  the  starers  that  the  gaunt  elbower  was  the  hero  of 
the  night.  Pigg  then  pushed  through  the  doorway,  and  was  presently  in 
the  bar  at  the  end  of  the  passage,  where,  finding  a  couple  of  glasses  of 
gin  on  a  tray  ready  for  serving,  he  just  swigged  them  off,  and  then 
demanded  where  he  was  to  gan  ?  His  keepers,  who  were  close  upon  him, 
now  took  each  an  arm,  and  led  him  up  the  crowded  old-fashioned  stair- 
case, for  the  "  Sahnon "  was  Eoger  Swizzle's  old  original  Handley 
Cross  house,  to  the  low  reception  room — his  supporters  urging  him  to 
mind  his  P's  and  Q's,  and  '*  be'ave  like  a  gentleman." 

Mr.  Jorrocks,  though  rather  jealous  of  the  whole  proceeding,  had 
arrived  sky-blued  and  canaried  all  the  same,  and  was  forming  part  of  a 
select  circle  round  the  intense  swell  of  a  chairman,  when  "  Mister  Pigg ! " 
came  towering  in  after  his  name. 

The  sea  of  society  dividing  as  Pigg  approached,  the  chairman  and  he 
were  presently  rw-o-rw. 

*'  Ho'o  ist,  canny  man?  ho'o  ist?  "  exclaimed  James ;  "  give  us  a  wag 
o'  thy  nief,"  tendering  his  horny  fist  to  the  thin-skinned  Mr.  Cackler. 
Then  turning  to  his  astonished  master,  he  added,  '*  Sink,  thous'  beat  me 
here  then,  'ard  man !  " 

The  chairman  hearing  this,  rather  recovered  the  shock  of  his  own 
salute,  and  attributing  the  roughness  of  Pigg's  manners  to  the  ruggednesa 
of  his  country, 

**  Caledonia  stem  and  wild,* 

proceeded  to  try  and  ingratiate  himself  with  him  notwithstanding. 

"  Beautiful  weather,"  said  Mr.  Cackler,  rubbing  his  hands  as  if  he  was 
washing  tbem. 

"Varra,"  replied  Pigg,  with  a  hitch  of  what  he  thought  were  his 
brace-less  breeches. 

"  Hope  ypu've  got  a  good  appetite,"  observed  the  chairman,  as  the 
smell  of  dinner  came  mounting  up  stairs. 

*'  Can't  say  ar  hev,"  replied  James,  fumbling  about  for  his  baccy  box. 
"  Can't  say  ar  hev,"  adding — "  ar's  ne  greet  eater  at  ony  time^-drinkin's 
better  for  the  teeth  nor  eatin'.     Sink,"  continued  he,  still  fumbling 
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aboat  for  his  baccy  box,  which  he  had  left  in  his  own  6oat  podket,  and 
ealching  a  sight  of  himself  in  the  opposite  mirror.  "  Sink,  ar  wonder 
what  mar  coosin  Dea?ilboger  wonld  saj  gin  he  were  to  see  me  rigged 
out  like  a  squeire,  toppin'  arie  corled,  and  sark  lap  stickin'  bnt  ahmt,*' 
Figig  dncking  and  bending  and  turning  about  to  examine  himself  as  he 
spoke. 

'^  What  sort  of  weather  have  they  in  the  north — do  you  hear,  Mr. 
P^  P  "  asked  the  chairmAi,  thinking  to  fix  his  exact  locdity. 

*'A,  grand  weather!  grand  weather!"  replied  Figg;  *'its  arleways 
gmnd  weather  there.  Sink,"  continued  he,  speaking  full  gallop — *^Ar 
wish  ar  was  there — gin  ar  had  me  reets,  ar  de  oeliere  ar'd  been  a 
gen'lman  this  day,  and  hontin'  my  own  hands,  only  you  see  mar  fore 
alder  John  you  see,  John  Figg  you  see,  willed  arle  wor  brass  to  the 
formary  ye  see,  and  left  me  wi'  fairly  nout — gin  ye  gan  to  the  formary 
ye'U  see  it  arle  clagged  up  i'  great  goud  letters  gin  the  warll,*'  Figg  fibbing 
.away  at  the  chairman  until  he  got  him  *'  clagged  up  'gin  the.warU  "  too. 

At  this  critical  moment,  Owen  Sherry,  the  landlord,  announced  that 
dinner  was  served,  whereupon  a  bowing  match  took  place  between  Figg 
$iad  the  chairman,  Figg  not  understanding  what  Mr.  Cackler's  motioning 
towards  the  door  meant.  The  latter  at  length  put  an  end  to  the  contro- 
tiersy  by  running  his  arm  through  Figg's,  and  leadmg  him  out  of  the 
loom — ^presently  bringing  him  to  anchor  on  the  right  of  the  chair,  with  a 
round  of  beef  under  his  nose.  Jorrocks  followed,  closely  pressed  upon 
by  the  company  at  large,  who  soon  filled  the  not  very  long,  long  room  of 
the  Salmon.  After  the  usual  rushing,  and  scrambling,  and  fighting  for 
seats,  silence  was  at  length  obtained,  when  grace  being  said,  they  rell  to 
with  the  voracity  of  fox-hounds. 

The  deUcate-feeding  Figg  astonished  the  chairman  by  asking  for  a  third 
help  of  beef,  after  he  had  had  what  appeared  to  Mr.  Cackler  two  most 
aumcient  ones,  together  with  an  inordinate  quantity  of  winter  cabbage, 
carrot,  and  peas  pudding.  The  half-crown  only  affording  eatables,  the 
company  were  soon  invited  to  give  their  orders  for  fluids,  and  the  table 
presently  became  dotted  with  pint  decanters,  which  in  a  more  aristocratic 
•  house  would  have  done  duty  for  bottles.  The  guests  then  began  chal- 
lenging Figg  to  take  wine,  upon  which  our  friend  desired  them  to  send 
up  their  bottles,  observing  "  that  it  was  ne  compliment  to  a  man  to  ax 
hmi  to  drink  at  his  own  expense."  Thus  Figg,  who  had  bargained  for  a 
.  bottle  of  rum  to  himself,  got  a  very  considerable  quantity  of  other  liquor 
to  the  saving  of  his  spirit.  Not  that  he  did  save  it  much,  for  he  kept 
applying  to  it  pretty  freely  between  times,  drinking  nearly  a  pint  during 
diinner.  So  the  entertainment  proceeded  amidst  great  clamour,  and  the 
astonishment  of  Mr.  Cackler,  at  the  manner  in  which  the  chieftain  eat 
with  his  knife.  At  length  the  most  vigorous  appetite  was  appeased,  the 
datter  gradually  died  out,  and  the  guests  began  puffing,  and  wheezing, 
and  ruminating  on  what  was  to  follow. 

The  doth  being  drawn,  and  grace  said,  the  chairman  prosed  through 
the  usual  loyal  and  patriotic  toasts,  and  then  paused  for  the  grand  let-off 
of  the  evening.  Having  duly  received  the  gold  watch  with  the  glittering 
Watherston  and  Brogden  chain  at  the  hands  of  Mr.  De  Fi^e,  and 
examined  it  carefully  inside  and  out,  he  coiled  the  chain  becomingly 
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RMmd  tiie  watch  on  the  table,  and  clearing  his  voice  with  a  sabstantial 
'*kem"  stood  well  erect,  with  his  right  hand  extended  and  his  left 
reposing  in  his  emerald  green  yelvet  vest,  to  poor  the  vial  (^  his  eloqneiioe 
upon  our  ourly-pated  Pigg. 

"Mr.  Pigg  I"  said  he,  in  a  sgnorom  Toice,  amidst  general  applanae; 
"  Mr.  James  Pigg,'*  repeated  he,  correcting  himself,  for  he  liked  to  do 
everything  by  the  card. 

''Aye,*'  intemipted  James,  chucUisg  and  hiughing,  '* that's  jost  what 
tiiey  carl  me  i'  the  smarl  debts  coourt." 

"Mr.  Jamee  Pigg,*'  continued  Mr.  Cackler,  amidst  laughter  from  the 
intemiptioB.  "The  pleasing — ^the  extraordinarily  pleasing  and  inter- 
esting-~I  may  say  exciting  task  of  presenting  you  with  this  glittering 
memorial  of  our  appreciation  and  approval,"  taking  up  the  watch  and 
showing  the  sparkling  chain  fuU  length  as  he  spoke,  "  has  been  entrusted 
—unworthily  entrusted  I  fear  (applause,  with  cries  of  *  No,  no,')  to  the 
'amble  individual  who  now  stands  before  you;  but  Mr.  Pigg — that  is  to 
say,  Mr.  James  Pigg — let  not  the  inefiSciency  of  the  spokesman  be  to  you 
a  measure' whereby  to  judge  of  the  estimation  in  which  you  are  held  in 
t^  great  county — a  county  second  to  none  in  the  kingdom,  whether  we 
regard  its  agricultural  properties,  or  the  wealth  and  respectability  of  ilB 
inhabitants.  (Applause  from  the  country  section  of  the  party.)  No,  Mr. 
Pig^>  lot  the  merits-— demerits  rather  of  the  spokesman  be  no  mcnre  to 
you  a  measure  whereby  to  judge  of  the  estimation  in  which  you  are  held 
than  is  this  trifling  present,"  again  flourishing  the  testimonial,  "  richly 
jewelled  though  it  be-  (applause),  a  criterion  of  the  value  the  country  sets 
upon  your  services.  (Renewed  applause.)  Never  was  a  call  more  heartily 
responded  to  than  the  suggestion  that  we  should  mark  the  approbation  in 
which  you  are  held  by  all  ranks  and  conditions  of  her  Majesty's  subjects. 
(Great  cherting.)  Tour  courte«y,  your  urbanity,  your  true  gentlemanly 
ease  and  polished  politeness,  are  the  universal  theme  of  approval  on 
every  tongue." 

"  Sink  /  noo  tkous  mackin*  gam  on  me!  **  roared  Pigg,  striking  furiously 
on  the  deal  table  with  his  doubled  fist. 

^* Busk,  James!  hushJ^*  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks, kicking  him  under 
the  table,  fearing  he  would  pitch  into  the  chairman. 

"Permit  me  to  say.  Sir,"  continued  the  chairman,  looking  rather 
foolish  at  his  butter  not  being  swallowed,  "  Permit  me  to  say.  Sir,  that 
your  private  worth  is  equalled  only  by  your  public  prowess.  As  a  hunts- 
man, you  are  unrivalled !  (Great  applause.)  For  charging  a  bullfinch  or 
negotiating  a  brook,  I  am  told  there  is  not  your  equal  in  her  Majesty's 
wide  dominions.  (Benewed  applause,  with  a  'Keep  the  tambourine  a 
roulin' ! '  and  clapping  of  hands  from  Pigg.)  But  these  considerations," 
continued  the  chairman,  shirking  the  ground  on  which  he  was  weak 
aa  soon  as  possible ;  "  but  these  considerations  sink  into  insigniflcanoe 
compared  to  the  excellent  moral  example  your  good  and  orderiy  conduct 
has  set  to  all  ranks  and  conditions  of  people  in  this  rising  and  important 
town.  (Applause,  minted  with  laughter,  from  Pigg's  more  intimate 
friends.)  You  have  indeed  shown  that  the  highest  sporting  enterprise  is 
not  incompatible  with  the  gentlest  and  most  exemplary  private  virtues." 
(Renewed  laughter  and  applause.) 
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**  On  behalf  tbmi  of  the  subscribers,''  oentitaTied  Mr.  GiMlBer,  agaiii 
taking  up  the  testimonial,  ^permit  me  to  beg  your  acoeptance-of  this  gold 
mteh  and  appendage.'^  Mr.  Cackle  proeeedbg  to  inyest  Pigg  with 
them  as  he  spoke,  much  in  the  manner  of  a  mtejot  investing  his  sneoessor 
with  the  badge  and  chain  of  offioe.  Baving  pkeed  tfae-watch  in  the  left-hand 
pocket  and  arranged  the  chain  becomingly  o?er  the  white  waistcoat,  he 
rabbed  his  delicate  hands  together,  and  thus  reswned  :^- 

**Long  sir,  long  may  you  be  spared  to  enliTcn  the  woods  and  dales  6f 
this  country  with  your  melodious  spiht^irring  Toiee,  and  should  kind 
Frovidence  decree,  which  I,  which  we  all,  most  fbrrenll j  pnij  may  be  the 
case-^-should,  I  si^,  kind  Providence  decree  that  you  be  again  reetosed 
to  those  ancestral  honours  of  which  you  have  been  so  cruelly,  so  unjustly 
dqirived,  then  amid  the  wild  solitudes  of  your  mountain  grandeur  nury 
the  mild  notes  of  that  repeater  recall  the  warm  hearts  that  beat  responsife 
ift  Handley  Cross. '* 

Mr.  Cackler  bowed  low  to  Pigg  and  the-  party,  and  resumed  his  seat 
•midst  loud  and  long  continued  applause.  As  it  gradually  died  out,  all 
eye»  became  turned  upon  James,  who  kept  winking  and  nodding  in  his 
Mat  as  if  going  to  sleep.  At  length  the  cry  of  '*  Pigg  1  now  Pigg !  James 
9igg !  '*  became  so  general  that  our  master  was  obliged  to  kick  him  under 
the  table,  backing  the  application  of  his  foot  with  an  authoritatife,  '*  now 
ikm  .^'*  which  caused  Pigg  to  start  and  stare  wil^y  about. 

**  If  9  the  speech^*  now  whispered  Taws,  who  had  slunk  along  at  the 
back  of  the  guests,  in  his  ear.     *'  The  tpeechy  rehtrmng  thankB,  you  know.** 

"  Aye,  aye,"  replied  James,  preparing  to  rise,  which  at  length  he  did 
with  some  difficulty,  and  stood  with  his  honours  around  him,  receiving 
the  plaudits  of  the  company.  As  they  in  turn  subsided,  he  was  obsenred 
to  sway  to  and  fro,  so  much  so  that  it  was  even  betting  whether  he  fell 
backwards  or  forwards. 

*'  Sink !  "  exclaimed  he,  sawing  the  air  with  his  right  hand,  and  then 
dapping  the  two  violently  together,  "  Sink,  buj/  James  Fiffg*s  a  brick/  " 
whereupon  he  went  back  over  like  a  ladder. 

Great  then  was  the  confusion.  All  rushed  to  the  aid  of  the  fallen 
Aieftain.  One  sluiced  him  with  water,  another  took  off  his  JoinviUe,  a 
thurd  opened  his  vest,  a  fourth  suggested  he'd  be  better  for  some  brandy, 
while  Itfr.  Jorrocks  hinted  that  perhaps  he'd  had  enough. 

In  the  midst  of  the  confusion,  the  anxious  Mr.  De  Pledge  alone  looked 
alter  the  testimonial,  and  under  pretence  of  taking  care  of  it,  proceeded 
to  strip  off  the  Watherston  and  Brogden  chain,  with  its  substantial 
iqppuiienance. 

Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  had  eyed  the  watch  as  it  lay  on  the  table,  with  the 
look  of' an  old  acquaintance,  now  begged  leave  to  examine  it,  and 
finding  the  name  and  number  as  he  expected — "  Green,  Ward,  and  Grreen, 
No«  1157,"  he  coolly  claimed  it, — his  &ir  Mend  of  the  frying  pan  having 
pawned  it  at  De  Pledge's  a  few  days  after  the  Pinch-me-near  forest  day. 
So  whatever  happenecl  to  others,  M^.  Jorrocks  at  least  came  in  for 
hiaown. 

Pigg  was  then  conveyed  home  in  a  fly,  and  the  refined  Pappy  Cadder 
disgusted  at  having  been  called  upon  to  do  honour  to  such  a  tiger — left 
too,  whereupon  Duncan  Nevin  was  called  to  the  chair,  and  with  a  some- 
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what  shortened  table  the  conviviality  of  the  meeting  was  prolonged  to  the 
little  hours  of  the  morning.  As  Taws  and  he  at  length  steered  their 
.  way  home  in  a  very  blind  leading  the  blind  sort  of  way,  the  glimmering 
lights  in  the  "  Pry  "  printing  office  reminded  them  that  the  paper  then 
printing  off  would  contain  an  account  of  things  as  they  ought  to  have 
been  and  not  as  they  ,were.  However  it  was  too  late  to  alter  it  even  if 
they  had  been  in  a  fit  state  to  do  it.  So  the  absentees  were  treated  to  a 
yery  different  version  of  what  happened,  to  that  which  we  have  given. 
Anier  eiQMitiating  on  the  excellence  of  the  entertainment — an  exceUenoe 
peculiar  to  Owen  Sherry  and  the  Salmon  Hotel,  it  proceeded  to  give  the 
openmg  speeches  much  as  we  have  given  them,  and  concluded  with  the 
following,  which  Mr.  Pigg  was  stated  to  have  delivered  with  much 
feeling  and  marked  emphasis  as  soon  as  the  cheering  caused  by  his  rising 
subsided. 

Pigg  loquitur.  "  Mr.  Chairman  and  gentlemen,  I  rise  under  feelings 
of  no  ordinary  difficulty  to  return  you  my  most  heartfelt  and  grateful 
thanks,  as  well  for  the  superb  and  valuable  testimonial  you  have  been 
pleased  to  present  me  with,  as  for  the  flattering  terms  and  cordial  enthu- 
siasm with  which  the  presentation  has  been  accompanied  and  reoeiveiL 
(Applause.)  Gentlemen,  splendid  as  this  testimonial  is  (producing  it  as 
he  spoke)  its  real  and  intrinsic  value  to  my  feelings  is  the  assurance  it 
conveys  that  the  exertions  I  have  made  in  the  furtherance  of  your  sport 
and  in  promoting  the  prosperity  of  this  Queen  of  watering  places  have 
not  been  in  vain.  (Great  applause.)  But  gentlemen,  I  do  not  arrogate 
to  myself  the  whole  of  the  success  that  has  attended  these  exertions.  I 
have  the  honour  and  good  fortune  to  serve  under  a  gentleman  whoae 
name  is  closely  associated  with  everything  that  is  great,  liberal,  and 
patriotic.  (Immense  applause.)  It  is  only  for  me  to  suggest  anything 
either  in  the  way  of  hounds,  horses,  or  hunting,  and  it  is  sure  to  be  re- 
sponded to  by  my  most  excellent  and  liberal  master.  (Benewed  applause.) 
Gentlemen,  I  could  expatiate  without  fear  of  wearying  either  you  or 
myself  on  the  merits  of  our  most  popular  master,  were  it  not  that  his 
fame  is  universal,  and  his  humility  equal  only  to  his  fame.  (Immense 
applause.)  Long,  I  say,  may  the  town  of  Handley  Cross  profit  by  the 
presence  of  such  a  sportsman  1  (Eenewed  cheers.)  For  myself  I  may 
truly  say  I  look  upon  it  as  the  happiest  incident  of  a  somewhat  chequered 
life,  (applause)  that  my  lot  has  been  cast  in  such  waters.  (Renewed 
applause.)  And  now  gentlemen,"  continued  Mr.  Pigg,  dashing  a  tear 
from  his  manly  eye,  *'  again  let  me  thank  you  for  this  memorial  of  your 
friendship  and  esteem,  infinitely  more  valuable  from  that  feeling  than  in 
money's  worth,  great  as  that  undoubtedly  is,  (loud  cheering),  a  memorial 
that  I  will  hand  down  as  an  heirloom  in  the  Pigg  family  to  the  latest 
generation." 

The  report  stated  that  Mr.  Pigg  resumed  his  seat  amid  loud  and  long 

.  continued  applause,  far  different  to  falling  back  over  like  a  ladder,  as  he 

did.    But  we  dare  say  the  report  was  not  a  bit  more  exaggerated  than 

the  generality  of  the   reports  of  these  daily  increasing  outbursts  of 

spontaneous  coercion. 
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CHAPTEE  LVI. 

SUnsniNTENDENT  CONSTABLES  SHAEK  AND   CHIZSLBB. 

'  Next  day  as  onr  Master  was  labouring  away  at  bis  great  work,  tlie 
'^life  of  Johnny  Gilpin,*'  Beteey  came  to  say  that  the  PoUis  wanted  to 
teeliim. 

**  Pollis !  **  exclaimed  Jorrocks,  dropping  his  pen  with  evident  alarm ; 
**PoHisl  wot  can  the  Pollis  want  wi*  me?"  thinking  he  had  come  to 
take  htm  up  for  stealing  the  watch.  And  in  an  instant  our  Master  saw 
the  whole  paraphernalia  of  the  law,  from  the  inquisitiveness  of  the  Justice 
to  the  disagreeable  familiarity  of  Jack  Ketch  paraded  before  his  eyes. 

*'  Shall  I  send  him  in,  then  ?  "  asked  Betsey,  surprised  at  her  master's 
ptttarbation. 

•*^  ikm  !"  ejaculated  Jorrocks.  "/« then  !  "  repeated  he,  staring  out 
kb  eye-balls.  "  Yes — no — ^yes — that's  to  say,  prisently ;  *'  thinking  if 
Im  #af  rid  of  Betsey  he'd  bolt  the  back  way. 

The  gentleman,  however,  who  had  followed  close  upon  Betsey's  heels, 
tens  made  his  appearance,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  found  himself  confronted 
ivith  the  man  of  law.  He  was  a  hairy,  seedy,  well  set-up,  military-lookmg 
ami,  dressed  in  a  shabby  hook-and-eyed  braided  blue  frock  coat,  which 
aonoealed  as  well  the  deficiency  of  linen  as  of  waistcoat.  His  trousers 
wene  very  broad,  badly  washed  cords,  strapped  under  a  pair  of  boisterous 
lMKy-«oled  boots.  Altogether,  he  was  a  sort  of  cross  between  a  Serjeant 
and'  a  eircus-master.  He  was  a  draft  from  the  rural  police  in  an  adjoining 
eotnty,  where  his  dissolute  habits  had  procured  him  a  hint  that  his 
**  vetignation  would  be  accepted,"  an  arrangement  that  enabled  the  chief 
Constable  to  give  him  high  testimonials  for  his  present  situation,  to  obtain 
winch,  of  course,  he  represented  to  the  innocent  Justices  he  had  resigned 
Ilia  former  appointment.  He  was  now  Superintendent  Constable,  and  he 
iriio  couldn't  control  himself,  was  placed  in  authority  over  others. 

He  had  a  capital  berth  of  it,  having  no  one  to  look  after  him,  and  took 
lis  salary  as  a  sort  of  retaining  fee,  looking  upon  "  incidentals,"  as  he 
Agantly  called  his  extortions,  as  the  real  emoluments  of  his  office. 

He  was  a  sharp  fellow,  too,  and  could  twist  and  trim  facts  so  as  to 
imreigle  people  into  prosecutions  who  would  never  have  instituted  them  if 
left  to  themselves.  In  these  cases,  he  had  his  fling  at  Sessions  or  Assizes, 
wliere,  with  always  fresh  victims  to  work  upon,  he  preyed  upon  their 
generosity  with  considerable  advantage,  besides  having  his  ''reglers" 
fhmi  the  reprobate  lawyer  with  whom  he  confederated.  If  he  could  not 
OHnuige  a  commitment,  then  he  would  have  a  little  snug  bill  of  costs  drawn 
o«t  so  as  to  exhibit  great  activity,  though  his  researches  were  generally 
direeted  to  parts  of  the  country  where  he  wanted  to  visit  rather  than  to 
wlMre  he  was  likely  to  catch  the  offender.  His  horse — like  most  of  those 
worthies'  horses — was  a  Phantom  one,  for  he  rarely  had  one,  never  if  he 
eoi^d  turn  a  penny  by  selling  it. 

activity  was  unbounded.    He  would  drink  in  fmy  company,  no 


matter  how  low,  for  the  purpose,  as  he  said,  of  worming  out  secrets, 
though  the  quantity  of  drink  he  took  generally  made  the  inform- 
ation of  very  little  value  on  the  morrow.  No  offence  was  too  trifling  for 
his  vigilant  eye.  Indeed,  he  showed  his  activity  chiefly  in  trifles,  and  in 
drawing  out  bombastic  reports  of  his  wonderfal  exploits.  Omar  Pacha 
himself,  at  the  head  of  a  victorious  army,  was  not  half  such  a  hero  as  Su- 
perintendent Shark  marching  triumphantly  along  with  a  few  shivering  stick 
or  iumip-stealers,  whose  filtering  rags  scarcely  concealed  their  poverfy- 
stxiokeii  nakedneas.  Bui  we  will  let  his  interview  with  Mr.  Jorrocks  ^>eak 
for  his  general  performances.  We  will  suppose  him  entering  the  sanotom. 

Having  advanced  right  into  the  middle  of  the  room,  he  drew  himself  bolt 
upright,  and  putting  hmiself  in  the  first  position,  gave  aur  Master* «  fall 
nulitaij  swing  of  a  aalute.  Thisxather  comforted  our  iriead,  who  expected 
a  different  tsort  of  oomvMBioemeat. 

"  Your  servant,^,"  said  the  Superintendent)  dropping his^arm  straight 
down  his  side  with  a  sound. 

"Tours,"  bowed  our  Master,  still  full  stare. 

"  I  h&ve  made  free,  Sir,  io  call,  Sir,"  said  the  Superintendent,  eievatiBg 
lua  voice  to  witiiess-b<a  pitch ;  "I  have  made  free.  Sir,  to  caU,  Sir^ 
respecting  the  very  daring  and  outrageous  robbery  that  was  committed 
uponyour  person  on  the  ■    -  *' 

"What  roU)ery P  "  interrupted  Mr«  Jorrocks^  atill  thinking  there  was 
some  mistake,  ixid  ihfvt  the  Si^perintendent  would  be  collaring  Urn 
after  all. 

"The  robbery  of  the  watoh.  Sir;  the  gold  watch  and  seals,  Sir;  'J.  J., 
St Botolph'«  Lane  '  on  a  red  oomelian  seal ;  'J.  J.,  Great  Coram  Street,' 
on  a  white  ooroielian  4eal,  with  a  gold  fox^head  key  and  ring  ;  "  referring 
to  « large  clasped  volumei  like  a  regimental  orderly  i)ook,  as  he  spoke. 

"  Oh,  ah,"  replied  Mr«  Jorrocks,  dry^shaving  his  chin.  "  I  did  lose  my 
ticker,"  thinking  perhaps  the  less  «tir  he  made  about  it  the  better ;  espe- 
cially now  that  he  had  got  it  safe  in  his  fob. 

"  From  information.  Sir,  that  I  received.  Sir,"  continued  the  Superin- 
tendent, "  I  had  reason  to  suppose  that  the  parties  who  robbed  you  of 
your  very  valuable  property^  Sir,  were  part  of  a  most  daring  gang  of 
burglars  and  smashers,  who  have  taken  up  their  quarters  at  East 
Poppington,  on  the  borders  of  the  eouatry,  Sir,  and  immediately  I  heard 
of  the  robbery.  Sir,  which  was  not  until  the  Monday  afternoon.  Sir,  at  two 
o'clock.  Sir ;  yes,  at  two  o'clock.  Sir,  I  immediately  proceeded  to  Super- 
intendent Chizeler's,  for  it  is  not  in  my  district,  and  consulted  with  him 
as  to  the  expediency  of  applying  to  Augustus  Frederick  Emanuel  Smith, 
£sq.,  of  East  Bosemary  Hall,  the  nearest  magistrate,  for  a  warrant,  Sir 
—yes,  Sir,  for  a  warrant,  Sir-— but, 'Sir,  Superintendent  Constable  Chizeler, 
Sir,  who  is  an  officer,  Sir,  of  great  ability  and  experience,  Sir,  thought  the 
case  was  hardly  sufficiently  ripe,  Sir,  for  a  warrant,  Sir,  and  recommended 
that  we  should  pursue  our  enquiries  and  investigations  coigointly  together  a 
little  longer.  Sir,  which  we  did,  Sir,  and  I " 

"  Then  you  didn't  grab  'emf  "  interrupted  Mr.  Jorrodcs,  thinking  how 
well  they  had  run  a  ialse  seent. 

"  No,  Sir ;  that  is  to  say,  not  yet,  Sir ;  but  from  information  I  am  now 
in  possession  of,  Sir,  I  have  little  doubt,  Sir.,  that  the  parties  mtQr  be  got. 
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should  yoa  direet  xu  to  follow  ihem  up,  which,  of  course,  Sir,  for  the  sake 
of  eaEample  a  gentlemaa  in  yonr  position  will  do." 

"  Mm^k ! "  gnmted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  Udnkiiig  they  hud  better  leave  them 
alone. 

''Only/'  continued  the  Saperiutendent,  drawing  up  to  his  point;  ^'as 
theinveeti^tion has  lasted  a  considerable  time,  and  been  attended  with 
some  little  eKpense,  I  considered  it  my  ^ty  to  conanlt  yoa  befoie  iaour- 
ring  any  further  coat" 

*'  Mmnpk  /  "  grunted  llr.  Jomcks  iigam,  begiisiu^  to  tee  throiighibe 
ol^ect  of  the  mission. 

-« The  charges^"  continued  the  Superintendent,  producing  a  lull  from 
the  important-looking  book,  opening  and  laying  it  before  our  Master, 
''  are  merely  the  usual  charges  for  money  out  of  pocket,  money  absolutely 
expended  in  the  necessary  prosecution  of  the  enquiries." 

''  ffwNpk  J  "  grunted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  preparing  to  peruse  it. 

It  was  a  large,  lawyer-like  bill,  a  delicacy  with  which  most  of  our 
readera,  we  dare  say,  are  familiar.     Thus  it  ran : — 

"  Account  of  Expenses  boney  fidey  incurred  by  Jonathan  Shark,  Super- 
intending Constable  for  the  Hundred  of  Hungerlaw,  in  prosecuting  an 
enquiry  into  a  most  daring  and  aggriyated  robbery  committed  on  the 
person  of  John  Jorrocks,  Esquire,  Master  of  the  Handley  Cross  Fox- 
hounds : — 

Superinftendent  Shark  proeeediogfrom  Nutfield  toCfflderdale 
to  cdviae  with  Supevhibeiiaeat  Ohinler  respecting  the 
aboTo  daring  robbery,  and  as  to  the  oharaeters  of  eertain 
parties  residing  in  his  district,  and  as  to  the  propriety  of 
apprehending  a  certain  party  on  suspicion  of  being  the . 
eolprit,  having  to  remain  at  the  Don  Cow  at  Gtildercbile 
aH  ni^t 

Personal  expenses  to  East  Poppington  along  with  Superin-'^ 
tendent  Chizeler,  to  make  further  inquiries,  one  night 
and  day,  7f.  6d. ;  gig  hire,  including  oetler  and  horse's 
keep,  lit.  6d. 

Having  received  information  that  the  suspected  party  had 
gone  to  Merry  weather  fair,  proceeding  there  by  gig  and 
horse  with  Superintendent  Chizeler,  gig  hire  and  hme's 
keep,  12«. ;  personal  expenses.  Superintendents  Shark 
and  Chizeler,  12«. 

Expenses  incurred  by  Superintendent  Shark  going  to  Blather- 1 
4eld  to  see  Mr.  Jaw  in  the  tease j 

Mr.  Jaw  not  being  able  to  attend  to  it,  Superintendent  1 
Chizeler  procc^eding  to  Hurlington  to  eee  Mt,  Law     .    .  j 

Qig  hire,  including  ostler  and  horse's  keep         .... 

Paid  conveyance  from  Kutfield  to  Ruahton  to  see  and  tiy  to 
get  Qp  evidence,  including  ostler 

Gig  hire  lor  Saperintendents  Shark  and  CSiizeler  from  Qild«^ 
dale  to  Ai^lane,  making  inquiiy  after  a  certain  wHness, 
including  ostler 

Personal  expenses  for  that  day  and  night  for  Superintendents 
Shark  and  Chizeler 

iBatsa  expeoBes  for  Superintendent  Shark's  horse  at  Oilder-*" 
dale,  4  nights,  he  having  to  use  it  oooasionaUy  in  making 
inquiries  into  the  above  very  serious  and  aggrivated  case, 

induding  ostler 

Tdtal       .'....  -Sir    6 
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Well,"  taid  Mr.  Jorrookt,  with  a  cbuck  of  his  chin,  afler  reading  it ; 

I  dessay  it's  all  right-— at  least  I  doesn't  know  nothin'  to  thb  contrary 
*-yoa'd  better  take  it  to  the  chap  who  employed  you,  and  see  wot  he 
says." 

*'  O,  this,  Sir,"  replied  the  Superintendent,  putting  on  a  bold  face ; 
**  this,  Sir,  is  the  mere  preliminary  charge  that  is  always  borne  by  the  pro- 
secutor, Sir ;  that  is  to  say.  Sir,  by  the  party,  Sir,  losing  the  property, 
Sir;  even.  Sir,  if  it  had  gone  before  the  magistrate.  Sir,  Augustus 
Frederick  Emanuel  Smith,  Esquire,  of  East  Bosemary  Hall,  no  part  of 
these  costs  would  have  been  allowed  in  the  certificate  of  expenses,  under  the 
seventh  of  George  the  Fourth,  Chapter  sixty-four,  Section  twenty-two," 
the  Superintendent  thinking  to  floor  our  Master  with  a  redundancy 
of  law. 

"  Well,  but,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  dry-shaving  his  chin  ;  "  well,  but 
8*pose  the  party  likes  to  lose  his  property,  there's  no  law  'gin  his  bein' 
'oommodated,  I  s'pose." 

"Why,  no,  Sir;  certainly  not.  Sir;"  replied  the  Superintendent, 
looking  rather  blank :  "  only  that,  Sir,  is  a  case,  Sir,  the  law  does  not 
contemplate,  Sir." 

"  Well,  but  neither  does  the  law  contemplate  keepin*  you  and  your 
quad,  and  then  havin'  you  joltin*  'bout  wi'  Chizeler  in  a  'ired  gig,  livin*  at 
inns  and  places,  as  if  you  'ad  nothin'  from  the  county." 

"  Ah,  that  you  see,  Sir,"  replied  the  undaunted  Shark;  "  that  you  see. 
Sir,  was  in  consequence  of  my  having  to  go  out  of  my  own  district.  Sir, 
you  see,  Sir,  in  consequence  of  information  I  received.  Sir,  I  proceeded  at 
once  into  Superintendent  Constable  Chizeler's  district,  and " 

"  Well  I  but  surely  you  can  follow  your  fox,  that's  to  say,  your  thief, 
into  another  man's  country,  and  take  'im,  prowided  you  don*t  dig 
'im,"  retorted  Mr.  Jorrocks,  indignantly,  reasoning  by  analogy  to  fox- 
hunting. 

"Yes,  Sir;  exactly  so.  Sir;"  replied  the  complaisant  policeman. 
"  Yes,  Sir  ;  exactly  so,  Sir ;  only  you  see,  Sir,  it  is  necessary,  Sir,  to  have 
the  original  warrant  backed  by  a  magistrate  of  the  county  into  which  you 
follow  him." 

"  But  if  you  haven't  got  a  warrant.  If  you're  takin'  a  bye  on  your  own 
'count ;  'ow  then  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

The  policeman  was  posed. 

"Well,  I  don't  know  nothin'  'bout  nothin'  o'  the  sort,"  resumed 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  twisting  and  turning  the  bill  about,  to  see  if  he  would  like 
it  better  in  any  other  position.  "  Well,  I  don't  know  nothin'  'bout  nothin' 
o*  the  sort — it  may  be  all  right  and  proper  *irin*  gigs  and  'osses  when  you 
are  paid  for  keepin'  your  own,  and  chargin'  pussonal  expenses,  you  and 
Chizeler,  when  you're  paid  for  keepin'  yourselves  ;  but  I  doesn't  goinside 
i*  that  'pinion.  Wot  I  says  is  this,  that  if  a  man  likes  to  be  robbed,  it's 
werry  'ai'd  if  he  mayn't  be  indulged,  but  a  man  had  better  be  both  robbed 
and  murder'd  than  'ave  sich  a  bill  as  this  sent  in  to  'im.  Zounds,  Sir ! 
You  do  take  my  life  when  you  take  the  means  whereby  I  live,"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  boiling  up,  as  he  doubled  up  the  bill,  and  thrust  it  back  upon 
)r. 

disgusted  Superintendent,  who  had  arranged  for  having  a  lark 
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with  Saperintendent  Chizeler  at  JoUyfield  hiruig,  retized  vezj  mock  dis- 
gusted at  our  Master's  spiritless  parsimony,  dedaring  that  it  was  irtterlf 
impossible  to  expect  Superiatendent  Coastables  to  do  their  dutf,  if  tbey 
were  not  properly  supported. 


CHAPTER  LVII. 

THE  PROPHET  GABIUEL. 

*'  That  was  Gabriel  Junks  I "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  rising  from  his 
seat,  and  rushing  to  the  window. 

Sure  enough  it  was  Gabriel  Junks ;  and  after  a  short  pause,  another 
scream,  more  shrill  and  piercing,  confirmed  Mr.  Jorrocks's  surmise. 
Seizing  his  hat  he  rushed  into  the  garden. 

It  was  a  misty  sort  of  morning,  and  the  sun  was  labouring  through  the 
flitting  clouds  that  obscured  its  brightness.  The  wind,  too,  had  got  into 
the  south,  and  there  was  a  fresh,  growing  feeling  in  the  air  that  spoke  of 
spring  and  returning  vegetation.  The  peacock  again  screamed,  and  sought 
the  shelter  of  a  laurel. 

"  As  sure  as  my  name's  John  Jorrocks,  there's  goin'  to  be  rain," 
observed  our  worthy  master,  scrutinising  the  bird.  *'  As  sure  as  my  name's 
John  Jorrocks,  there's  goin'  to  be  rain,"  repeated  he.  ''Fe-pe-pe-jfe-pe-pe  !  " 
exclaimed  he,  scraping  the  crumbs  from  the  bottom  of  his  pockets  and 
throwing  them  to  his  prophet. 

Grabriel  Junks  rushed  from  his  retreat,  and  having  picked  up  the 
crumbs,  stood  eyeing  Mr.  Jorrocks  with  a  head-on-one-side  sort  of  leer, 
which  he  at  length  broke  off  by  another  loud  scream,  and  then  a  rattli]i<7 
spread  of  his  tail.  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  the  bird  were  thus  standing  vm-^-vm 
wlien  James  Pigg  made  his  appearance. 

'*  I'll  lay  a  guinea  'at  to  a  'alf-crown  gossamer,  there's  goin'  to  be  rain," 
said  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  his  huntsman,  pointing  to  the  bird. 

"Deil  bon  me  if  ar  care,"  repHed  Pigg;  ''ar  hasn't  getten  ne  seeds, 
nor  nothin' — ^may  be  Deavilboger  wad  like  a  sup,"  his  mind  harking  back 
to  "  canny  Newcassel." 

"  Well  but,  don't  ye  see,  if  it  rains  we  can  have  an  'unt,"  said  Mr. 
Jorrocks,  astonished  at  his  huntsman's  stupidity. 

"  Se  we  can  !  "  exclaimed  Pigg,  all  alive ;  "  dash  it !  ar  niver  thought 
o'  that  now — another  bye-day — sick  a  one  as  the  first — ay  ?  " 

"Vy  no — ^not  exactly,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  not  relishing  an  entire 
repetition ;  "  but  s'pose  we  have  another  turn  at  the  old  customer — go 
out  early,  and  drag  up  to  the  warmint,  find  him  when  he's  full — may  be  a 
cock,  or  a  hen,  or  a  Gabriel  Junks  aboard,"  looking  at  the  bird  still 
strutting  about  with  his  tail  spread. 

"  Sink  it,  aye !  "  said  Pigg ;  "  let's  gan  i'  the  mom." 

D  D 
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Mr.  Arrecit'*.— "  If  it  come*  we*  we  will. 
all  ewenti,  and  be  raacly  for  a  start." 


We  can  feed  th'  'ounda  at 


The  day  continued  tiazy,  but  still  no  rain  fell.  Junks,  however,  persisted 
in  his  admonitions,  aud  Mr.  Jorrocks  felt  so  certain  it  would  rain,  that  he 
had  Figg  into  the  parlour  in  the  eTrainK  to  make  arrangements  for  the 
morning.  Sirs.  Jorrocks,  Belinda,  and  Stobbs,  had  gone  out  to  tea,  and 
J&.  Jorrocks  was  left  all  alon«. 

Master  and  man  had  an  auioua  ooofabulation.  Mr.  Jorrodu  was  aB 
for  Pinch-me-oear,  while  Pi^  recommended  Hew>timber  Forest. 


^^^^ 


Of  course  Jorrocks  carried  his  point. 

About  nine  Betsey  brought  the  supper-trnj,  and  Jorrocks  would  treat 
to  a  glass  of  brandy- end- water.    One  glass  led  to  another,  and  tbey 
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had  a  strong  talk  about  banting.    Tkej  drank  each  otkor's  healths,  then 
the  healths  of  the  hounds. 

"  I'll  give  you  old  Priestess'  ^ood  'ealth  1 "  exdaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
holding  up  his  glass.  '*  Eine  old  oetch,  with  her  tan  eye-brows — thinks  I 
never  saw  a  better  'ound — ^wise  as  a  Christian  ! "  Pigg  proposed  Manager. 
Mr.  Jorrocks  gave  Bavager.  Pigg  gave  Lavender;  and  they  drank 
Mercury,  and  Affable,  and  Crowner,  and  Lousey,  and  Mountebank,  and 
Milliner — almost  all  the  pack,  in  shorty  each  in  turn  being  best.  A,  what 
a  dog  one  was  to  find  a  kul.   A,  what  a  dog  anothflir  was  to  drive  a  scent. 

The  fire  began  to  hiss,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  felt  confident  his  prophecy 
was  about  to  be  fulfilled.  **  Look  out  of  the  winder,  James,  and  see 
wot'un  a  night  it  is,"  said  he  to  Pigg,  giving  the  log  a  stir,  to  ascertain 
that  the  hiss  didn't  proceed  from  any  dampness  in  the  wood. 

James  staggered  up,  and  after  a  momentaiy  grope  about  the  room^for 
they  were  sitting  without  candlea-*-exclaimed,  '*  Uelliah  dark^  and  smells 
of  cheese  I" 

"  Smells  0^  cheese  f  *'  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  looking  round  in  astooia^- 
ment ;  "  sm^lU  c'  deea  I — yj^  man,  you've  got  vour  nob  i'  the  cupboard 
—this  be  the  vinder ; "  contmued  he,  rising  and  opening  some  s&ntters 
painted  like  the  cupboard  door  in  the  other  comer.  Mr.  Jorxocka  mdid 
the  fastening  and  threw  up  the  sash. 

The  night  was  dark — black  as  pitch — not  a  star  was  viiible,  and  a  soft 
warm  rain  was  just  beginning  ta  fall 

''IHdtit  JteU^au  so?**  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  drawing  in  his  hand, 
and  giving  his  thigh  a  hearty  slap ;  "  didn't  I  tell  you  so  P  "  repeated  he, 
''  I  was  certain  it  was  a  goin'  to  rain,  that  Gabriel  Junks  was  never 
wrong ! — Is  better  than  all  your  wanes,  and.  weathercocks,  and  Aneroid 
glasses  wot  ever  were  foaled.  We'll  drink  his  'ealth  in  a  bumper  I "  So 
saying,  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  Pigg  replenished  their  glasses,  and  drank  to  "the 
health  of  Gabriel  Junks." 

Pigg  then  would  treat  his  master  to  a  song — a  song  about  ard  Squier 
Lambton  and  his  hunds;  so,  ejecting  his  quid  and  filling  a  bumper,  he 
chaunted  the  following,  our  Master  chiming  in,  and  substituting  the  name 
of  Jorrocks  for  that  of  Lambton  in  the  chorus  : — 

*  **  Though  midnigbt  her  datk  frowning  mantle  is  ipreading^ 
Yet  time  flies  unheeded  where  Baoohus  resides ; 
Fill,  fill  then  your  glasses,  his  power  ne'er  dreading. 

And  drink  to  the  hounds  o'er  which  Lambton  presides. 
Though  toast  after  toast  with  great  glee  has  been  given. 

The  highest  top-sparkling  bumper  decides, 
That  for  stoutness,  pace,  beauty,  on  this  side  of  Heaven, 
Unrivalled  l^e  hounds  o'er  which  Lambton  presides  ! 
Then  drink  to  the  foxhoimds, 
The  high  mettled  foxhounds, 
We'll  drink  to  the  hounds  o'er  which  Lambton  presides. 

"  Let  Uckerby  boast  of  the  feats  of  the  Haby, 

And  Ravenscar  tell  what  the  Hurworth  have  done, 
But  the  wide-spreading  pastures  of  Sadberge  can  swear  to 
The  brushes  our  fleet  pack  of  foxhounds  have  won. 


•  Tune— •*  Weave  a  Qarland." 

nn  % 
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Then  that  Sedgefield,  (mr  etmntrp,  all  oountries  outvies,  sir, 

The  highest  top-sparkling  bumper  decides, 
That  we've  foxes  can  fly,  sir,  or  sinking  must  die,  sir. 

When  pressed  by  the  hounds  o'er  which  Lambton  presides.  • 
Then  drink,  fta 

"  Of  their  heart-bursting '  flys '  let  the  Leicestershire  tell  us. 
Their  plains,  their  ox  fences,  and  that  sort  of  stuff. 
But  gjve  me  a  day  with  the  Sedgefield  brave  fellows, 

Wnen  horses  ne'er  flinch,  nor  men  cry,  hold,  enough. 
Whilst  the  blood  of  old  CaaiAr  our  foxes  can  boast,  sir, 

May  Lambton  their  only  dread  enemy  be, 
And  the  green  waving  vrfains  of  our  oovers  my  toast,  air. 
Oh  t  the  hounds  and  the  blood  of  old  Lambton  for  ma. 
Then  drinkj  &&* 

And  Jonocks  did  drink,  and  did  whoop,  and  did  holloa,  and  did  shout, 
till  he  made  himself  hoarse.  His  spirits,  or  the  brandy  spirits,  seemed  to 
have  fairly  run  away  with  him.  At  length  he  began  to  cool  down  and 
think  of  the  morrow. 

Now  you  and  I'll  have  an  'unt,"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

Squier  Stobbs  *11  gan  te,  ar*s  warn'd,"  observed  Pigg.  '.  " 

Oh,  never  mind  him,"  replied  Jorrocks,  with  a  chuck  of  tbe  c^, 

never  mind  him;  no  sayin'  when  he  may  be  'ome — gone  fiddlin'  out 
with  the  women." 

"  He's  aye  ticklin'  the  lasses'  hocks,"  observed  Figg.  .    . 

"  You  and  I,  at  all  ewents,  will  have  an  'unt,  and  see  if  we  canH  pivy 
that  tormentin'  old  customer.  Never  was  sich  a  fox  in  this  woiid.  Do 
believe  he'll  be  the  death  o'  me,  if  I  don't  finish  him. — Shall  never  get 
through  the  summer,  for  thiokin*  on  'im.  So  now  we'll  start  at  six — or 
call  it  'alf-past  five,  and  see  if  we  can't  do  the  trick  afore  breakfast.  My 
vig  !  if  we  do,  wot  a  blow-out  we'll  have — ^you  shall  have  a  gallon  of  XX, 
and  a  werry  big-bottled  gooseberry- tart  for  your  breakfast." 

"  Ar'd  rayther  have  a  ham-collop,"  replied  Pigg,  replenishing  his  mouth 
with  tobacco. 

**^So  you  shall,"  rejoined  Mr,  Jorrocks ;  **  and  poached  heggs  into  the 
bargain." 

The  other  arrangements  were  soon  made — and  the  brandy  being 
finished,  master  and  man  separated  for  the  night. 
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CHAPTER  LVIII. 


AKOTHEft  LAST  DAT. 


IGG  having 
curled  him- 
self Dp  in  fait 
clothes  on  the 
kitchen-table, 
avoke  witi 
the  first  peep 
of  aay.  Ifa 
was  at  the 
stables  be- 
times, and 
dressed  and 
fed  the  horses 
himself,  iii. 
Jorrocks  iras 
equally  enrly, 
bamg  been 
greatly    tor- 

raented  by  the  old  customer,  who  had  appeared  to  him  in  his  drenms 
in  a  variety  of  ways — now  mni^itig  between  his  legs  and  upsetting  him, 
now  nearly  blinding  bim  with  a  whisk  over  his  eyes  from  his  sandy  brash, 
again,  as  the  chairman  of  a  convivial  meeting  of  foies  who  did  nothing 
but  laugh  and  make  finger  fans  to  their  noses  ot  him,  crying,  "  Ah,  cut 
his  tail  I  Cut  his  toil  1 "  and  mimicking  bis  holloas  and  hunting  noises ; 
nest  sitting  on  a  high  stool,  in  his  own  counting-house,  writing  a  letter 
to  "  Bell's  Life  "  and  the  "  Field,"  declaring  he  was  the  worst  sportsman 
and  greatest  humbug  that  ever  got  upon  a  horse  ;  nuon,  as  a  bull,  with  a 
tremendous  fox's  brush,  charging  him,  as  Gcllarfield's  boll  charged  bim 
on  the  Hardpye  Hill  day,  which  ended  as  uaual  in  our  master  flooring 
Mrs.  Jorrocks,  who  vowed  she  would  appeal  to  Dodson  and  the  court  for 
the  protection  of  injured  ribs.  Altt^ther  Jorrocks  was  sadly  put  ont 
and  was  full  of  envy,  hatred,  malice,  and  sll  uncharitableness  against 
the  old  customer.  Charley  Stobbs,  to  whom  Pigg  bad  sent  word 
by  Betsey,  appearing  just  as  our  master  got  down,  rather  encouraged 
bim  to  hope  for  the  best,  and  sent  him  stumping  to  the  door  in  better 
spirits. 

It  was  a  lovely  morning !     Hild  and  balmy— the  rain  had  ceased,  and 

the  suu  rose  with  undonded  brilliancy,  drawing  forth  the  lately  reluctant 

leaves,  and  opening  the  wihl  flowers  to  its  earliest  rap.     The  drops  bung 

like  diamonds  on  the  boshes,  and  all  nature  seemed  refreshed. 

"  This  be  more  like  the  thing,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  hoisting  himself  into 
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his  saddle  with  a  swag  that  n^iade  old  Arterxerxea  gnint  again ;  "  if  there 
am't  a  scent  this  mornin',  there  am't  no  hallegators ; "  with  which  wise 
observation  he  turned  his  horse  towards  the  kennel. 

"  Turn  'em  all  out,"  said  he  to  Pigg,  adding  aloud  to  himself,  "  We'll 
'ave  a  good  cry  at  all  ewents." 

The  hounds  partook  of  the  general  hilarity.  Out  they  rushed  with 
joyous  cry,  and  set  the  horses  capering  with  their  frolicking. 

The  dry  and  dusty  roads  were  watered — ^the  hedgerows  were  filled  with 
the  green  luxuriance  of  spring,  and  the  golden  poplar  stood  in  bright 
relief  among  the  dark  green  pines  and  yews.  If  a  fox-hunter  can  welcome 
spring,  such  a  day  would  earn  his  adoration.  All  nature  was  alive,  but 
Imrdly  yet  had  man  appeared  to  gpreet  it.  Presently  the  labourers  began 
to  appear  at  their  cottages.  The  undressed  children  popped  about  the 
doors,  eocks  orew  lustily,  the  lambs  gambolled  about  the  ewes,  and  indig- 
nant ganders  flew  at  the  hounds'  and  horses'  heels. 

"  Sink  them  goslin's !  "  said  Pigg,  eymng  a  whole  string  of  them ;. 
"  ar  wish  fox  had  ivery  one  o'  you." 

Our  friends'  frequent  visits  having  made  them  well  acquainted  with  the 
way  to  the  valuable  forest,  they  popped  through  gates  and  gaps,  and 
made  short  cuts  through  fields  and  fan&t»^  that  greatly  reduced  the  dis- 
tance they  travelled  on  the  first  oooation.  After  a  couple  of  hours 
steady  butter  and  eggs  bumping,  they  found  tiiemtelves  on  Saddle- 
combe-hill,  overlooking  an  oak-dad  ravine  that  gradually  lost  itself  in 
the  general  sterility  of  the  wide  forest.  A  slight  change  was  jnst  visible 
on  the  oak-buds ;  the  young  birch  had  got  its  plam-coloured  tinge,  while 
here  and  there  the  spiry  larch  in  verdant  green,  or  the  dark' spruce  or 
darker  fir,  broke  the  massive  heaviness  of  the  forest. 

Jorrocks  pulled  up,  as  well  to  reconnoitre  as  to  see  if  he  could  hit  off 
the  smuggler's  cave,  which  he  had  never  been  able  to  do,  though  he  made 
as  diligent  search  as  the  agitation  of  pursuing  the  old  customer  would 
allow.  He  now  eyed  the  sun-bright  forest  far  and  near,  north,  south, 
east  and  west,  but  identifying  feature  he  saw  none.  It  might  be 
anywhere. 

The  hounds  presently  interrupted  the  reverie,  by  setting  up  the 
most  melodious  cry ;  and  our  master,  awakening  to  a  sense  of  what 
he  had  come  out  for,  proceeded  to  distribute  his  forces  as  he  thought  best 
for  circumventing  the  old  customer. 

"  You  take  the  far  side,  and  cross  by  the  crag,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  to 
^igg  J  **  Charley  will  keep  on  this,  and  ven  I  hears  you  twang  th'  'om, 
I'll  throw  th*  'ounds  into  cover ; "  saying  which,  Mr.  Jorrocks  turned 
short  round,  and  Stobbs  assumed  the  place  that  Pigg  had  just  occupied  in 
the  rear. 


"  Dash  it,  wot  a  momin'  it  is  I  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  turning  up 
his  jolty  face,  beaming  with  exultation  ;  "  wot  a  many  delicious  moments 
one  loses  by  smooterin  i*  bed  ! — dash  my  vig  !  if  I  won't  get  up  at  five 
every  mornin'  as  long  as  I  live  1  Glad  I've  got  on  my  cords  'stead  o'  my 
shags,  for  it's  goin'  to  be  werry  'ot,"  continued  he,  looking  down  on  a 
pair  of  second  or  third-hand .  whites.     **  Yooi  over,  in  there  1 "  to  the 
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hounds,  with  a  waTe  of  hit  bmd,  as  Pigg*s  horn  annoaiieod  he  had  taken 

his  station. 

In  the  hounds  flew,  with  a  ohirp  and  a  iHiimper ;  and  the  crack  of 
Pigg's  whip  on  the  far  side  sounded  like  a  gun  in  the  silence  around. 

**  Yooi,  spread  and  try  for  him,  my  beauties !"  holloaed  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
riding  into  cover  among  the  stunted  underwood. 

The  pack  spread,  and  try  in  all  direotioni — ^now  here,  now  there,  now 
whiffing  with  curious  nose  round  the  hollies,  and  now  trying  up  the 
rides. 

'*  There's  a  touch  of  a  fox,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  himself,  as  Priestess 
put  her  nose  to  the  ground,  and  ran  mute  across  the  road,  lashing  her 
sides  with  her  stern.  A  gentle  whimper  followed,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks 
cheered  her  to  the  echo.  *'  The  warmint's  astir,"  said  he ;  "  that's  jest 
where  we  hit  on  him  last  time."  Now  Priestess  speaks  again  in  fuller 
and  deeper  notes,  and  Ravager  and  Lavender,  and  the  rest  of  the  pack 
rush  to  the  spot.  How  beautifully  they  flourish— eager,  and  yet  none 
will  go  an  inch  without  the  scent. 

'*  Yell  done,  old  'ooman  I  speak  to  him  again  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks, 

delighted  to  hear  the  old  bitch's  tongue ;  **  a  fox  for  a  pund ;  ten  if  you 

like  1 " 

♦  ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

The  pack  have  now  got  together,  and  all  are  busy  on  the  scent.  The 
villain  has  been  astir  early,  and  the  drag  is  rather  weak. 

"Dash  my  vig,  he's  been  here,"  says  Mr.  Jorrocks,  eyeing  some 
feathers  sticking  in  a  bush ;  "  there's  three  and  sixpence  at  least  for  an 
old  fat  'en,"  wondering  whether  he  would  have  to  pay  for  it  or  not. 

The  hounds  strike  forward,  and  getting  upon  a  grassy  ride,  carry  the 
scent  with  a  good  head  for  some  quarter  of  a  mile,  to  ttie  ecstatic  delight 
of  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  bumps  along,  listening  to  their  music,  and  hoping 
it  might  never  cease. 

A  check  I  They've  overrun  the  scent.  "  Hie  back  !  "  cries  Mr  Jorrocks, 
turning  his  horse  round  ;  "  gone  to  the  low  crags  I'll  be  bund — that's  the 
way  he  always  goes ;  I'll  pop  up  'ill,  and  stare  him  out  o'  counte- 
nance, if  he  takes  his  old  line ;"  saying  whidi,  Mr.  Jorrocks  stuck  spurs 
into  Arterxerxes,  and,  amid  the  grunts  of  the  horse  and  the  rumbling  of 
the  loose  stones,  succeeded  in  gaining  the  rising  ground,  while  the 
hounds  worked  along  the  brook  below. 

The  chorus  grows  louder  1  The  rocky  dell  resounds  the  cry  a  hundred 
fold  1  The  tawny  owl,  scared  from  his  ivied  crag,  faces  the  sun  in  a 
Bacchanalian  sort  of  flight;  wood-pigeons  wing  their  timid  way,  the 
magpie  is  on  high,  and  the  jay  s  grating  screech  adds  wildness  to 
the  scene.  What  a  crash !  Warm  in  the  woody  dell,  half-circled  by 
the  windini;  brook,  where  rising  hills  ward  off  the  wintry  winds,  the 
old  customer  had  curled  himself  up  to  sleep,  till  evening's  dusk  invited 
him  back  to  the  hen-roost.  That  outburst  of  melody  proclaims  that  he 
is  unkennelled  before  the  pack ! 

Mr.  Jorrocks,  having  gained  his  point,  places  himself  behind  a  gnarled 
and  knotted  ivy-covered  mountain  ash,  whose  hollow  trunk  tells  of 
ages  long  gone  by,  through  a  hole  in  which  he  commands  a  view  of  the 
grass  ride  towards  the  rising  ground,  upon  which  the  "  old  customer  " 
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generally  wends  his  way.  There,  as  Mr.  Jorrocks  sat,  with  anxious  eyes 
and  ears,  deyouring  the  rich  melody,  he  sees  what,  at  first  sight,  looked 
like  a  hare  coming  up  at  a  stealthy,  stopping,  listening  sort  of  pace  ;  but 
a  second  glance  shows  that  it  is  a  fox — and  not  only  a  fox,  but  his 
identical  old  friend,  who  has  led  him  so  many  dances,  and  whose  lightening 
fur  tells  of  many  seasons'  wickedness. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  can  hardly  contain  himself,  and  but  for  his  old  expedient 
of  counting  twenty,  would  infallibly  have  halloaed. 

The  fox  comes  close  up,  but  is  so  busy  with  his  own  affairs,  that  he 
has  not  time  to  look  about ;  and  before  Mr.  Jorrocks  has  counted  nine, 
the  fox  has  made  a  calculation  that  the  hounds  are  too  near  for  him  to 
break,  so  he  just  turns  short  into  the  wood  before  they  get  a  view.  Up 
they  come,  frantic  for  blood,  and  dash  into  the  field,  in  spite  of 
Mr.  Jorrocks's  efforts  to  turn  them,  who,  hat  in  hand,  sweeps  towards  the 
line  the  fox  has  taken.  A  momentary  check  ensues,  and  the  hounds 
return  as  if  ashamed  of  their  obstinacy.  Now  they  are  on  him  again,  and 
Mr.  Jorrocks  thrusts  his  hat  upon  his  brow,  runs  the  fox's  tooth  of  his 
hat-string  through  the  button-hole  of  his  roomy  coat,  gathers  up  his 
reins,  and  bustles  away  outside  the  cover,  in  a  &tate  of  the  utmost  excite- 
ment— half  frantic,  in  fact !  There  is  a' tremendous  scent,  and  Reynard 
is  puzzled  whether  to  fly  or  stay.  lie  tries  the  opposite  side,  but  Pigg, 
who  is  planted  on  a  hill,  heads  him,  and  he  is  beat  off  his  line. 

The  hounds  gain  upon  him,  and  there  is  nothing  left  but  a  bold  venture 
up  the  middle,  so,  taking  the  bed  of  the  brook,  he  endeavours  to  baflie 
his  followers  by  the  water.  Now  they  splash  after  him,  the  echoing 
banks  and  yew-studded  cliffs  resounding  to  their  cry.  The  dell  narrows 
towards  the  west,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  rides  forward  to  view  him  away.  A 
countryman  yoking  his  plough  is  before  him,  and  with  hat  high  in  air, 
"Talliho's"  till  he's  hoarse.  Pigg's  horn  on  one  side,  and  Jorrocks's 
on  the  other,  get  the  hounds  out  in  a  crack  ;  the  countryman  mounts  one 
of  his  carters,  the  other  runs  away  with  the  plough,  and  the  three  sports- 
men are  as  near  mad  as  anything  can  possibly  be.  It's  ding,  dong,  hey 
away  pop  with  them  all  I 

The  fallows  carry  a  little,  but  there's  a  rare  scent,  and  for  two  miles  of 
ill-enclosed  land  Reynard  is  scarcely  a  field  before  the  hounds.  Now 
Pigg  views  him  I  Now  Jorrocks  !  Now  Charley  1  Now  Pigg  again  ! 
Thirty  couple  of  hounds  lengthen  as  they  go,  but  there  is  no  Pomponius 
Eg)  to  tell.  The  fox  falls  back  at  a  wall,  and  the  hounds  are  in  the 
fame  field.  He  tries  again — now  he's  over  1  The  hounds  follow,  and 
dash  forward,  but  the  fox  has  turned  short  up  the  inside  of  the  wall,  and 
gains  a  momentary  respite.  Now  they  are  on  him  again  I  They  view 
him  through  the  gateway  beyond :  he  rolls  as  he  goes !  Another 
moment,  and  they  pull  him  down  in  the  middle  of  a  large  grass  field ! 

"  Hooray  !  Hoorof!  Hooray!  "  exclaims  Mr.  Jorrocks,  rolling  off  his 
horse,  and  diving  into  the  middle  of  the  pack,  and  snatching  the  fox, 
which  old  Thunderer  resents  by  seizing  him  behind,  and  tearing  his  white 
cords  half-way  down  his  legs.  '^Hooray!**  repeats  he,  kicking  out 
behind,  and  holding  the  fox  over  his  head,  his  linen  flying  out,  and  his 
enthusiastic  old  face  all  beaming  with  joy. 

"  Oh,  dear  I  oh,  dear  I  "  exckims  he,  dancing  about  with  it  over  his 
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head,  "  if  ever  there  was  a  warmint  properly  dusted  it's  yon,"  locddDg  the 
Tos  full  in  the  face;  "yoa've  been  a  tuely  coitomer  to  me,  duhny 
vig  if  youham't;"  am  thereapou  Mr.  Jorroeks  reanmed  hii  eapera, 
sii^g, 

"  UiiriT>ll«d  the  '<iaii(U  o'er  nhSch  Jorrpck*  pntidM .' 
Then  drink  to  tha  fbi-'oundi, 
Tbe  'i^-mettled  foi-'oQQili. 
W«11  drink  to  tha  'ounda  o'er  whieh  Jorrocfci  prwida." 

"  Sink  ar's  left  mar  Jack-a-legs  flhint,"  says  Bgg,  wanting  to  cat  off 
the  fox's  bnub.     "  Haa  ony  on  ye  getten  a  knife  P  " 

The  cart-horsed  countryman  has  one,  and  Jorroeks  holds  the  fox, 
while  Pigg  performs  the  last  rites  of  the  chase. 

TVith  nhoops  and  holloas  Jorroeks  throws  the  carcau  high  in  air, 
nhieh,  falling  smoDg  the  baying  pack,  is  torn  to  pieces  in  a  minute. 

Joy,  delightful  joy,  is  theirs,  clouded  by  but  one  reflection — that  that 
ua»  the  last  day  of  the  season. 

They  re-enter  Handley  Cross  by  half-past  nine,  and  at  ten  sit  dovn 
to  breakfast,  Figg  getting  such  a  tuek-out  as  he  hadn't  had  gince  he  left 
Ills  "coosin  Deavilboger's." 


CHAPTER  LIX. 


ANOTHER   SPD&TINO   LECTOB. 


'IB.  JOBBOCKS  now  began  sort- 
ing and  righting  his  hunting 
clothes,  seeing  what  boots  and 
things  would  patch  and  come 
out  agRin,  and  what  might  be 
condemned  as  no  use  keeping. 
Among  the  condemned  were 
the  memorable  old  customer 
whites,  which,  independently 
of  the  tear  they  got  on  that 
day,  were  in  a  somewhat  perish- 
ing state  from  their  over  fre- 
quent visits  to  the  washing  tub. 
i'wo  pair  of  shags  he  thought 
would  do  again,  and  he  would 
gire  a  pair  of  old  moleskins  the 
benefit  of  a  doubt.  One  pair 
of  boots — the  Pinch-me-near- 
Poreat  ones — were  a  good  deal 
gone  at  the  toe,  but  he  ironld 
consult  Welts  the  cobbler  be- 
fore he  cast  them.  Then  as  he 
sat  in  judgment  on  his  coots, 
folding  up  No.  1  with  the  care 
espect  due  to  the  best  one,  regarding  No.  2  as  werry  good  when  not 
a  better,  and  saying  that  No.  3  would  do  "  nerry  well  for  a  wet 
'  Betsey  came  to  say  that  some  gents,  wanted  to  see  him. 
It  was  a  deputation  from  the  Handley  Cross  Infinnaty,  come  to  ask 
him  to  give  a  sporting  lecture  in  aid  of  their  funds,  which,  as  usual,  were 
rery  low. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  hesitated  at  first,  for  he  wanted  to  ease  the  steam  of  his 
hunting  enthusiasm  down  to  business-like  pitc^  before  he  returned  to 
Great  Coram  Street  and  the  City.  However,  as  they  were  very  pressing, 
and  flattered  him  agreeably,  he  at  length  consented,  and  the  lecture  was 
duly  announced,  as  well  by  placards  and  hand-bills  as  by  sending  the  bell- 
man about.  Our  Master  resuBcitated  his  "Beckford"  for  inspiration, 
thinking  to  dwell  on  the  delights  of  the  chase.  The  Inlirmsry  scheme 
answered,  and  tickets  were  in  great  demand,  many  parties  coming  up  from 
the  country  to  hear  our  worthy  Master  hold  forth. 
Precisely  at  eight  o'clock,  on  the  appointed  night,  Mr.  Jorrocks  entered 


day; 
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the  lecture-room  (the  long  room  of  the  Dragon)  by  the  president's  door, 
and  ascended  the  raised  platform  immediately  on  the  left.  He  was  dressed 
in  the  full  evening  costume  of  the  hunt — sky-blue  coat,  lined  with  pink 
silk,  canary-coloured  shorts,  white  waistcoat,  aud  white  silk  stockings,  and 
looked  uncommonly  spruce — ^his  pumps  shone  with  French  polish.  Several 
members  of  the  hunt,  some  in  morning  dress,  others  in  evening,  followed ; 
and  James  Pigg  and  Benjamin,  in  scarlet  coats,  black  caps,  and  top4>oots, 
brought  up  the  rear.  The  room  at  this  time  was  as  full  as  it  could  possibly 
hold,  not  less  than  three  hundred  and  fifty  persons  being  assembled ; 
among  whom,  of  course,  **  we  observed*'  several  elegantly  dressed  females. 
Mrs.  Jorrocks,  we  are  sorry  to  say,  had  the  tooth-ache,  and  could  not 
come ;  neither  were  Belinda  nor  Mr.  Stobbs  there,  it  being  supposed  they 
were  availing  themselves  of  Mrs.  Jorrocks'  indisposition.  Immediately  as 
Mr.  Jorrocks  entered,  the  whole  company  rose  and  greeted  our  hero  with 
a  volley  of  most  enthusiastic  cheers,  which  continued  for  some  minutes, 
and  appeared  greatly  to  affect  the  worthy  gentleman,  who  stood  bowing 
and  grinning  like  a  Chinese  monster  on  a  mantel-piece.  Silence  being  at 
length  obtained,  and  all  the  attendants  having  settled  themselves  into 
their  places  on  the  platform,  and  the  company  having  resumed  their  seats, 
he  advanced  to  the  front,  and  spoke  as  follows : — 

"  Beloved  'earers,  behold  your  old  frind  John  (cheers).  John !  old  in 
years,  but  young  in  mind  and  body,  and  dewoted — oh  devoted,  to  the 
noble  cause  of  'unting.  Oh,  my  beloved  'earers  I  I  repeats,  for  the 
'underd  and  fifty-fust  time,  that  'unting  is  the  sport  of  kings,  the  image 
of  war  without  its  guilt,  and  only  five-and-twenty  per  cent,  of  its  danger 
(cheers).  Do  not  think  I  say  so  for  the  sake  of  gainin'  your  most  sweet 
applause,  for,  believe  me  werry  sincere  when  I  declare  I'd  rayther  'ear  the 
cry  of  'ounds,  or  even  the  lowest  whimper  whatever  owned  the  scenl» 
than  have  all  the  cheerin*  your  woices  can  bestow  (laughter,  with  slight 
hissing). 

"  Great  'eavens  !  "  continued  Mr.  Jorrocks,  with  up-turned  eyes,  "wot 
a  many  things  are  wantin'  to  'unt  a  country  plisantly — things  that  would 
never  enter  the  'ead  of  a  sailor  I 

"First  and  foremost,  there  should  be  the  means  o'  praise — all 
labour's  lost  if  the  world's  not  well  told.  The  finest  runs  are  lost,  the 
largest  leaps  over-looked,  the  'ardest  falls  forgot,  if  an  efficient  reccMrd'a 
not  preserved.  Every  'unt  should  have  its  trumpeter  as  well,  as  its 
'untsman — some  nice  easy-writin'  cove  to  exhibit  its  bright  pints; 
butterin'  without  bedaubin' — praisin'  without  besmearin' — ^jest  as  a 
barber  boils  a  customer  arter  a  sixpenny  clip.  Oh,  gen'lemen, 
gen'lemen,"  continued  our  Master,  "  I've  been  sufferin'  severely  from  the 
effects  o'  clumsy  soapin'  (cheers  and  laughter) — hawkward  hoilin'— bavin' 
things  told  that  I  wanted  kept  snug,  and  havin'  things  kept  snug  that  I 
wanted  told.  Gen'lemen,  take  my  adwice,  and  never  employ  a  reg'lar 
butterer.  Do  it  yourselves,  or  get  a  kind  frind  wot  knows  your  Ukin'a ' 
and  weak  pints  to  do  it. 

•*  But  enough  of  that — p'raps  too  much— let's  to  the  business  of  the 
evenin'. 

"  Gren'lemen,  this  is  the  werry  age  of  balderdash  and  'umbug — ^balder- 
dash the  grossest,  and  'umbug  the  greatest,  that  the  most  imaginative  eye 
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of  the  liveliest  intellect  can  possibly  conceive  (applause).  There  was  a 
poet,  I  think  his  name  was  Brown, — John  Brown,  who  said, 

'We  thiDk  our  fathen  fools,  so  wise  we  grow, 
Oar  wiser  sons  no  doubt  will  think  us  bo.' 

And  well  they  may,  for  we  do  our  best  to  merit  the  opinion.  See  'ow  we 
treat  'unting!  Dear,  delightful  *unting,  the  werry  mention  of  whose 
name  kivers  me  with  the  creeps,  and  thriUs  me  all  over  with  joy.  We 
must  now  'unt  by  book,  forsooth :  fox  and  'ounds  must  be  alike  under 
our  subjection,  and  if  they  don't  do  jest  wot  is  laid  down  in  print,  reynard 
is  all  wrong,  and  the  *ounda  good  for  nothin'  (cheers).  Ob,  my  vig !  to 
think  I  should  ever  live  to  see  a  fox  'unted  on  mathematical  principles 
(cheers) ;  to  see  the  problem  '  vich  vay  has  he  gone  ? '  worked  without 
the  aid  of  'ounds  I 

But  gently,  old  buoy,  gently,"  continued  he,  in  a  more  subdued  tone, 
your  wehimence  has  got  the  bit  between  its  teeth,  and  with  borin*  'ead 
is  runnin'  clean  away  with  you — steady  ihere^  steady.  Now,  my  beloved 
'carers,  I've  brought  you  here  to  tell  you  all  about  the  chass — to  teach 
you  to  enjoy  that  sport,  , 

'For  the  weak  too  strong, 
Too  costly  for  the  poor.' 

Aye,  too  costly  for  the  poor,  and  more's  the  pity  that  it  is  too  costly,  for 
there  is  more  real  genuine  fox-'untitiveness,  more  of  the  innate  genuine 
hardour  and  dewoted  affection  for  the  chass  in  the  poor  man  wot  sacrifices 
a  3ay's  pay  for  the  sake  of  a  'unt,  than  in  all  your  wauntin'  cover-canterin* 
swells  wot  ride  forty  miles  to  the  meet  for  the  sake  of  the  boast,  and  the 
plisure  o'  ridin'  forty  miles  back.  But  that's  beside  the  question,  or 
another  pair  of  shoes,  as  we  say  in  France.  The  chass ! — the  chass !  or 
the  noble  science,  as  the  swells  now  call  it,  is  to  be  the  subject  of  my 
discourse ;  but  oh,  my  beloved  'carers ;  it's  werry  'ard  to  turn  one's 
'tention  to  things  that  are  fit  to  brik  one's  'cart  to  think  on — ^werry  'ard 
indeed.  There  was  a  man  wrote  a  book,  and,  among  other  intelligent 
things  he  put  in,  was  an  obserwation  that  one  cannot  do  an  act  not  in 
itself  morally  evil  for  the  last  time  without  feelin's  of  regret ;  and  if  that 
be  true  with  regard  to  indifferent  things,  'ow  much  more  tellin'  must 
it  be  when  applied  to  what  may  be  called  the  liver  and  bacon  of  one's 
existence  I  To  that  noblest,  sublimest,  grandest,  best  of  all  sports,  the 
gallant,  cheerin',  soul-stirrin'  chass  "  (cheers).  Mr.  Jorrocks  paused  for 
some  seconds,  as  if  overcome  by  his  feelings. 

At  length  he  resumed :  "  Here,"  said  he,  "  we  have  closed  a  most 
beautiful  season.  Though  I  says  it  who  should  not,  never  did  a  pack  give 
more  universal  satisfaction  than  mine,-^satisfaction  the  most  boundless,  and 
gratification  the  most  complete.  No  'ounds  in  England  can  'old  a  candle  to 
mine  for  the  sport  they've  shown.  Summer  is  now  drawin'  on,  at  least  it 
did  ought  to  do,  if  it  is  a  comiu'  at  all,  leavin'  us  along  season  of  repose  to 
contemplate  the  past,  and  spekilate  on  the  futor' — that  uncertain  futur*  to 
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which  we  all  lookforward  with  such  presumptuous  certai^ty.  Oh,  my  beloved 
'earers,  summer  is  a  dreadful  season.  Whoever  talked  o*  the  winter  of 
our  discontent,  talked  like  an  insane  man,  and  no  sportsman.  Summer 
is  the  season  of  our  misery  1*  Long  days,  short  nights,  and  nankeen 
shorts.  Contemptible  wear  I — but  oh  1  genl'men,  genl'men,  top-boots 
delight  me  not  now,  drab  shags  nouther.  Wot  a  change  is  comin'  o'er  the 
spirit  of  our  dream !  I  knows  no  more  melancholic  ceremony  than  takin' 
the  string  out  of  one's  'at  at  the  end  of  a  season,  foldin'  hup  and  puttia' 
away  the  old  red  rag — a  rag  unlike  aU  other  rags,  the  dearer  and 
more  waluable  the  older  and  more  worthless  it  becomes.  Every  rent,  every 
stain,  every  patch,  every  dam,  has  its,  story  and  'sociation.  The  large 
black  patch  all  down  the  right  side  was  got  in  Swallerton  Bog,  which  I 
charged  like  a  troop  of  'oss,  jest  as  the  darlin's  were  viewin'  the  warmint, 
and  I  thought  to  pick  him  hup  on  the  far  side.  Crikey,  vot  a  flounder  I 
had ! — old  Arterxerxes  bogged  up  to  the  werry  tail,  plungin',  and  heavin', 
and  groanin',  and  snortin',  and  sweatin',  with  every  appearance  of  being 
'stabUshed  for  life.  Oh,  my  beloved  'carers,  a  bog  is  a  werry  rum  thing 
to  get  into,  and  is  so  werry  enticin'  withal,  that  I  don't  wonder  at  people 
bein'  cotched.  Quiet,  sly,  soft,  green,  omelette-soufflde-lookin'  things,  so 
stuffed  with  currants  as  to  be  perfectly  black  below,  and  as  holdin'  as  a 
stick-jaw  puddin'  at  a  charity  school.  I  doesn't  mean  to  detract  from  the 
merits  of  other  bogs,  but  that  Swallerton  Bog,  i'  my  mind,  is  the  biggest 
bog  whatever  was  seen,  and  as  'ospitable  as  man  can  desire,  for  once  in, 
it  is  in  no  hurry  to  part  with  you  again. 

''Then  the  great  double  stitched  rent  right  across  the  back!  'Ow 
well  I  remembers  doin'  o'  that  1  We  were  goin'  like  beans  over  Harroway 
Fleets,  with  sich  a  crack  scent  as  only  comes  twice  a  year.  I  viewed  a  fox 
or  a  dog,  I  couldn't  say  whether,  risin'  the  'ill  by  Hookem-Snivey  Church; 
and  wot  with  keepin'  my  eye  on  him,  and  gallopin'  like  blazes,  I  never 
saw  a  bulfinch  that  Arterxerxes  was  preparin'  himself  for  on  the  sly  until 
it  was  too  late,  and  he  charged  a  thing  so  big  and  so  black,  that  if  a 
lanthorn  had  been  'eld  on  the  far  side  you  couldn't  have  seen  it ;  well, 
I  say,  he  charged  it  with  such  wicked  wigour  and  determination,  that  he 
left  me  stickin'  like  a  sweet  little  cherub  aloft  right  atween  two  strong 
'olders,  one  of  which  had  to  be  sawn  off  afore  ever  I  could  get  out ;  and 
when  I  did,  I  found  I  had  lost  one  coat-lap,  and  the  other  was  'angin'  by 
a  mere  thread  (laughter  and  applause).  Delightful  recollection !  Shall 
I  ever  forget  the  joy  I  experienced,  as,  stickin'  tight  in  the  'edge,  I  saw 
the  darlin's  take  up  the  line  on  which  I  viewed  the  warmint  travellin'  ? 
A  delicate  compliment  to  the  brightness  of  my  wision  I  Oh,  never  1  My 
too  sensible  'cart  sickens  at  the  thought  that  the  joy  of  life  is  over  for  a 
season.  Oh,  the  long  summer  months  that  are  about  to  succeed  are  truly 
appallin'  to  the  'eart  of  a  sportsman !  True,  each  season  brings  its 
hoccupation,  but  if  that  hoccupation  is  no  enjojment,  wot  matter  does 
it  make  there  bein'  such  a  thing  ?  Oh,"  groaned  the  worthy  lecturer, 
"  but  we  are  enterin'  upon  a  most  melancholic,  sea-kaleish,  buy-a-moas- 
roae  season.  *0w  we  are  ever  to  get  through  it,  I'm  sure  I  don't  know. 
I'm  thankful  'owever  to  think  that  I  pivied  the  old  customer.  Blow  me 
tight  if  I  'adn't  pivied  the  old  customer,  I  really  believe  the  old  customer 
would  ha'  pivied  me.    Never  suffered  so  much  from  a  fbx  i'  my  lif^t ,  He 
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'aunted  me  day  and  nigfat.  Seemed  as  if  he  was  'pointed  to  revenge  the 
wrongs  of  all  the  foxes  i'  the  world.  Certainly  he  was  a  saucy  sinner — 
a  werry  saucy  sinner — ^wakin'  and  sleepin',  he  was  always  at  me.  'Owsom- 
ever  he's  settled."  Mr.  Jorrocks  again  made  a  long  pause,  and  appeared 
lost  in  thought. 

At  length  he  resumed. 

"  Ghteat  Coram  is  a  lovely  street,"  said  he  "  the  trees  within  the  rails, 
and  the  wines  within  the  areas,  flourish  and  expand  with  all  the  wigoor  of 
foliage  and  wegetable  life  in  the  purest  and  most  salubrisome  spots.  But 
sweeter,  dearer  far  is  the  wild  bleak  heath, 

'  Whaee  man  has  ne'er  or  zmrely  trod/ 

with  a  good  strong  'olding  goss-cover,  lyin'  on  a  gentle  slope,  eatchin'  the 
rays  of  a  mid-day  sun,  out  of  which  one  may  reasonably  calkilate  upon 
findin'  old  reynard  at  home  any  hour  of  the  day.  But  I  can't  pursue  the 
subject.  It  is  too  much  for  me — painful  to  a  degree.  Pigg,  get  me 
some  brandy-and-water — strong  without — for  I  feels  all  over  tremlnilation 
and  fear,  like  a  maid  that  thinks  she's  not  a  goin'  to  be  married." 

Mr.  Jorrocks  retired  to  the  bade  of  the  platform,  and  Pigg  presently 
brought  him  a  stiff  tumbler  of  brandy-and-water,  whidi  considerably 
revived  our  old  friend,  but  still  he  did  not  feel  quite  equal  to  the  resump- 
tion of  his  lecture.  He  therefore  announced  that  his  Pigg  would  favour 
tKe  company  with  one  of  his  national  melodies,  after  which  he  had  no 
doubt  he  should  be  able  to  g6  on,  and  Pigg>  after  a  few  minutes  confab 
with  his  Master,  who  wanted  him  to  sing, 

*'  UnriTalled  the  'ounds  o*er  which  Jorrocks  presides  ! " 

advanced  to  the  front  of  the  platform,  and  with  a  bob  of  his  head 
and  a  kick  of  his  heel,  said,  "  Gen'l'men,  wor  'aid  Maister's  gettin' 
the  gripes,  and  ar's  gannin'  to  sing  ye  a  sang  till  he  gets  better." 
So  saying  James  rubbed  his  slee?e  across  liis  nose,  and  turned  his  quid  in 
his  mouth.  "  Now,"  continued  he,  "  what  ar'll  sing  ye  'ill  be  yen  o'  the 
bonniest  sangs  that  iver  was  sung,  arle  aboot  ard  Squier  Lambton  and  his 
h'unds,  and  a  grand  hunt  that  they  had  fre  Pox-hill,  afore  mast  o'  ye 
were  bom ;  and  when  ar  stamps  wi'  my  foot,  ye  mun  all  join  chorus."  So 
saying  our  huntsman  struck  up  with  the  following,  which  we  give,  like 
the  former,  as  it  wus  written,  and  not  as  Pigg  sung  it : — 

Descend  ye  chaste  Nine,  itrike  the  chord  70a  love  best, 
IWe  a  theme  that  will  put  your  high  notes  to  the  test ; 
I've  a  chase  to  describe  that  assuredly  will 
Rouse  the  dead  from  their  graves  with  huzzas  for  Fox  HilL 

BallaxAmona  ora 

The  hounds  of  Ralph  Lambton  for  me. 

We  must  ever  remember  the  glorious  day 
When  to  hoog  Newton  Village  we  rattled  sway, 
Each  hoimd  seem'd  that  jnoming  instinctive  to  know. 
That  the  Long  Kewton  Country  would  give  them  a  go— 
Ballanamona,  &c. 
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Burn  Wood  was  di«wn  bUak-^wo  wired  Boi  m  mn^-^ 
Though  we  ell  thougbl  it  emert  hellieh  itrong  of  a  trap. 
For  we  knew  that  a  raOjing  pomt'we  eonld  make. 
Where  a  thero*  fafed  Son  of  (Md  Onear  mnet  break. 
Bal2eiuanosa»  Ae. 


Searoe  the  pack  oradL'd  the  fonen,  ai^j  the  Bogue  Btole» 
How  high  beat  eaqh  hearty  how  transported  each  soul  1 
Every  hoirnd  in  his  place,  and  to  give  them  their  due, 
Over  Newbiggin  pastures  like  pigeons  they  flew. 
Ballnnamona,  fta 

By  Sadberge  and  Stainton  he  now  beat  his  way. 
Old  Elstob  affording  no  shelter  this  day. 
Little  Stainton  he  gained — ^but  durst  noi  look  back 
So  close  at  his  brush  lay  this  brilliant  pack  I 
Ballanamona,  &c. 

Next  pointing  to  Whitton  by  Stillington  Mill, 
One  or  two  boasted  dippers  were  hin  to  stand  still. 
But  remember,  my  boys,  with  a  Lone  Newton  Fox 
It  won't  do  to  Jlam  when  y're  up  to  uie  hock&    . 
Ballanamona,  &c. 

0*er  the  £uned  Seaton  Hills  with  what  vigeur  he  flew ! 
Determin'd  to  prove  himself  there*  ^rue  bfue, 
Stems  down,  bristles  up — ^'twould  have  done  your  heart  good 
To.  have  seen  the  Dog  Pack  running  frantic  for  Blood  I 
Ballanamona,  &c. 

By  Fulthorp  and  Orindon  we  rattled  like  smoke, 
The  hounds  gaining  on  him  at  every  stroke ! 
Disdaining  Thorp  Wood  Bhottl4  his  destiny  mark 
Dropp'd  his  brush  and  died  varmint  in  Wynyard  Park, 
Ballanamona,  &c. 

Fill,  fill  ye  brave  spirits  that  rode  in  the  run, 
May  the  pack  add  fresh  laurels  to  those  they  have  won  ; 
At  my  toast — ^how  each  bosom  with  ecstacy  bounds. 
Long  life  to  Ralph  Lambton  !  !  success  to  his  hounds  !  ! ! 

When  the  enthusiastic  applause,  produced  by  the  foregoing,  had 
subsided,  there  was  a  general  call  for  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  advancing  to  the 
front  of  the  platform  thus  addressed  the  company : — 

"  Beloved  *earers,  you  must  'acuse  my  pursuin'  the  subject  o'  the  cbass 
— ^it's  too  much  for  my  feelin's.  I  meant  to  have  enlightened  you  on  the 
management  of  'osses  and  'ounds  at  'ome  and  in  the  field,  glanced  at 
the  'ard  meat  and  the  'ard  woric  ^sterns,  and  taken  a  wide  range  o'er  the 
realms  of  sportin'  generally,  but,  somehow  or  ot^er,  I  feels  unequal  to  the 
task, — the  excitement  is  too  much  for  me.  I  feels  as  though  my  stomach 
was  a  biler,  a  throwin'  red-'ot  words  up  into  my  mouth.  With  your  per- 
mission, therefore,  we'll  drop  the  subject  till  the  arrival  of  the  next  'unting 
season,  when  I  will  finish  wot  I've  left  unsung,  as  the  tom-cat  said  when 
the  brick-bat  cut  short  his  serenade.    (Langhter  and  applause.) 

"  Let  us  turn  to  matters  more  seasonable,  thoagh  lees  pUsant,  and  tx>n- 
sider  the  sumnwr  department  of  our  lifves.    We  <vst  now  about  to 
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disperse,  some  to  the  north,  some  to  the  south,  son^e  to  the  heast,  and 
some  to  the  west.    Many  on  you,  I  makes  no  doubt,  will  think  it  neces- 
sary to  go  to  town,  though  I  cannot  but  say  that  you  are  great  fools  for 
your  pains.     There  are  more  people  punish  themselves  annually  once 
a-year,  by  goin'  to  London,  than  the  unthinkin'  portion  of  the  community 
would  credit.     If  a  man  has  plenty  of  blunt,  it's  all  werry  well.     London 
is  an  undeniable  place  for  gettin'  rid  of  it  in.    Frinds  abound  there  for 
rich  men.    The  kindest,  the  accommodatingest  frinds,  wot  will  do  any- 
thing to  serve  you  as  long  as  your  money  lasts.     To  London  let  the  rich 
man  go.     Whatever  is  gay,  or  grand,  or  expensive,  will  be  his ;  he  will 
mount  his  thorough-bred,  with  a  bang-tail  down  to  the  'ocks,  put  his 
grum  on  another,  in  a  dark  frock-coat,  leather-breeches,  and  a  belt  round 
his  waist,  to  strap  on  his  master  in  case  he  tumbles  off;  they  will  hamhle 
down  Bond  Street  and  hup  Begent  Street, '  prowokin*  the  caper  wot  they 
seem  to  chide' — master  pretendin'  to  be  short-sighted,  with  a  quizzin'- 
glass  stuck  in  his  eye."    Here  Mr.  Jorrocks  put  a  half-crown  piece  over 
his,  and  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  proceeded  amidst  universal 
laughter  and  applause, — **  Meets  an  acquaintance.     '  'Ow  do  ?  '    *  Been 
long  i'  town?*    'When  do  you  leave?*    For  gen'lemen,**  continued 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  '^  I'll  lay  a  guinea  *at  to  a  gooseberry,  when  two  men  meet 
with  little  to  say,  that  that  is  the  conversation  wot  passes.     Six  o'clock 
comes  and  he*8  in  the  Park.    Wot  a  crowd  about  the  gate  !  It's  to  see 
Wictoria  pass.     Carriage  and  four — out-riders — equerring  dust-catching 
— Wictoria  smilin' — Prince  Halbert  ditto,  and  touchin'  his  'at  to  the 
cheerers — tchisk,  and  they  are  out  o'  sight.     Carriages  break  hup  and 
scatter  over  the  Park.    The  band  plays  at  the  gardens — up  our  rich  man 
canters,  without  knowin'  why  he  breaks  from  a  walk,  throws  the  rein  to 
his  grum,  and  lounges  in  to  lisp  to  the  ladies.     '  Oh !  'pon  honour — 
exquisite — delightful  band — Second    Life   Guards — Star  and  Garter — 
Crown  and  Sceptre — Charmin'  weather — Looks  like  rain — 'Ow's  your 

mother  ?  Sister  better  ! — So,  Lady *s  eloped  at  last.'     Back  then  he 

goes  by  the  Serpentine.  Kid  gloves  are  kissed  to  him,  feathers  nod, 
eyes  ogle,  and  Johns  and  Jehus  touched  their  laced-daubed  'ats.  Now  he 
reins  hup  at  the  foot  of  the  Achilles,  and,  as  the  late  accomplished 
Mr.  Truefit,  the  Harcadian  'air-dresser,  or  some  other  talented  gen'lman 

SUDg — 

'  Pride  in  his  look,  defiance  in  his  eye, 
He  sees  the  lords  o'  'uman  life  pass  by. 

Dinner  time  comes,  and  Lord  Cut  and  Shuffle  has  the  rich  man  on  the 
box  of  his  drag — four  spankin*  bays,  tigers  be'ind,  frinds  on  the  roof, 
gals  inside.  Away  they  bowl  to  Greenwich — best  room,  dinner  two 
guineas  a-*ead,  iced  fizzey — fish  of  all  sorts — ^Yarrell  done  up  in  dishes — 
every  sort  but  the  one  you  went  down  for — should  have  ten  stomachs 
'stead  of  one — back  at  eleven.  Hopera — ^Time  for  ballet — squizzin*- 
glass — gauze  petticoats— -or  hup  Windmill-street  to  the  sparklin'  French 
Casino,  or  down  heast  to  the  British  'bomination  of  a  dingy  underground 
kidney-shop.  These  at  length  bein*  swept  out  and  closed,  away  they 
go  to  some  sham  billiard  room  of  a  fortified  gambling  'ouse,  with  scouts 
on  the  watch,  where  they  have  some  cureasore  to  digest  the  kidney — 
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ieed  dmmpagne  to  tamet  the  ewnamno  lobster  salad  to  keep  the  iced 
champafpie  companj.  Then  lounge  into  the  gamblin'  apartment — ^large 
round  table — stroBg  lif^  Man  with  a  green  shade  orer  his  ejes  and  a 
hoe  in  his  hand !  Old  rakes  all  ronnd  him.  Fathers  sittin'  hopposite 
aons^ — ^the  famine  of  play  ragin' — then  sudden  noise— dean  8weep----dowii 
the  pipe— msh  o'  poUis — seize  the  party — away  to  the  look-up— in  wi* 
false  names — hup  i'  the  momin*-^-diseharged  for  want  o'  gamblin'-toel 
hevidence,  and  all  that  sort  o'  gammon.  All  this  may  be  eaUed 
pH^r,  kc.,  but  some'ow  it  never  lasts.  It's  the  pace  that  kills  the 
finances  as  well  as  the  fox.  It's  all  nonsense  men  spendin*  wots  to  keep 
them  a  lifetime  in  a  sing^  night's  lark  (applanse).  Ax  any  old  member 
o'  Crocky's  if  it  is'nt. 

"  London'* a  grand  place,  to  be  mre,"  continued  the  worthy  lecturer; 
"  but  ohy  my  beloved  'earers,  there  is  no  misery  like  that  of  solitude  in  a 
crowd,  or  inoonwenienoe  like  that  of  livin'  with  men  without  being  able 
to  afford  to  partake  o'  their  plissurs.  London's  the  rich  man's  paradise, 
the  poor  man's  puggatory  ?  yet  how  many  fools,  who  can  ill  afford  it, 
think  it  necessary  to  make  a  hannual  pilgrimage  once  a-year  to  the  shrine 
of  her  monstrosity.  Hup  they  come,  leavin'  their  quiet  country  'omes 
just  as  their  sparrowgrass  is  ready  for  heatin',  and  their  roses  begin  to 
blow — neglecdn'  their  farms — maybe  their  families — ^leavin'  bulls  to  bail 
themselves,  cattle  to  get  out  of  the  pound,  and  wagrants  into  the  stocks, 
as  they  can ;  hup,  I  say,  they  come  to  town,  to  get  stuck  in  garrets  at 
inns  with  the  use  of  filthy,  cigar-smokin',  spitty,  sandy-floored,  saw-dusty 
coffee-rooms,  a  'underd  and  seventy-five  steps  below,  at  a  price  that's 
perfectly  appalin'.  Yot  misery  is  theirs  I  Down  they  come  or  a  momin,' 
arter  a  restless,  tumblin',  heated,  noisy  night,  to  the  day  den  of  the 
establishment,  with  little  happetite  for  breakfast,  but  feelin'  the  necessity 
of  havin'  some  in  order  to  kQl  time.  A  greasy-collared,  jerkin',  lank- 
'aired  waiter,  casts  a  8eoond-*and,  badly-washed  web  over  a  slip  of  tables 
in  a  stewy,  red-curtained  box,  into  which  the  sun  beats  with  unmitigated 
wengeance.  A  Britannia-metal  tea-pot,  a  cup,  a  plate,  a  knife,  and  a 
japanned  tea-caddie  make  their  appearance.  Then  comes  a  sugar-bason, 
followed  by  a  swarm  of  flies,  that  'unt  it  as  the  'ounds  would  a  fox,  and 
a  small  jug  of  '  sky-blue,'  which  the  flies  use  as  a  bath  durin'  their 
repast  on  the  sugar.  A  half-bnttered  muffin  mounts  a  waterless  8}op- 
bason ;  a  dirty  egg  accompanies  some  toasted  wedges  of  bread ;  the 
waiter  points  to  a  lump  of  carrion  wot  he  calls  beef,  on  a  dusty  sideboard, 
and  promises  the  '  Post '  as  soon  as  it  is  out  of  'and.  Sixteen  gents  sit 
at  sixteen  slips  of  table,  lookin'  at  each  other  with  curiosity  or  suspicion, 
but  never  a  word  is  exchanged  by  any  on  them.  Prisently  they  begin  to 
wacate  their  slips  of  wood.  One  paces  hup  and  down  t^  coffee-room, 
with  his  thumbs  in  the  harm'oles  of  his  veskit ;  another  takes  a  coat-lap 
over  each  arm,  and  lounges  against  the  fireless  fire-place ;  a  third  looks  at 
his  watch,  and  lays  his  legs  along  the  bench  for  a  nap ;  while  a  fourth 
flattens  his  nose  against  the  winder,  or  reads  the  witticisms  of  former 
town  captives,  or  the  hamorous  contributions  of  jaded  waiters  to  buxom 
chambermaids  on  the  panes.  Carriages  begin  to  roll;  lords,  dukes, 
captains,  cockneys,  jostle  together,  and  the  coffee-room  is  gradually 
emptied  into  the  crowded  streets. 
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<*  Yot  a  Bight !  All  tlie  world  oompresaed  into  Bond  Street  I  carriages 
blocked,  cabs  locked,  'osamen  driven  on  to  the  footway,  and  the  foot- 
people  driven  into  the  shops.  But  wot  boots  it  to  ingenuous  Spoony  if 
there  were  twice  as  many  P  He  doesn't  know  one  carriage  from  another, 
and  hasn't  got  nobody,  to  tell  him  whose  they  are.  There  he  stands 
gapin'  like  a  stuck  pig,  now  starin'  his  eye-balls  out  at  a  carriage,  now 
brmgin'  his  body  to  bear  upon  a  print-shop  window,  now  fancyin'  a  lady 
in  feathers  on  the  footway  to.be  a  duchess  that  has  taken  a  fancy  to  him, 
who  he  follows  np  to  the  suberbs>  and  comes  away  under  the  impression 
that  it  is  their  country  willa.  But  wot  a  relief,  to  have  some  one  to  whom 
lie  can  speak  1  Talk  of  dull  dogs  1  Live  in  London  for  a  week  without 
an  acquaintance,  and  the  stupidest  lump  of  lead  that  ever  was  moulded 
into  the  shape  of  a  man  will  be  a  perfect  god-send  at  the  end  of  the  time. 
Well,  hup  and  down  the  street  poor  ingenuous  Spoony  goes,  round 
squares,  into  crescents,  through  parks,  until  his  feet  are  swdled  double 
their  size,  and  the  toes  of  his  boots  look  up  into  his  £ace,  as  much  as  to 
say,  '  Wot  haa  come  over  us  now  P '  Still  no  one  greets  him,  and  Squire 
Spoony,  who  is  a  werry  great  man,  and  knows  every  body  at  once,  is 
fstoni&hed  that  no  one  'aDs  him  in  Lcmdon. 

"Now  for  a  chop-house  or  coffee-room  dinner  1  Oh,  the  'orrible 
smell  that  greets  you  at  the  door  I  Compound  of  cabbage,  pickled 
salmon,  boiled  beef,  saw-dust,  and  anchovy  sarce.  '  Wot  will  you  take, 
airP'  inquires  the  frowsy  waiter,  smoothin*  the  filthy,  mustardy,  cab- 
bagey  cloth,  'soles,  macrel,  vitin's-— >werry  good,  boiled  be^ — nice  cut, 
cabbage,  cold  'am  and  weal,  cold  lamb  and  sallard.' — JBahl  The 
den's  'ot  to  suffocation — the  kitchen's  below — a  trap-door  womits  up 
dinners  in  return  for  bellows  down  the  pipe  to  the  cook.  Flies  settle  on 
your  face — swarm  on  your  head ;  a  wasp  traveb  round ;  everything  tastes 
^t,  stale,  and  unprofitable.  As  a  climax,  he  gets  the  third  of  a  bottle  of 
warm  port  as  a  pint,  and,  to  prevent  jealousy  between  body  and  mind, 
gives  the  latter  a  repast  on  second-hand  news,  by  goin'  through  the 
columns  of  an  evenin'  paper.  This,  too,  from  a  man  wot  can  hardly 
manage  a  three-day s-a-weck  one  in  the  country. 

**  Nine  o'clock  at  length  comes,  and  he  is  at  the  theatre ;  and  were  it 
not  for  the  excessive  'eat  and  confounded  crowd,  he  might  enjoy  himself. 
As  it  is,  the  curtain  drops,  a  welcome  release,  and  after  half  an  hour's 
solitary  stroll,  he  finds  himself  smokin'  some  painted  Jezabel,  who  sits  to 
be  fumigated  by  all  wot  buys  cigars  at  her  shop.  Thus  he  goes  on  day 
after  day,  week  after  week,  in  a  melancholy  state  of  existence,  and  all  that 
he  may  have  the  pleasure  of  sayin'  when  he  returns  to  the  country,  that 
he  has  *jest  come  from  town* — thai  town  was  werry  full — werry  gay  or 
werry  dull — talk  of  high  people  in  a  low-lived  style,  and  pretend  to  have 
been  where  he  never  was.  No  captive  released  from  gaol — no  bouy  let 
free  from  school — ^no  starlin'  escaped  from  cage,  hails  with  more  'cart- 
felt  joy  the  arrival  of  that  hour  which  restores  him  to  wot  the  immortal 
Mr.  Fieldin'  (I  thinks)  calls 

'  Froth  fields  and  pastures  new ;  * 
and  not  all  the  pliability  of  a  flexible  mind  can  coax  him  into  believin' 
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that  he  feels  one  longin'  lingerin*  pang  of  regret,  as  he  turns  his  back 
npon  the  crowded,  'eartless,  busy,  busttin',  jadin'  citj.  (Great 
applanse.) 

"'Well,  but,'  says  a  sportin'  reader,  'I  must  see  the  Darby  and 
Hoaks  run  for !  • 

"Darby  and  Hoaks  run  for!'*  exclaimed  the  worthy  lecturer. 
*^4V^ot  matter  does  it  make  to  him  who  wins  the  Darby  and  Hoaks! 
Why  can't  he  content  'imself  wi*  readin'  on  it  i'  the  paper,  or  in  seein' 
a  neighbourly  donkey  race  on  a  common?  He  may  know  snmmut  'bout 
the  donkeys,  but  he  can  know  nothin'  'bout  'osses,  the  owners  of  which 
werry  likely  know  nothin'  themselves.  Then  bother  their  bettin'  books, 
and  the  'ole  tribe  of  trickey,  lynx-eyed  circumwenti'n  knaves  wot  would 
rob  their  own  fathers  if  they  could,  and  who  set  hup  to  bet  tliousands 
with  a  farthin'  capital !  O  that  the  noblest  of  hanimals  should  be  soiled 
with  the  contamination  of  such  reptiles !  O  that  the  'ighest  and  the 
noblest  should  be  found  jostlin'  and  helbowin'  for  hodds  'moi^g  the  werry 
scum  and  scourins  o'  the  stews — ^fellers  that  no  decent  tradesman  would 
touch  wi*  a  pair  o'  tongs  (applause).  On  the  turf  and  under  the  turf 
all  men  are  obliged  to  be  equal,"  mused  our  Master.  '*  But  let  us  leave 
the  gloomy  subject,"  continued  he,  **  and  gather  hup  our  points  for  a 
finish.  Some  on  you  will  p'raps  ax  wot  has  racin'  and  livin*  i'  London 
to  do  wi'  'unting?  I  say  it  has  a  great  deal.  There  is  an  old  sayin*  and 
a  true  one,  that  you  carn't  eat  both  your  cake  and  'ave  it,  and  by  the  same 
rule,  or  one  werry  like  it,  you  carn't  both  spend  your  liioney  and  have  it. 
Now,  if  ingenuous  Spooney  comes  to  London  on  a  gallivantin'  expedi- 
tion, with  nothin  whatsomever  at  all  to  do,  the  eSiiuietis  are  that  he  gets- 
rooked.  '  Idleness  *  has  been  werry  well  described  as  '  the  papa  of  all 
mischief; '  and  assuredly  Satan,  as  Mrs.  Barbauld  beautifully  expresses- 
it  in  her  *  Pleasures  of  'Ope,'  is  always  busy  in  London,  findin'  work  for 
•  idle  *ands  to  do.'  Walk  along  Jenny n  Street  of  an  evenin',  and  see- 
how  many  beautifully  illuminated  doors  stand  ajar  inwitin'  the  passer-by 
to  enter ;  go— and  you're  done.     It  is  not  here, 

'All  je  what  enter  abandon  'ope ; ' 

but  wot  I  say  is,  all  ye  wot  enter,  leave  your  pusses  at  home,  or  assuredly 
you  will  have  werry  little  call  for  them  when  you  come  out.  In  short,  if 
you  waste  your  money  i'  summer,  you  can't  expect  to  have  it  to  spend  i* 
winter,  and  then  wot  comes  of  your  'unting? — ay,  then  wot  comes  of  my 
'ounds?  That's  the  question  put  in  a  familiar  form  (cheers).  Ah, 
now  I  see  you  twig,  and  go  along  with  me.  Oh  gen'lmen,  gen'lmen, 
there's  nothin'  so  difficult  as  gettin'  a  subscription  to  a  pack  of  hounds. 
Chaps  that  would  give  a  'undred  a-year  to  a  cuk,  grudge  a  fi  pun  note  to 
a  pack  that  would  keep  them  in  'ealth,  and  save  them  all  the  money  i' 
Seidletz  pooders  (laughter  and  applause).  Wliich  then  will  you  have  ? 
'Unting  i'  winter,  or  street-strollin'  i'  summer  ?  I'll  diwide  the  meetin' 
on  the  question,  and  take  the  sense  of  this  assembly.  All  then  who  are 
for  the  sport  of  kings,  the  image  of  war  without  its  guilt,  with  only  five 
and  twenty  per  cent  of  its  danger,  'old  up  their  'ands." 

A  forest  of  hands  were  held  up  for  hunting ;  on  the  other  question 
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heug  pat,  no  one  was  fonnd  in  favour  of  it,  wherenpon  Mr.  Jorrocka 
concluded  amidat  loud  and  long-continued  applause,  by  complimeuting 
them  on  their  choice,  calling  on  every  man  to  put  his  shoulder  to  the 
wheel,  and  do  his  poaaibte  in  support  of  himself  and  tke  "  Hahdlkx 
Ckoss  Fox  Hounds."  A  large  party  sat  doira  to  supper  after  the 
lecture ;  and  we  are  happy  to  add  that  a  subscription  was  opened  for  the 
purpose  of  presenting  Ur.  Jorrocka  with  a  soUd  token  of  esteem  in  the 
■hape  of  a  silver  steak  diih,  with  a  model  of  himself  on  Arterxerzea  on 
the  cover.  More  gratifying  still  it  is  to  add,  thst  the  sobscription  was 
immediately  filled. 


OB.  MB.  JOBAOGXS'S  HTTNT.  421 


CHAPTER  LX. 


THE    STUD    SALE. 


The  following  was  the  itrength  of  Mr.  Jorrocks's  stud  at  the  close  of 
the  season. 

There  were  our  old  friends  Xerxes  and  Arterxerxes;  also  a  great 
raking,  bony,  cock-throppled,  ragged-hipped,  shabby-tailed,  white-legged, 
chestnut,  lired  all  round,  that  had  belonged  to  a  smuggler,  and  was 
christened  "Ginnums;''  a  little  jumped-up,  thick-set,  mealy-legged, 
sunken-eyed  bay,  with  a  short  tail  and  full  coarse  mane,  whose  unhappy 
look  procured  him  the  name  of  Dismal  Geordy ;  a  neatish  brown,  that 
our  master  bought  of  young  May,  the  grocer  at  Handley  Cross,  and 
christened  Young  Hyson ;  and  the  cut  'em  down  Captain's  quad,  six  in 
all.  Arterxerxes  did  most  of  Mr.  Jorrocks's  work,  and  Xerxes  could 
carry  half-a-dozen  Bens  every  day  in  the  week,  so  that  Pigg  and  Charley 
came  in  for  most  of  the  work  of  the  others,  Charley  never  having  gone  to 
the  trouble  of  getting  any  more  horses  than  the  one  he  brought  with  him. 

Xerxes  and  Arterxerxes  (capital  feeders)  were  both  desperately  troubled 
with  the  slows,  and  the  latter  puffed  and  blew  in  a  way  that  made  ill- 
natured  people  say  he  was  going  broken-winded. 

Having  long  stood  together,  they  had  contracted  a  friendship,  that 
displayed  itsdf  in  constant  neighings  and  whinnyings  when  separated, 
and  rushings  together  and  rubbings  on  meeting,  to  the  derangement  of 
the  dignity  and  convenience  of  their  riders.  Thus,  if  Mr.  Jorrocks  was 
yoicking  on  one  side  of  a  cover  on  Arterxerxes,  and  Ben  all  hot-ing*  it 
on  the  other  side  on  Xerxes,  there  would  be  such  a  neighing  and 
whinnying,  and  exchanging  of  compliments  all  the  time,  as  greatly  to 
interfere  with  our  master's  attention  to  his  hounds,  and  when  the  horses 
caught  sight  of  each  other,  Xerxes  would  take  the  bit  between  his  teeth, 
and  rush  to  his  friend  Arterxerxes,  making  a  rubbing-post  of  him  and  his 
rider  in  defiance  of  resistance  on  the  part  of  Benjamin,  and  remonstrance 
on  the  part  of  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

Ginnums  was  quite  the  reverse  of  the  preceding.  He  had  commenced 
life  as  a  leather-plater,  and  done  hard  service  on  some  country  courses, 
and  after  experiencing  the  vicissitudes  of  fortune  in  the  hands  of  various 
masters  of  different  callings,  had  descended  into  the  hands  of  a  smuggler, 
when  he  was  seized  by  the  Excise,  well  weighted  with  contraband  goods, 
and  publicly  sold  to  Mr.  Jorrocks  for  fourteen  pounds  ten  shillings.  He 
was  a  raking  goer,  but  a  nasty  wriggling  beast  to  ride,  continually 
throwing  his  head  in  the  air,  to  the  danger  of  his  rider's  countenance. 
His  mouth,  too,  was  deadened  on  one  side,  and  he  had  a  careless 
rushing  sort  of  way  of  going  at  his  fences,  but  he  never  tired,  and  could 
go  through  heavy  ground  with  wonderful  ease  to  himself. 

Dismal  Geordy  was  of  the  hot  and  heavy  sort, — a  better  hand  at 
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trotting  than  galloping.  He  used  to  jump  and  squeal  with  a  cow-like 
action  at  first  going  out,  and  could  gallop  pretty  well  for  a  mile  or  so, 
after  which  he  would  shut  up,  and  be  dull  and  heavy  the  rest  of  the  day.  He 
was  a  dull,  under-bred  brute,  with  very  little  taste  for  hunting. 

Young  Hyson  was  a  neat  horse,  and  a  good  goer,  but  quite  unmade 
when  Mr,  Jorrocks  bought  him. — Pigg  and  he  used  to  roll  about 
tremendously  at  first. 

"  Gin  ar  were  ye,"  said  James  to  his  master,  as  the  latter  took  his 
usual  stroll  through  the  stable,  "  gin  ar  were  ye,  ar'd  get  shot  o'  some  o*. 
these  nags — ^they'll  niver  de  ye  ne  good." 

"Why  so,  James?"  inquired  Mr.  Jorrocks  in  a  more  amiable  mood 
than  usual  when  his  stud  was  abused. 

"Because  ar  thinks  there's  ne  use  i'  keepin'  sick  a  lot  through  the 
summer ;  ye  that  have  ivery  thing  to  buy  and  nothin'  for  them  to  de. 
Ye  aru't  like  ma  coosin  Beavilboger,  that  can  work  them  i'  the  farm  a  bit, 
and  gar  them  pay  their  keep." 

"  True,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  "  'ay's  dear — so  is  corn — but  how's 
one  to  get  rid  of  these  sort  of  animals,  think  ye  P  ^o  demand  for  tbem 
now  that  the  rallys  have  dished  all  the  coaches." 

"  Why,  but  it's  just  the  same  thbg,  if  ye  sell  cheap  now,  ye'U  buy 
cheap  i'  the  autumn,  and  save  all  the  summerin'.  There's  Giunums, 
now,  his  near  foreleg's  verra  kittle — ar'd  get  shot  o'  him  while  it  stands. 
Arterierxes,  tee,  is  queer  iv  his  wind, — ^ye'd  better  be  rid  o'  him  while  it 
lasts.     Greordy,  tee,  is  nabbut  fit  for  the  pits ; — ^ye  canna  get  worse  1 " 

"  I  doesn't  know  that,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  who  had  rather  an  affection 
for  the  Dismal,  and  thought  he  would  do  for  his  Boobey  Hutch. 
"  Besides,  we  shall  want  a  couple,  at  all  ewents,  to  exercise  th'  'ounds 
during  the  summer." 

The  close  of  a  watering-place  season  generally  produces  some  change 
among  the  studs.  Gentlemen  have  got  to  the  end  of  their  tethers, 
spring  captains  have  to  join  their  regiments  abroad,  and  some  always 
make  a  practice  of  selling  at  the  end  of  a  season  (or  at  any  other  time). 
Hand  ley  Cross  formed  no  exception  to  the  rule,  and  Mr.  Palmer,  the 
auctioneer,  having  canvassed  the  town,  persuaded  the  owners  of  some 
eighteen  or  twenty  horses  to  entrust  them  to  his  persuasive  eloquence  in 
the  shape  of  a  sale  by  auction.  Mr.  Jorrocks  having  considered  Pijrg's 
suggestions,  and  being  up  to  all  the  tricks  of  horse-auctions,  agreed  to 
send  his  six,  on  condition  of  the  sale  being  well  advertised,  and  his  stud 
especially  mentioned  as  being  sold  in  consequence  of  his  wishing  to 
remount  his  men  on  horses  more  suitable  to  the  country. 

Accordingly  advertisements  were  inserted  in  all  the  papers  and  lists 
distributed  far  and  near,  headed  "  Great  Stud  Sale,"  and  describing 
Mr.  Jorrocks*8  horses  as  masters  of  great  weight,  that  had  been  regularly 
hunted  all  the  season  with  the  Handley  Cross  Fox-hounds. 

The  publicity  thus  given  had  the  effect  of  causing  all  the  curious- 
iookiug,  cut-away  coats  and  extraordinary  top-boots  in  the  country  to 
drop  into  the  town  of  Handley  Cross  on  the  morning  of  the  sale.  Some 
people  cannot  stay  away  from  a  horse-auction  ;  and  men  that  can  hardly 
keep  themselves  will  appear,  and  sometimes  undergo  the  spasm  of  putting 
in  a  horse  at  a  low  figure,  for  the  momentary  ^lat  of  being  taken  for 
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with  the  fatal  fiat,  "  Foun,  tirl " But  to  our  lale. 

At  BD  early  hour  the  honei  wore  brought  from  their  mpectiTe  stablea, 
and  arranged  in  numbered  italli  in  the  Dragon  Yard,  according  to  lh«i 
dMsificstion  in  the  bills.  All  the  hand  rubbing  wu  done  at  home,  so 
that  they  had  only  to  receiTc  the  Saishing  touch  Irom  the  clean  waiat- 
coated  grooms,  who,  with  plaitered  hair,  were  chai^;ed  with  their 
respective  lies  as  to  their  qualification  a.  Jamea  Pigg  arrifcd  first,  and  to 
weU  done  were  his  horse*,  that  Mr.  Jorrocka  almost  hoped  they  might 


return  as  he  saw  them  psat  along  the  street  to  the  yard.  Ben  and  Pigg 
had  on  their  top-booti,  striped  waiitcoats,  and  brown  frocks,  which  latter 
were  taken  off,  carefully  folded  up,  and  put  into  a  corn  bin  in  the  stable 
where  their  lu^rses  stood.     It  was  a  nine-itall  one,  and  there  were  two 
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horses  beLonging  to  two  fast-going  foot-captains,  and  a  mare  tbe  property 
of  a  water-dnnker,  aiong  witk  Mr.  Jorrocks'a. 

At  twdve  o'dock  the  atablea  were  throwa  open,  aad  fussy  gentlemen 
in  taglionis,  macintoshes,  aiphonias  and  reversible  coats,  &c.,  whips  and 
bills  in  their  hands,  began  their  examination.  There  was  Captain 
Shortflat  admiring  Arterxerxes,  and  abusing  Dismal  Geordy,  that  he 
wanted  to  buy ;  young  men  feeling  old  horses'  legs,  and  rising  from  the 
operation  as  wise  as  they  stooped ;  some  bringing  all  their  acquaintance  to 
assist  in  finding  JGiults,  and  others  pumping  grooms  to  tell  what  they  were 
paid  for  keeping  secret. 

James  Pigg  gave  his  horses  the  very  best  of  characters,  which  Ben  as 
quickly  counteracted  by  telling  every  thing  he  knew  to  their  disadvantage. 
This,  of  course,  Ben  did  in  confidence,  and  in  the  hopes  of  a  douceur  for 
his  honesty.  Pigg  kept  protesting  as  he  patted  them ;  '*  that  they  were 
just  the  best  busses  he  haid  ever  seen,  and  he  didn't  ken  what  could  make 
his  'ard  feuil  of  a  maister  think  o'  parting  with  them,"  while  Ben,  with  a 
leer  and  a  wink,  declared  it  was  "  all  his  eye,  and  they  were  only  fit  for 
the  knackers."  ♦ 

Towards  one,  most  of  the  inqiusitive  gentry  having  satisfied  their 
curiosity,  the  motley  group  began  to  oongregate  in  the  stable-yard,  and 
some  began  to  look  at  their  watdKs  aad  inquire  for  the  auctioneer.  The 
assembly  at  a  sale  of  this  sort  exhibits  every  link  in  the  chain  of  sporting 
life,  from  the  coronetted  peer  to  the  brdcem-down  leg.  There  is  a  good 
ded  of  equality,  too,  in  the  scene,  the  generality  of  the  company  being 
strainers  to  each  other;  mid  as  many  people  consider  it  knowing  to 
dress  iiffamitly  to  what  they  generally  do,  the  great  mmi  are  not  ciisily 
distinguahaUe  firom  the  little  ones.  A  stud-sale  is  a  sort  of  fox-hmilers', 
hare-kmieni*,  prize-^ters',  dbg-stealers'  reumm^  &r  which  paq^  pull 
out  qmr^eot,  and  fcifc  noloiTd  coats,  and  dress  ttemselves  in  drab 
bree<^  wilii  knee-<sap8y  or  moletkinfi  with  gaiters.  All  have  whips,  even 
the  pedrnfaomm. 

Mr.  Jdmdbi  larnifhfd  an  VMoommonly  smart  new  taglioni  for  the 
occasioo,  m  famwn-striiped  leopard's  ddn  looking  duffle,  all  deoonted  in 
front  with  tassds  ud  oords,  with  pockets  of  Tsrious  size  and  position, 
bound  with  miA-browB  velvet :  the  standing-up  collar  and  pointed  cuffs 
were  of  Diit4»own  velvet  also,  and  it  was  lined  and  wadded  through- 
out with  rustling  silk.  Thus  he  swaggered  into  the  yard,  his  hands 
stuffed  into  the  lower  tier  of  pockets^  and  his  great  tassels  pattering 
against  his  Hessian  boots  as  he  walked.  There  was  an  easy  indifference 
in  his  air  which  plainly  said  he  didn't  care  whether  he  sold  his  horses 
or  not. 

His  appearance  was  the  signal  for  Mr.  Palmer,  the  auctioneer,  to  quit 
the  Dragon  bar,  where  he  was  sipping  a  glAss  of  cold  brandy  and  water, 
and  forthwith  he  emerged  with  a  roll  of  catalogues  and  his  hammer  in  his 
hand.  He  was  a  rosy-gilled,  middle-aged,  middle-sized  man,  who  had 
failed  twice  in  the  hosiery  line,  once  in  the  spirit-way,  and  once  in  the 
Temperance  Hotel  line.  He  was  sprucely  dressed,  as  most  auctioneers 
are,  wearing  a  superfine  velvet-oollar'd  great-coat,  open  in  front,  dis- 
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playing  a  superfine  black  eoat  and  waistcoat,  with  a  dean  white  neck- 
cloth, and  small  shirt-frills,  secured  by  a  handsome  brooch. 

Having  saluted  Mr.  Jorrock»  with  becoming  respect,  they  paired  off 
for  a  few  minutes,  to  arrange  the  puff  preliminary  for  his  horses. 

This  being  done,  Mr.  Palmer  repaired  to  the  end  of  the  yard,  where, 
under  the  dock,  a  temporary  rostrum  had  been  erected,  formed  of  short 
planks  placed  on  four  beer-barrels,  on  which  stood  a  table,  and  there  was 
a  desk  below  for  the  derk  to  take  the  deposits  upon.  At  the  back  was  a 
short  step-ladder,  upon  the  top  stair  of  which  Mr.  Palmer  mounted,  and 
Mr.  Jorrocks  perched  himself  on  the  one  immediately  below.  The  crowd, 
with  the  usual  follow-my-leader  propensity,  were  soon  ranged  round  the 
rostnim,  and,  a  slight  shower  beginning  to  fall,  umbrellas  went  up, 
and  Mr.  Palmer  unfolded  a  catah>gue,  and  deared  his  voice  for  an 
oration. 

**  Gentlemen  1  '  said  he,  "  may  I  request  your  attention  while  I  read 
the  conditions  of  sale  ?  " 

'*  Throw  us  a  catalogue  ! "  cried  half-a-dozen  voices ;  and  forthwith  a 
shower  of  half-crumpl^  catalogues  began  to  fly  about,  to  be  scrambled 
for  by  the  gentry  below.  The  demand  being  satisfied,  Mr.  Palmer  again 
cleared  his  throat,  and  requesting  attention  to  the  conditions  of  sale, 
proceeded  to  read  about  '*  the  highest  bidder  being  the  purchaser ;  and  if 
any  dispute  arose,"  &c.,  which  was  listened  to  with  the  usual  patience 
bestowed  upon  such  "  I  know  it  all "  sort  of  orations.  After  some  very 
inferior  rubbish  had  been  passed  or  disposed  of,  Mr.  Jorrocks's  turn 
'  drew  on,  and  Aiterxerxes'  great  Roman  nose  was  seen  peeping  out  of  the 
stable-door,  when  at  the  word  "  Out !  "  Ben  gave  him  a  cut  behind,  and 
forth  flew  the  horse,  kicking  and  squeaking  from  the  combined  effects  of 
the  whip  and  the  ginger.  Pigg  ran  him  up  to  the  hammer,  which  the 
horse  approached  with  such  energy  as  to  thraaten  demolition  not  only  to 
the  crowd,  but  to  the  rickety  fabric  of  a  rostrum. 

Having  got  him  stopped  without  a  more  serious  injury  than  upsetting 
the  clerk's  uncorked  sixpenny  bottle  of  red  ink,  and  scattering  the  crowd 
right  and  left,  the  spectators  formed  an  avenue  on  each  side  of  the  horse, 
while  Pigg  tickled  him  under  the  knee  with  his  whip,  to  get  him  to  stand 
out  and  show  himself. 

"  Now,  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Palmer,  with  a  preparatory  hem,  looking 
the  horse  full  in  the  face,  ''  this  is  lot  one  of  Mr.  Jorrodcs's  stud.  The 
celebrated  horse,  Arterxerxes  !  familiar  to  every  one  in  the  habit  of  hunting 
with  the  celebrated  hounds  over  which  his  distinguished  owner  has  the 
honour  to  preside." 

'*  Presides  with  such  ability,"  growled  Mr.  Jorrocks,  in  the  auctioneer'a 
ear. 

"Over  which  his  distinguished  owner  presides  with  such  ability," 
repeated  Mr.  Palmer.  "  He  is,  as  you  see,  a  horse  of  great  power  and 
substance,  equal  to  the " 

"  Say  speed!  "  whispered  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

'*  He  is,  as  you  see,  a  horse  of  great  power,  speed,  and  substance,  equal 
to  any  weight " 

"  How  can  we  see  his  speed  ?  "  inquired  a  dnmken-loddng  groom,  in 
an  oat«of-plaoe  costume,  covered  buttons,  and  to  forth. 
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"  Hold  joai  toDgue,  air,  and  licten  to  me  I "  nid  Mr.  Filmer  with  aa 
air  of  authority. 

"  He  is,  aa  ;on  aee,  gentlemen,"  reanined  th«  auctioneer,  "  «  bor*e  of 
great  power,,  speed,  and  substance,  up  to  any  weight,  and  quiet " 

"  Quiet   enongb,"  obaerved  a  byatander,    "  if  yon  hadn't  filled 

"And  is  only  sold,"  continued  the  auctioneer,  "  beoause  hit  owner  has 
no  farther  use  for  him." 


"  Highly  probable  1 "  exclaimed  a  voice. 

"No  one  else,  I  should  think  !  "  rejoined  another. 

"  He's  a»  undeniable  Uaper  !  "  whispered  Mr.  Jorrocts. 

"  As  H  leaper,  this  horse  is  not  to  be  surpassed ! "  observed  the 
auctioneer, 

"  Temperate  at  hufeneet"  prompted  Mr.  Joiiocks,  adding,  "\y  don't 
you  go  on,  man  ?  " 

'  "  Because  you  put  me  out,"  replied  the  suctioneer,  turning  snappishly 
round,  and  saying,  "Bo  hold  your  jau!  " 

"  Bloit  j/our  imperance !"  roared  Mr.  Jorrocks,  an  exclamation  that 
produced  a  burst  of  laughter,  during  which  Mr.  Palmer  turned  again,  and 
had  a  couference  with  Jorrocks  behind.  After  a  few  seconds'  parley, 
during  which  Mr.  Jorrocks  assured  the  auctioneer  that  he'd  set  to  and 
sell  the  "  osses  "  himself,  if  he  didn't  take  care,  Mr.  Palmer  resumed,  in 
a  more  submissive  tone, — 

was  going  to  observe,  gentlemcD,"  said  he,  "  that  as  you  are  not  all 
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in  the  habit  of  hunting  with  the  oelehrated  hounds  in  this  neighbour- 
hood, that  this  horse  is  the  property  of  the  renowned  Mr.  Jorrocks,  and 
has  been  ridden  by  him  during  the  whole  of  the  past  season,  and  is  equal 
to  any  weight  you  can  possibly  put  upon  him." 

"  /^ye  is  he  I**  exdauned  Pigg,  rubbing  the  horse's  great  Boman  nose : 
"  top  huss !  best  we  have,  by  far." 

"  Now  *bout  Surrey/*  whispered  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"And,  gentlemen,"  continued  Mr.  Palmer,  looking  sadly  disconcerted, 
'*  before  coming  here,  this  horse  was  a  distinguished  p^ormer  in  the 
Surrey  Hunt — a  hunt  that  beat^  all  other  hunts,  except  the  Handley 
Cross  Hunt,  for  intensity  of  ardour  and  desperate  conflixion." 

"  Well  done !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  patting  the  orator's  back. 

"  Keep  the  tambourine  a  rowlin'  1 "  growled  Pigg,  turning  his  quid, 
and  patting  the  horse's  head. 

"  All  round  my  'at  1 "  squeaked  Benjimin  in  the  crowd. 

**  Now  'bout  the  cut-me-downs,"  whispered  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

**  And  gen'lemen,  he  is  favourably  known  in  the  cut-'em-down  and  'ang- 
'em-up-to-dry  countries,  where  his  distinguished  owner  has  frequently 
shown  them  the  way." 

*'  Werry  good,"  said  Mr.  Jorrocks,  chuckling  and  rubbing  his  hands. 
"  So  I  do — so  I  do — the  way  to  open  the  gates  at  least." 

'*  He  is  quite  in  his  prime,"  continued  the  auctioneer,  "  fresh,  and  lit 
for  immediate  work.  Now  what  will  any  gentleman  give  for  this  cele- 
brated hunter  ?  Put  him  in  at  whatever  you  like :  he  m  to  be  sold ! 
Shall  I  say  a  hundred  and  fifty  fof  him? " 

'*  Shillin's  ?  "  exclaimed  one  of  the  auctioneer's  tormentors. 

"  Will  any  gentleman  give  a  hundred  and  fifty  guineas  for  the  horse  ?  " 
continued  Mr.  Palmer,  without  noticing  the  interruption ;  "  a  hundred 
and  fifty  guineas  1  No  one  say  a  hundred  and  fifty  ?  A  hundred  and 
forty,  then  ? — a  hundred  and  thirty  ?^-one  hundred  guineas,  then  ? — 
throwing  him  away  ! " 

"  Deed  ia't !  "  exclaimed  Pigg. 

Still  no  one  was  sensible  enough  to  see  the  matter  in  this  light,  and 
after  a  pause,  during  which  a  seedy-looking  little  fellow,  in  a  very  big 
bad  hat,  a  faded  green  kerchief,  and  a  long  dirty,  drab  great-coat,  that 
concealed  a  pair  of  nearly  black  top-boots,  requested  to  see  Arterxerxes 
run  down;  and,  having  visited  him  with  a  severe  punch  in  the  ribs 
on  his  return  and  a  nip  in  the  neck,  coolly  observed  that  he  was 
a  bull.* 

'*  No  more  than  yourself ! "  roared  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  Will  you  warrant  him,  then?  "  inquired  Drab-coat, 

"  Tarrant  him  !  "  repeated  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  I  neoer  varranis — wouldn't 
varrant  that  he's  an  oss,  let  alone  that  he's  sound." 

"  You  knows  better  1  "  replied  Drab-coat,  examining  the  horse's  eyes 
as  he  spoke ;  adding,  "  I'm  not  sure  but  he's  a-goin'  blind,  too  1  " 

"  You  be  d — d  !  "  growled  Pigg,  doubling  his  fist  as  he  spoke. 

"  Pray  keep  order,  gentlemen  1  "  interposed  the  auctioneer. 

"  What  teeth  he  has  !  "  exclaimed  Drab-coat —  "  long  as  my  arm!  " 

*  Aroarar* 
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''You  must  have  length  somewhere ;  and  I'm  blow'd  he  ham't  got  it 
nowhere  else,"  rejoined  a  confederate. 

"  Come,  gentlemen,  let's  have  no  more  of  your  chaffing,  but  proceed  to 
business,"  interrupted  the  auctioneer.  "  Whist  will  any  one  give  for  this 
valuable ** 

"  Dray-horse  1 "  exclaimed  some  one. 

**  Hunter  I'*  continued  the  auctioneer,  without  noticing  the  inter- 
ruption. 

"  Fifteen  pund,"  Shdd  Drab-ooat. 

"Fifteen  pund!  "  exclaimed  the  auctioneer,  in  disgust.  "You  must 
bid  in  guineas,  sir." 

"  Then  fourteen  guineas  1 "  replied  the  man. 

"  Fourteen  guineas,"  said  the  auctioneer.  "  Come,  gentlemen,  please 
to  go  on — quick,**  Fifteen,  sixteen,  seventeen,  eighteen,  eighteen  in  two 
places,  nineteen,  and  twenty,  were  bid,  without  any  further  persuasion. 
"  Twenty  guineas  are  only  bid  for  this  beautiful  animal  [ "  exclaimed  Mr. 
Palmer,  flourishing  his  hammer.  "  Why  his  tail's  worth  all  the  money." 

"  For  a  hat-peg !  "  Exclaimed  some  one. 

"  His  head  would  make  a  fine  fiddle-case,"  observed  Drab-ooat,  with 
a  sneer. 

"  He*s  up  to  any  weight  with  any  hounds,"  observed  Mr.  Palmer. 

"  He'll  be  more  at  home  with  millers'  sacks,"  rejoined  the  confederate. 

"  'Ard  as  iron,"  whispered  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  Very  stout !  "  exclaimed  the  auctioneer. 

"  'Deed  is  he !  "  rejoined  Drab-coat,  punching  his  fat  sides. 

'*  Confound  your  imperance ! "  muttered  Mr.  Jorrocks,  over  the 
rostrum :  "  I'll  skin  you  alive  ! " 

"  Ar'll  tan  your  hide  enow !  "  said  Pigg>  looking  indignantly  round. 

"Now,  gentlemen,  please  keep  order,  and  go  on,"  urged  the  auctioneer. 
"  Twenty  guineas  are  only  bid  for  this  valuable  hunter,  and  I  can't  dwelL 
Are  you  all  done  at  twenty  guineas  ?  " 

"  One,"  nodded  some  one. 

"  Two !  " 

"  Three  I " 

"Four!" 

"  Five  !  "  and  again  the  biddings  came  to  a  pause.  Drab-coat  retires, 
his  commission  being  exhausted. 

"  Twenty-five  guineas  I "  recapitulated  the  auctioneer.  "  Five-and- 
twenty  guineas  only  bid  for  this  splendid  hunter — master  of  great  weight 
— great  cut-'em-down  powers — giving  him  away — but  I  can't  dwell.  Are 
you  all  done,  at  twenty-five  guineas,  gentlemen  P  Going  !  for  the  last 
time,"  lifting  his  hammer  as  he  spoke. 

Just  as  the  fatal  blow  was  about  to  be  struck,  Jorrocks's  conscience 
smote  him  at  parting  with  a  faithful  old  animal  that  had  carried  him 
triumphantly  through  many  a  glorious  chase — the  model,  too,  of  his 
mount  on  the  silver  steak  dish  handle — causing  him  to  blurt  out  "  three 
^underd!  "  which  had  the  effect  of  saving  the  lot  and  spoiling  the  sale 
of  the  rest,  people  grumbling  and  saying  they  didn't  come  there  to  be 
made  fools  of  by  him,  and  so  on.  Arterxerxes  then  returned  to  his  stable, 
and  was  replaced  at  the  hammer  by  Xerxes,  who  came  with  his  great 
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switch  tail  stickiiig  up  like  Gabriel  Junks'.  Again  Mr.  Palmer's  per- 
suasive powers  were  put  forth  to  induce  the  audience  to  look  favourably 
on  the  horse's  pretensions;  all  the  good  qualities  ascribed  to  his  late 
comrade  were  freely  transferred  to  him ;'  indeed,  if  anything,  Xerxes  was 
rather  the  better  horse  of  the  two.  Drab-coat  puts  him  in  again  at  a  low 
figure,  and  the  same  scene  of  complimentary  politeness  ensues  that  marked 
the  course  of  Arteixerxes. 

The  biddings  being  languid,  and  the  auctioneer  seeing  little  chance  of 
hand  fide  ones,  took  up  the  running  himself  at  a  brisk  pace,  and  knocked 
the  horse  down  at  sixty  guineas,  announcing  Mr.  Scroggius  as  the  buyer. 
This  gave  the  thing  a  fillip,  and  Dismal  Geordy  was  blocked  down  to 
Captain  Shortflat  for  eight-and-twenty  pounds,  ten  more  than  Mr. 
Jorrocks  gave  for  him.  The  captain  then  received  the  usual  compliments 
on  his  purchase,  one  man  asking  him  if  he  was  ''  fond  of  walking ; " 
another  observing  that  he  supposed  the  captain  had  purchased  the  horse 
for  his  farm,  to  which  latter  the  captain  replied,  with  a  growl,  that  he  had 
bought  him  to  go  in  a  bathing  machine — a  retort  that  had  the  effect  of 
suppressing  the  rest  of  their  chaff.  The  other  lots  were  then  proceeded 
with;  some  being  sold,  and  others  retained.  Thus  closed  the  Handley 
Cross  hunting  season. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  having  instructed  James  Pigg  what  to  do,  and  taken  an 
affectionate  leave  of  Gabriel  Junks,  set  off  for  London,  leaving  Mrs. 
Jorrocks  and  Co.  to  follow  as  soon  as  Mrs.  Jorrocks  had  paid  her  bills 
and  left  her  P.  P.  C.'s. 

Then,  as  she  drove  from  house  to  house,  knocking  and  ringmg  and 
leaving  of  cards,  significant  looks  and  knowing  sentences  passed  respecting 
Belinda. 

Disappointed  mammas,  who  had  risked  the  season  in  vain,  '^  supposed 
they  ought  to  congratulate  Mrs.  Jorrocks.  For  their  parts,  they  saw 
little  cause  for  rejoicing  in  losing  an  object  both  near  and  dear,  and  they 
hoped  they  might  never  know  the  affliction." 

Mrs.  Jorrocks  'oped  they  never  might 

Ladies  who  had  gentlemen  in  tow  were  more  amiable,  and  thought  it 
was  an  exceedingly  nice  thing.  Others,  whose  pretensions  to  beauty 
were  eclipsed  by  Belinda,  were  sincerely  glad  to  hear  she  was  going  to  be 
married.     Hoped  she  meant  to  come  a  good  deal  amongst  them  after. 

Mrs.  Jorrocks  heard  all  they  had  to  say,  and  kept  bobbing,  and 
bowing,  and  muttering  something  about  "  much  obliged — ^werry  gratifyin' 
— not  settled — let  them  know  first,^^  which  being  construed  into  an 
admission,  the  old  women  set  to  and  abused  both  Belinda  and  Charley, 
while  the  young  ones  sought  out  their  threads  and  their  worsteds  to  work 
her  a  collar  or  apiece  of  crochet  work  each. 
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CHAPTER  LXI. 

THE  PRIVATE  DEAL. 

An  usually  good  season  having  crowned  Captain  Doleful's  ezeilions, 
and  things  altogether  wearing  an  upward  aspect,  he  entered  into  a  deep 
mental  calculation,  whether  it  would  not  be  quite  as  cheap  keeping  a  liorse 
altogether  as  hiring  the  town  hacks,  which  he  found  were  not  so  safe  as 
was  desirable  for  a  great  official  character  like  himself.  The  idea  originated 
in  the  circumstance  of  Mr.  Jorrocks'  horse  Xerxes  being  unsold,  which 
Captain  Doleful  thought  might  be  got  for  a  trifle,  and  seemed  to  have 
been  put  to  all  the  purposes  a  horse  is  capable  of  performing.  Having 
weighed  the  pros  and  cons,  and  inquired  the  horse's  character  of  every 
body  about  the  town,  our  cautious  M.C.  at  last  ventured  to  write  the 
following  letter  about  ten  days  after  Mr.  Jorrocks's  return  to  London  : — 

"  Dear  Mr.  Jorrocks, — I  regret  much  to  learn  that  your  horse  Xerxes 
still  remains  on  hand.  I  was  in  hopes  some  of  the  indifferent  judges 
would  have  taken  a  fancy  to  him,  and  relieved  you  of  an  animal  con- 
fessedly unsuited  to  your  purpose ;  bat  that  not  being  the  case,  I  trouble 
you  with  this,  to  say  that  Miss  Lucretia  Learmouth  is  in  want  of  an 
animal  to  draw  her  four-wheeled  chaise  about,  and  make  himself  generally^ 
useful,  and  I  should  be  happy  to  be  of  any  service  in  recommending  him 
to  her.  Price,  I  should  observe,  will  be  the  first  consideration,  therefore 
please  put  him  in  at  the  lowest  possible  figure.  Of  course  I  presume  he 
is  what  they  call  *  all  right.'  On  a  close  examination  of  his  countenance, 
I  perceive  sundry  grey  hairs  scattered  about : — is  not  this  symptomatic 
of  age  ?  With  compliments  to  the  ladies,  who,  I  hope,  arrived  safe> 
believe  me,  dear  Mr.  Jorrocks, 

"  Yours,  very  sincerely, 

"MiSEREiMus  Doleful,  M.C. 

"  Handley  Cross  Spa. 
"  To  John  Jorrocks,  Esq., 
"  Great  Coram-street,  London." 

The  following  was  Mr.  Jorrocks's  answer : — 

"Dear  Doleful, — Yours  is  received,  and  note  the  contents.  Xerxes 
may  not  be  first-rate,  but  he  is  a  good  enduring  quad,  well  calkilated  for 
much  honerable  exertion  in  many  of  the  minor  fields  of  oss  enterprise. 
He  can  go  a  good  bat,  too,  when  he*s  roused ;  and  though  I  says  it  who 
should  not.  Miss  Lucretia  may  go  a  deal  farther  and  fare  worse.  What 
say  you  to  five-and-twenty  guas  ?  If  Lucretia's  young  and  'andsome, 
I'U  take  punds,  if  not  I  must  'ave  the  guas.  Let  me  hear  from  you,  as  to 
this,  always 

"  Yours  to  serve, 

"  John  Jokkocks,  M.F.H. 
"  P.S. — Grey  'airs  is  nothin'.    IVe  seen  'em  all  grey  afore  now." 
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The  following  was  Captain  Dolefol's  rejoinder  :— 

"  Dear  Mr.  Jorrocks, — Your  polite  letter  merits  my  warmest  gratitude. 
Miss  Lucretia  is  young  and  beautiful!  Left  an  almost  unprotected 
orphan,  I  feel  deeply  interested  in  her  welfare,  which  I  am  sure  will  be 
participated  in  by  you  when  you  have  the  pleasure  of  her  acquaintance. 
Twenty-five  pounds  seems  a  great  sum  for  a  horse  confessedly  not  first- 
rate — could  you  not  soften  it  a  little  ?  Fifteen,  I  should  think,  conndering 
the  circumstances,  ought  to  buy  him.  He  is  not  handsome — ^Lucretia  is 
beautiful !    Believe  me,  ever,  dear  Mr.  Jorrocks, 

"  Yours,  very  truly, 

"  MisERRiMus  Doleful,  M.C. 

"ffandley  Orosa  Spa, 
"  To  John  Jorrocks/ Esq., 
"  Greflkt  CorAm-streat>  London.** 

The  same  post  brought  the  following  letter  from  James  Pigg : — 

"  Honnor'd  Sir, — ^The  ard  dancin'-maister  has  been  in  and  out  o'  wor 
stable  yarry  oft,  and  seems  sweet  on  ard  Xerxes.  He  says  he's  for  a 
lady,  but  his  Miss  Jelly  tould  a  woman  I  had  for  the  season,  who  tould 
me,  that  he  wants  him  for  hissel' ;  so  mind  your  eye,  and  no  more  from 

"  Yours,  humbelly, 

"  J.  PiCfO. 

^'Handley  Cross. 
"  H'unds  be  main  well — so  be  sel*. " 

Mr.  Jorrocks  took  the  hint^  assumed  the  indifferent,  and  wrote  as 
follows,  for  the  delay  of  a  post  or  two : — 

"  Dear  Doleful, — ^Handsome  is  wot  handsome  does.  If  Xerxes  am't  a 
beauty,  he's  uncommon  useful.  Five  per  cent,  seems  discount  enough 
between  '  beauty  and  the  beast.'  If  you  like  to  fork  out  25/.  he's  yours, 
if  not,  say  no  more  about  it. 

"  Yours  to  serve, 

"John  Jorrocks, M.F.H. 

**  To  Mifierrimus  Doleful,  Esq.,  M.C, 
"  Handley  Cross  Spa.  ' 


The  captain  did  not  exactly  like  this  letter,  but  not  being  easily 
choked,  he  returned  to  the  charge  with  the  following  answer : — 

"  Dear  Mr.  Jorrocks, — At  the  risk  of  being  thought  importunate,  I 
again  venture  to  intercede  very  respectfully  on  behalf  of  the  young  and 
beautiful  orphan  who  has  sought  my  assistance  in  the  matter  of  a  horse. 
Under  no  other  circumstances  could  I  venture  to  intrude  myself  further 
upon  your  valuable  time.  You,  like  all  high-minded  men,  disdain  two 
prices.  I  admire  your  independence,  but  in  expressing  my  admiration, 
may  I  venture  to  hope  that  some  little  relaxation  from  so  meritorious  a 
rule  may  be  allowed  in  a  case  so  peculiarly  interesting  as  the  young  and 
beautiful  Miss  Lucretia  Learmouth's.  Could  we  not  put  it  thus : — ^I'll 
give  you  iwenty-fi?e  pounds  for  Xerxes,  on  the  understanding  that  you 
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return  me  five.    That,  I  think,  seems  vajfair.    Hoping  yon  will  accede 
to  a  proposition  so  reasonable,  believe  me,  dear  Mr.  Jorrodcs, 

"  Ever  yours,  very  fiaithfiilly, 

"  MisEBBiMUs  Doleful,  M.C. 

"  To  John  Jorrocks,  Esq., 
"  Great  Corun-street,  London.** 

The  following  was  Mr.  Jorrocks's  answer  to  the  proposition : — 

"  Dear  Dolefid, — I  doesn't  see  .the  wit  of  your  offer.  If  to  give  a 
high  price  is  the  object  of  your  ambitioQ,  I'll  give  you  a  receipt  for  100/., 
and  throw  you  back  75/.,  but  I  cannot  throw  back  nothin'  out  of  23/. 
Make  up  yonr  mind — and  let's  have  no  hagglin'. 

"  Tours,  to  serve, 

"  John  JofREOcKs,  M.F.H. 

"  To  Misemmus  Doleful,  Esq.,  M.C., 
"Handley  CrofisSpa.' 

Finding  Mr.  Jorrocks  wea  hot  to  be  worked  upon  in  his  way,  and  that 
there  was  nothing  to  gain  bj  personating  Miss  Lucretia,  Captain  Doleful 
determined  to  come  forth  iji  niaown  character,  and  wrote  as  follows : — 

"  Dear  Mr*  JoROcki»<— I  have  just  received  yours,  and  regret  to  inform 
you  that  Miae  Looretia  Learmouth  has  been  suddenly  called  into  Scotland 
by  the  alarming  illness  of  a  beloved  relative,  whereby  all  occasion  for  a 
horse  is,  of  course,  done  away  with.  The  difficaUy  of  making  this 
announcement  is,  however,  relieved  by  the  circumstance  of  my  willingness 
to  place  myself  in  her  shoes;  I  therefore  beg  to  say,  I  shall  be  glad  to 
take  the  hone,  provided,  of  course,  he  is  all  right,  &c.,  and  will  send  you 
the  money  on  hearing  from  you.    Dear  Mr.  Jorrocks, 

"  Yours,  very  truly, 

"  MissBSiMUs  Doleful,  M.C* 

Mr.  Jorrocks  thus  closed  the  bargain : — 

"  Dear  Doleful, — I'm  sorry  Lucretia's  gone.  I  should  have  liked  to 
have  had  a  look  at  her.  I'm  a  great  admirer  o'  beauty  in  all  its  branches, 
and  would  always  rayther  give  a  shillin'  to  look  at  a  pretty  woman  than 
at  a  panorama.  Howsomever,  never  mind,  the  'oss  is  yours,  and  you 
may  hand  over  the  dibs  to  James  Pigg,  who  will  give  you  a  receipt,  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing.  Charming  weather  for  bees.  Do  they  make  much 
'oney  about  you  ? 

"  Tours  to  serve, 

John  Joreocks,  M.F.H. 
Great  Coram  Street,  London. 
"  To  MiserrimuB  Doleful,  Esq.,  M,C., 
*•  Handley  Cross  Spa." 

Armed  with  this  authority,  Doleful  repaired  to  James  Pigg's,  and, 
after  a  desultory  conversation,  parted  with  five-and-twenty  sovereigns  in 
exchange  for  the  celebrated  Xerxes. 

Like  most  young  horse-masters,  Captain  Doleful  did  not  give  his  new 
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puichus  mu^  rart.  Morain;,  noon,  and  night,  he  vu  on  its  back,  or 
driving  it  about  in  a.  job-flj.  The  Captain  felt  it  his  daty  to  call  upon 
everybody  in  the  town,  and  poor  Xenea  was  to  be  seen  at  all  hours, 
either  fastened  by  the  bridle  to  a  lamp-post,  or  pacing  melancholily  up  and 
down  the  street  in  charge  of  some  iittla  dirty  urehin.  Sometimes  a  party 
of  them  would  take  him  into  a  by-street,  and  bucket  hitn  up  and  down 


till  they  thought  the  "  C apt' in.  would  be  acomin*."  This  with  indifferent 
grooming  and  very  indjfierent  keep,  soon  reduced  the  once  sleek  and 
pampered  hunter  to  a  very  gaunt,  miserable-looking  dt^-horse. 

The  Captain  marked  tbe  change  with  melancholy  bodingg.  He  had 
hoped  to  sell  him  with  advantage,  so  as  to  ride  for  nothing,  and  now  he 
seemed  more  likely  to  lose  by  him  th(B  anything  else.     The  boree  grew 
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dai^  worse,  and  a  conigh  aettled  upon  him  tiiat  seemed  Hkely  to  finisli 
bim.  A  more  unfortunate-looking  eouple  were  never  seen,  tban  the 
cadaverous  Captain  and  the*  poor  coughing  <{aadnipad.  Still  he  went 
qn  working  him  as  long  as  the  cough  would  let  him  walk,  hut,  it  aoon 
getting  past  that,  the  Captain  was  thrown  on  hia  wits  for  getting  out 
G^  the  purchase.  The  following  correspondence  will  show  how  he 
attempted  it: — 

•'Dear  Mr.  Jorrocks, — I  am  sorry  to  say  your  horse  is  very  ill, 
labouring,  we  think,  under  pulmonay  consumption.  He  is  dreadfully 
emaciated,  and  labouring  under  a  hooping-cough,  that  is  distressing  to 
himself  and  his  hearers.  I  thought  he  looked  queer  when  I  bought  him, 
as  I  remarked  a  nervous  quivering  oC  the  tail  after  a  sb'ght  gallop  over 
Bumpmead.  It  is  unfortunate,  bat  you,  as  a  great  horse-master,  know 
these  sort  of  accidents  will ,  happen,,  and  it  is  wdL  the  loss  falls  on  one  so 
well  able  to  bear  it  as  the  wealthf  Mr.  Jomdksw  With  compliments  and 
best  wishes  to  Mrs.  and  Miap  Jbrrocks,  who,  I  hope,  ai*e  both  well, 
believe  me  to  remain,  dear  Mb.  Jmodcs, 

"  With  greaftsiiiosrity,  yours  very  sincerely, 

"  MisERBiHUs  Doleful,  M.C. 

"  To  John  Jorrooks,  Escs,. 
"  Great  ConaifStraet,.  LonaEi&r 

Mk.  Jfanocfcs  was  calin  puzAii  how  Ik  m^  mt  magft  of  tint  ISis 
firafc  ibgniibewas  to  triE  1dm  Cta|flaia  t£i^  he  was  ft  duty  foffinr;  and, 
inflhad^  lb  wnte  ftlattBlft'  that  tftct^lnt,  wiiih  praiseworthy  prudence, 
hei  Ispt  ft,  9imBr  mq^M^fWrn^  his  noitih  long  samawhat  appeased  by  the 
ojlOBtion  of  mntfng^  tfte  oIcPagHagrof '"'kii^  saidl  Being  soonest  mendied" 
cate-  to  his  MnOBOi^  and  induead  him  l»  eonooct  the  following : — 


•'Dear  Doleful, — Tours  is  jaceived,  and  note  the  contents.  Mrs. 
Jorrockc  m  misfortunetely  raytber  indisposed,  but  much  obliged  by  your 
purlite  inqpries.  She  went  to  Sadlers'  Wells  thft  night  before  last,  and 
the  house  bdng  fidl,  and  consequentially  'ot;,  she  was  imprudent  enough 
to  sit  with  the  box-door  open,  which  gave  her  the  ear-ache.  In  other 
respects,  howsomever,  she  is  as  hvely  as  usual.  This  is  fine  weather  for 
the  country.  It's  a  pity  but  you  had  Xerxea  right,  as  toolin  a  young 
'oman  about  in  a  buggy  would  be  unkommon  nice  sport.  I  have  no 
news.  Town  is  very  full  and  'ot.  WenuSy  I  see  by  my  Almanack,  is  an 
evenin'  star  till  the  13th,  and  arterwards  a  mornin*  star.  Jupiter  is  a 
mornin'  star  till  about  the  15th.     Adieu. 

"Yours  to  serve, 

"John  Joeeocks,  M.F.H." 

This,  as  may  be  supposed,  was  not  at  all  satisfactory,  so  the  captain 
immediately  fired  off  the  following : — 

"  Dear  Mr.  Jorrocks, — I  fear  I  was  not  so  intelligible  as  I  ought  to 
have  been  in  my  last  hurried  communication.  My  object  was  to  inform 
you  that  your  horse,  Xerxes,  is  very  bad — dying,  we  think ;  and  as  it 
appears  he  had  the  seeds  of  consumption  at  the  time  you  sold  him,  I 
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think  it  right  you  should  have  the  earliest  intelligence,  in  case  there  is 
any  particular  mode  of  treatment  you  would  like  adopted.  I  feel  assured 
you  only  require  to  be  acquainted  with  the  untoward  circumstance  to 
make  you  rescind  what  appears  to  be  an  untenable  bargain.  Wishing 
you  every  happiness,  I  remain,  with  compliments  to  the  ladies,  dear 
Mr.  Jorrocks, 

"Ever  yours  veiy  faithfully, 

"  MiSEBBIMUS  BOLEPUL,   M.C. 
**  To  John  Jorrocksy.  Esq., 
''  Great  Coram-street,  London. 

"P.S. — Please  to  send  me  a  pound  of  pretty  good  tea,  in  ounce 
packages." 

Still  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  determined  not  to  take  the  hint,  and,  after  the 
delay  of  a  post  or  two,  concocted  the  following  : — 

"  Dear  Doleful, — I  am  werry  sorry  to  hear  so  bad  an  account  of  my 
old  frind  Xerxes.  It*s  a  bore  to  lose  the  services  of  a  quad  jest  at  the 
time  one  wants  them.  I  certainlle  considered  him  a  consumptive  hanimal 
when  I  had  him,  but  it  was  an  'ay-and-corn  cotsumption.  I  am  werry 
much  obliged  by  your  communication.  In  course  I  feels  an  interest  in 
the  prosperity  of  a  hanimal  wot  has  carried  me,  with  such  unruffled 
equinimity,  through  many  a  glorious  chase  :  but  in  the  hands  of  a  'umane 
and  discriminatin*  cock  like  yourself,  I  feels  assured  he  will  receive  every 
attention  his  pekoolier  case  can  require,  and  therefore  must  decline  all 
recommendation.  I  'opes  you'll  be  able  to  patch  him  up  to  do  much  good 
work  yet.     S'pose  you  try  cod-liver  hoil. 

**  Yours  to  serve, 

"John  JoBBOcKs,  M.F.H. 

"  To  Captain  Doleful,  ld.C., 
"  Handley  Cross  Spa. 

"  P.S. — I  send  the  tea,  and  'ope  you  will  like  it.  The-market  haa 
been  heavy  to-day,  owin'  to  the  reports  in  circulation  of  the  arrival  of  the 
overland  mail.  Little  has  been  done  in  the  article  since  the  11th  inst. : 
About  twelve  chops  of  congou  have  recently  arrived,  common  quality,  for 
which  high  rates  are  asked.  Sugar's  riz.  Mrs.  J.  has  gone  for  change 
of  hair  to  Shepherd's  Bush,  but  I  dou't  know  that  I  shall  follow  her. 
Coram  for  me.     Pleasantest  street  in  London." 

Captain  Doleful  was  very  angry  when  he  received  this.  He  saw 
Mr.  Jorrocks  was  laughing  at  him,  and  determined  to  show  fight : — 

**  Dear  Mr,  Jorrocks, — I  wish  to  state  to  you,  very  plainly  and  expli- 
citly, that  the  horse  Xerxes  is  unsound,  and  was  so  when  you  sold  him, 
and  that  I  mean  to  return  him.  If  there  is  any  stable  in  particular  you 
wish  him  sent  to,  please  to  let  me  know  by  return  of  post,  as  he  now 
stands  at  your  expense. 

"  Yours  very  truly, 

•*  MiSEBBIMUS  DOLEPUL,   M.C. 
"To  John  Jorrocks,  Esq., 
**  Qreat  CoraoMtzeet^  Landon.* 
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Then  as  Doleful  read  it  over,  and  thought  it  rather  tart,  he  softened  it 
with  the  {oUowiag  jfkdsanterie : — 

"  P.S. — ^The  tea  is  very  good.  I  wish  I  could  say  as  much  for  the 
trotter." 

Mr.  Jorrocks  was  equally  determined,  as  appears  by  his  answer : — 

"  Dear  Doleful, — I  thought  you'd  have  been  more  of  a  conjarer,  than 
to  s*po8e  I'd  take  back  a  25/.  'oss  wot  I  never  warranted.  You  took  him 
for  better  or  for  worser,  jest  as  I  took  Mrs.  J.  P'raps  he  mny  not  be  quite 
so  good  a  ticket  as  you  could  wish ;  it  werry  seldom  'appens  that  they  are ; 
but  that's  no  reason  why  you  should  be  off  the  bargain.  Make  the  best 
on  him.  '  Be  to  his  wirtues  ever  kind :  be  to  his  faults  a  leetle  blind,' 
as  I  told  you  in  my  second  lector. 

"  Yours  to  serve, 

"John  JoBEOCKs,  M.E.H. 

"To  Captain  Doleful,  M,C., 
"  Handley  Croas  Spa. 

"  P.S. — ^Perhaps  he's  got  worms ;  if  so,  linseed  boil  him." 

The  following  was  the  captain's  ultimatum  : — 

"  Sir, — When  I  opened  the  negotiation  with  you  respecting  your 
rubbishing  good-for-nothing  horse,  I  thought  that  in  dealing  with  the 
Master  of  the  Handley  Cross  Foxhounds,  I  had  some  guarantee  that  I 
was  dealing  with  a'gentleman.  I  grieve  to  find  I  was  mistaken  in  my 
conjecture.  I  now  demand  a  return  of  the  money  I  paid  for  your  nasty 
diseased  horee,  which  an  honest  English  jury  will  award  me  in  the  event 
of  a  refusal.     Waiting  your  answer,  I  remain,  sir, 

**  Yours  obediently, 

•*  MisERUiMUs  Doleful,  M.C, 
"  Captain,  Half-pay, 
"  Mr.  Jorrocks,  Grocer, 
**  Great  Coram-street,  London." 

Mr.  Jorrocks's  answer  was  very  short : — 

*'Dear  Doleful, — I  doesn't  know  nothin'  wot  an  honest  English  jury 
may  do  for  vou,  but  this  I  knows,  Vll  do  noiJnn\  Zounds,  man !  you 
must  be  mad — mad  as  a  hatter  ! 

**  Yours  to  serve, 

**  John  Jorrocks,  M.E.H. 

"  Great  Coram  Street. 
«  To  Captain  Doleful,  M.C., 
"  Handley  Croas  Spa. 

"  P.S. — Let's  have  no  more  nonsense." 

And  Doleful,  seeing  that  all  negotiation  was  hopeless,  rushed  off  to 
that  last  consolation  of  the  injured — a  lawyer, — who  advised  that  he  had 
a  capital  case  if  he  took  it  to  the  superior  courts ;  and  Doleful  assenting, 
he  immediately  prepared  for  having  a  pop  at  friend  Jorrocks. 


OB,   ME.  JORBOOKS'S  HUNT.  487 

While  all  this  was  going  on,  Handley  Cross  became  quite  a  different 
place.  The  winter  legion  of  semi-sporting  invalids  passed  away,  and 
were  replaced  by  a  spring  detachment  from  the  various  seats  of 
unbealthiness — pimply  aldermen,  plethoric  and  purse-plethoric  millowners 
with  their  radiant  ladies,  anxious  mammas  with  their  interesting  daughters 
making  the  grand  round  of  the  matrimonial  watering-place  markets. 

Still  we  regret  to  say  that  our  famous  Spa,  though  abundantly  supplied 
with  ev^ry  thing  else,  was  but  indifferently  well  off  for  eligible  young 
men.  Not  but  that  there  were  plenty  of  idle,  cane-sucking,  wide- 
sleeved,  flagrant  neckclothed  youths,  but  the  real  woodcocks  of  life  if  we 
may  so  term  them — men  who  could  say  to  a  lady,  "  I  can  keep  you  as 
you  ought  to  be,"  were  scarce — very  scarce  indeed.  Most  of  the  youths 
were  mere  hobbledehoys — hanging  about  home  tiU  they  got  something 
to  do — hopeless  for  anything  but  flirtation,  and  even  then  they  could 
only  be  worked  on  the.  reciprocity  system ;  Miss  de  Glancey  favouring 
her  brother's  "  appreciation "  of  Miss  Glow  on  the  understanding  that 
Miss  Glow  encouraged  their  Tom  to  "  think  well "  of  Miss  de  Glancey. 
Under  these  circumstances,  it  will  be  readUy  imagined  how  welcome,  liow 
exciting  was  the  advent  of  a  gentleman  unfettered  with  females,  and 
unencumbered  with  the  protection  of  all  friends  and  relations  of  this  life 
— an  occurrence  so  unusual,  that  we  should  ill  evince  our  gratitude  for 
the  dispensation  were  we  not  to  devote  a  separate  chapter  to  the 
announcement. 


CHAPTER  LXn. 

WILLIAM  THE  CONQUEROR;    OR,  THE  A.D.C. 

Every  one  who  has  visited — and  few  there  are,  we  take  it,  who  have 
not — our  delightfid  watering-place,  must  have  observed  the  fine  gilt- 
wired  letter-cage  in  the  entrance-hall  of  the  Turtle  Doves  Hotel,  in  which 
are  arranged  the  letters  of  expected  visitors,  proclaiming  as  well  the 
coming  greatness,  as  acting  as  advertisements  of  the  house's  custom. 
Here,  as  regular  as  swallows  in  the  spring,  or  as  the  horse  in  the  little 
roundabout  at  a  fair,  have  appeared,  year  after  year,  the  letters  of  Major- 
General  Sir  Thomas  Trout,  the  letters  of  Captain  Hely  Hobkirk  Smith, 
the  letters  of  Lady  Maria  and  Miss  Muff,  the  letters  of  John  Brown  and 
Mr.  Lamb,  the  letters  of  Mrs.  Sharp  and  Miss  Flint,  the  letters  of  we 
don't  know  who  besides.  It  is  from  this  and  similar  sources  that  our 
respected  "  we  "  of  the  "  Pry"  compiles  his  weekly  bulletin  of  the  rank, 
fashion,  aud  beauty  that  visit  this  most  celestial  of  all  sublunary  scenes. 

The  entrance-hall  is  well  adapted  for  a  watering-place  lounge,  being  a 
fine,  lofty,  airy  apartment,  flagged  with  black  and  white  diamond-patterned 
marble  flags ;  while  the  walls  are  done  in  such  good  imitation  of  various 
marbles,  that  many  a  one  feels  them,  to  be  satisfied  that  they  are  not  in 
the  real  marble  halls  of  the  song.  On  the  south,  the  hall  opens  into  a 
public  billiard-room;  on  the  right  is  the  spacious  coffee-room,  where 
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wax-lights  are  supplied  without  charge — or  ''£ree  gratis,"  as  the  waiter 
says ;  while  on  the  left  are  the  private  apartments  of  the  hostess, 
Mrs.  Meudlove ;  through  the  large  plate-glass  window  of  which,  com* 
manding  the  aforesaid  letter-cage  and  hall,  her  lovely  daughter  Constantia, 
may  afternoonly  be  seen  reclining  elegantly  on  a  rose-coloured  sofa,  in 
the  full-blown  costume  of  a  Bloomer.  The  sash  of  the  window  is  then 
up,  and  while  the  sill  forms  an  agreeable  resting-place  for  4he  arms  of 
an  admiring  lounger,  the  letter-box  below  is  a  convenient  excuse  for 
being  there  if  any  one  happens  to  come  in  unawares.  Then  Constaniia 
goes  on  with  her  knitting  or  needlework,  and  the  swain  drops  upon  his 
Ught  reading  of  '*  M^jor-General  Sir  Thomas  Trout,"  *'  Captain  Hely 
Hobkirk  Smith,"  or  whoever  happens  to  be  in  the  "  lock-up,"  just  as 
if  the  improvement  of  his  mind  was  his  sole  and  whole  object. 

The  hall  of  the  Turtle  Doves  Hotel  forms  a  sort  of  centre  of  attraction 
for  the  visitors  at  either  end  of  the  town ;  and,  being  on  a  level  with  the 
street  flags,  invalids  having  the  entree  can  be  wheeled  in  in  their  garden- 
chairs  through  the  bright-folding  mahogany  sash-doors,  where,  in  addition 
to  the  benefit  of  a  well-framed  railway  time-table  and  the  sight  of  a 
weather-glass,  they  have  the  run  of  the  letter-cage,  of  a  couple  of  countiy 
papers,  a  second-hand  copy  of  the  **  Post,"  a  guide  to  the  Wells,  and  the 
use  of  a  hat-brush — all  very  attractive  things  in  their  way.  High 
'Change  is  generally  about  noon,  when  the  Bloomer,  having  got  herself 
becomingly  up,  and  the  letter-box  arranged,  throws  up  her  window,  and 
subsides  in  easy  elegant  attitude  on  her  sofa.  Sir  Thomas  Trout,  who  always 
arrives  with  the  punctuality  of  the  soldier,  is  the  self-elected  great  gun 
of  the  place,  and  to  him  are  referred  all  matters  of  pedigree,  etiquette, 
points  of  honour — of  warfare  and  military  discipline  generally.  What  he 
says  is  law.  Sir  Thomas^  who  is  a  peripatetic  gourmand,  always  feeds 
into  a  severe  fit  of  the  gout  towards  spring,  and  comes  to  Handley 
Cross  to  be .  cured — than  which,  we  need  scarcely  say,  there  is  no 
better  place. 

Last  summer,  however,  we  grieve  to  add — for  we  have  a  share  in  it  on 
the  sly — the  Turtle  Doves  had  not  its  fair  share  of  company.  Whether 
this  was  owing  to  undue  and,  perhaps,  unfair  competition,  or  to  the 
Boniface  castigation  by  the  "  Times,"  or  to  whim,  or  to  fashion,  or  to 
caprice,  we  know  not ;  but  such  was  the  case,  as  we  know  to  our  cost. 
That  it  was  not  owing  to  any  falling-off  in  the  management  of  the  hotel, 
we  are  in  a  condition  to  speak ;  for  we  were  there  the  greater  part  of  the 
autumn,  and  never  eaw  better  management,  better  cookery,  better  wine, 
better  beer,  better  tea,  better  butter,  better  anything,  or  a  more  beautiful 
Bloomer ;  and,  despite  what  the  **  Times  "  may  say  as  to  hotels  generally, 
the  charges  were  by  no  means  exorbitant.  Not,  of  course,  that  we  paid 
anything,  but  we  saw  and  helped  to  inflame  the  bills  of  those  who  did. 
That,  however,  is  not  the  point,  and  is  only  thrown  in  by  way  of  giving 
the  house  a  lift.     Our  business  is  with  a  guest. 

It  was  just  as  the  spring  was  setting  in  with  its  usual  serenity  that  the 
drooping  spirits  of  the  Jiloomer  were  cheered  by  the  arrival  of  three 
portentous-looking  letters,  headed, 

"  On  Her  Majesty's  Service," 
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and  addressed-^ 

<'  To  WMliam  Heirelond,  fieq.,  A.D.G.,  &c.,  kc.,  fcc., 

**  TnrtlB  DoTe§  Hotel, 

**  Handiej  Cron  Spa.'* 

"Mj  wor — rod!**  exdaimed  the  Bloomer,  ehitchmg  them,  and 
admiring  the  great  seals — ^the  royal  arms;  and  then  toming  to  the 
directions — ''  my  wor— tod,**  repeated  «he,  ^  but  this  is  somethmg  like," 
reading — 

"  *  On  her  Majesty's  Senriee, 

•'^William  Hereland,  Esq.,  A.D.C.' 

"A.D.C."  repeated  she—"  A.D.C.^hat'€  A.D.C.,  poetmanf  " 

^  A.  B.  C.  D.  E.  F.  G.  H.  I.  J.,"  replied  the  postman,  hnnying  off, 
saying  the  alphabet. 

**  Well,"  said  the  Bloomer,  turning  one  of  the  letters  npside  down, 
^he'fl  somebody,  that's  quite  clear — on  Her  Migesty's  Service — ^well, 
I  think !  If  this  isn't  the  making  of  the  house,  I  don*t  know  what 
will." 

She  then  turned  it  upright  again,  as  if  in  hopes  that  a  fresh  riew 
would  help  her  to  decipher  it,  but  with  no  better  suocess.  The  A.D.C. 
lEiirly  puzzled  her.  She  would  like  to  know  what  it  meant.  K.C.B.'s, 
LLJ).'s,  F.B.S.'s,  D.C.L.'s  she  had  severally  caged,  but  had  never  had 
an  A.D.C.  through  her  hands  before.  "What  could  AJD.C.  mean,** 
thought  she,  as  she  nm  her  eye  over  the  bed-room  book,  considering 
where  she  should  put  so  important  a  personage.  "  It  must  be  a  good 
room — low  down,  too.  Ah,  there  was  No.  8— nice  airy  room,  three 
windows,  two  looking  to  the  street,  and  the  other  to  the  Bnttermead 
meadows." 

"  Mary  1 "  exclaimed  she,  ringing  the  housemaid's  bell,  and  applying 
ker  lips  to  the  ivory-mouthed  communicating  pipe  in  the  wall. 

"  Mary !  "  repeated  she  upwards. 

"  Mem  P  "  answered  a  voice  downwards. 
No.  8  ready  P  "  replied  the  Bloomer,  upwards. 
Yes,  mem,"  answered  the  voice  downwards. 

Put  on  the  pink  toilet-cover,  clean  muslin  curtains,  and  the  new 
counterpane,  and  I'll  give  yon  some  fine  towels  when  I  come  up-stairs,** 
said  the  Bloomer. 

•*  Yes,  mem,"  replied  the  voice. 

The  Bloomer  then  had  another  look  at  the  letters,  in  hope  of  inspira- 
tion ;  but  none  coming,  she  took  down  the  key  of  the  lock-up,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  place  them  in  custody.  Very  conspicuously  she  arranged 
them,  too,  one  above  the  other  in  the  very  centre  of  the  long  gilt-wired 
boK,  keeping  all  the  insignificant  Browns,  Jones,  and  Eobinsons,  at  a 
xespeotfid  distance  from  them.  After  taking  a  lingering  look,  she 
resimied  her  place  on  the  sofa,  '*  Punch  "  in  hand,  to  watch  the  imjnwsioii 
the  large  letters  made  upon  the  comers. 

The  first  to  visit  the  gay  scene  on  this  auspicious  day  were  the  three 
Miss  D'Oyleys.    They  generally  accompanied  their  brother  to  the  bilMard- 
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room,  and  after  conning  the  fashionable  column  in  the  "  PosV  ioformiiig 
themaelyes  what  was  doing  in  high  life,  they  glanced  their  lostrous  eyes 
through  the  letter-box,  and  then  proceeded  on  their  travels.  They  were 
all  struck  with  the  important  A.D.G.  letters,  but  made  no  demonstration 
in  the  presence  of  the  Bloomer.  When  they  got  outside,  however,  it  was 
different. 

<  •'  Who  can  Mr.  Heavytree  be  ?  "  "  What's  A.D.C.  ?  "  cxdaimed  Anna 
Maria  and  Jane  Sophia  in  the  same  breath. 

"  Heavytree !  it's  not  Heavytrce,"  replied  Miss  D'Oyley,  who  had 
taken  a  more  deliberate  read  than  her  sisters. 
*'  Who  is  it  then  ?  "  asked  Anna  Maria. 
ffevdandf  I  read  it,"  replied -the  elder  sister. 
Well,  but  what's  A.D.C.  ?  "  asked  JaneJ^Sophia. 
"  Don't  know,"  repUed  Miss  D'Oyley. 

Next  cune  Mrs.  and  the  Miss  Bow^anks.  They  lived  at  Baspbeny 
Tart  Lodge,  but  having  seriously  damaged  a  ten-pound  note  at  the 
Turtle  Doves  on  their  coming,  had  arranged  with  Timothy,  the  head 
waiter,  to  have  their  letters  d!urected  to  the  Turtle  Doves,  instead  of  to 
the  less  aristocratic  mansion  they  occupied.  Great  talk,  too,  it  made  in 
the  little  country  town  from  whence  they  came,  that  they  should  be 
scgouming  so  long  at  such  a  first-rate  hotel,  accompanied  with  the 
usual  significant  shrugs  and  wishes  that  they  ''  mightn't  be  going  it." 
Mrs.  Bowerbank,  however,  not  coming  up  to  the  Bloomer's  idea  of  a 
lady — chiefly,  we  believe,  because  she  gave  her  cast-off  clothes  to  the  poor 
of  her  village,  instead  of  to  her  maid — the  Bloomer  just  contented  herself 
with  exclaiming  from  the  back  of  "  Punch,"  as  she  contemplated  the  party 
over  the  top, 

"  Nothing  for  you  to-day,  mem." 

*'  Oh,  indeed !  "  replied  Mrs.  Bowerbank,  who  had  brought  her  gold- 
chained  eye-glass  to  bear  on  the  all-absorbing  letters :  '*  William  Heveland, 
Esq.,  A.D.G.  Who  can  he  be,  I  wonder?  On  her  Majesty's  Service, 
too ;  "  and  thereupon  she  turned  into  the  ball  to  take  up  the  "  Post,"  in 
hopes  that  some  one  would  come  in  to  expound. 

Little  old  Miss  Gaby  followed,  but  being  a  lady  who  professed  to  be 
quite  destitute  of  curiosity,  she  never  looked  into  the  letter-box  while 
there  was  any  one  there  to  see  her ;  so  she  inmiediately  entered  into  a 
most  cordial  disquisition  with  Mrs.  Bowerbank  about  the  weather, 
expressing  the  most  sanguine  hopes  as  to  the  result,  just  as  if 
she  had  three  hundred  acres  of  wheat,  and  two  hundred  acres  of 
barley,  to  say  nothing  of  green  crops,  dependent  upon  its  caprice, 
though  all  the  soil  she  possessed  was  what  she  had  brought  in  on  her 
dirty  thick  shoes. 

The  overpowering  Mrs.  Flummocks,  known  in  the  matrimonial  market 
as  "  the  Crusher,"  from  the  summary  way  she  settles  little  gentlemen's 
pretensions  who  make  up  to  her  towering  daughters,  then  forced  the 
barrier  of  both  doors,  and  sailed  into  the  hall  like  a  tragedy  queen, 
leaving  the  folding-doors  flopping  like  condor's  wings  behind  her. 
Mrs.  Flummocks  held  herself  high,  and  only  vouchsafed  a  gentle 
inclination  of  the  head  to  the  Bowerbanks,  while  she  honoured 
Miss  Gaby,  who  could  in  no  ways  int^ere  with  her  daughters,  with  the 
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tips  of  her  fore-fingera.  This  done,  she  sailed  majesticallj  round  to  the 
letter-box,  and  was  soon  struck  with  the  imposing^ooking  documents  in 
the  middle.  ^  '     / 

"  On  Her  Majesty's  Sertioe. 

"  William  Heveknd,  Esq.,  A.D.C." 

read  she,  slowlj  and  deliberately.  "  William  Heveland,^*  repeated  she» 
looking  up.  *'  Wonder  if  he's  any  relation  of  the  Hevelands,  of  Here- 
land  Hall — Tcry  old  friend  of  our  family's  if  he  is.  Oh,  good  morning. 
Miss  Meudlove,"  continued  she,  addressing  the  Bloomer,  as  if  she  now 
saw  her  for  the  first  time ;  "  good  morning.  Miss  Mendlove.  Pray  ean 
you  tell  me  what  county  this  Mrl  Hereland,  whose  letters  I  see  in  the 
case,  is  from  ?  " 

'*Are  there  any  letters  in  the  case  for  that  name?  "  asked  the 
Bloomer,  with  an  air  of  the  utmost  innocence,  for  she  hated 
Mrs.  Elummocks,  whose  maid  gave  the  worst  possible  desoription  of 
her.  meanness,  particularly  in  the  tea-and-sugar  department.  Moreover, 
though  Mrs.  Flummocks  *'  Miss  Mendk)Te*d  "  h«r  to  her  face,  she  knew 
that  she  '*  young  person'd "  her  behind  her  back,  and  laughed  at  her 
*'  ridiculous  costume,"  as  she  called  the  Bloomer  attire.  "  Are  there  any 
letters  in  the  case  for  that  name  ?  "  replied  the  Bloomer,  in  answer  to 
Mrs.  Flummocks's  inquiry. 

"  Yes,  three,"  replied  Mrs.  Flummocks,  looking  them  over.  '^  Can  you 
tell  me  who  he  is  ?  " 

No,  mem,  I  can't,"  snapped  the  Bloomer,  returning  to  her  "  Punch." 
What  does  A.D.C.  mean,  Martha?"  asked  the  Crusher,  turning  to 
her  eldest  daughter,  who,  with  her  two  strapping  sisters,  had  now  entered 
the  hall,  while  mamma  was  looking  into  the  letter-box,  and  making  her 
attempts  on  the  Bloomer. 

"  A.D.C,  A.D.C.,"  repeated  the  gigantic  Martha;  "  I'm  sure  I  don't 
know,  mamma.    ABC  one  understands,  but  I  don't  know  what  A.D.C* 


means." 


"  It's  on  a  letter— something  Heveland,  Esq.,  A.D.C."  observed  the 
Crusher,  adjusting  her  front. 

"  Can  it  have  anything  to  do  with  the  Company's  service  ?  "  suggested 
the  second  strapper,  whose  name  was  Sarah. 

"  Company's  service,"  repeated  the  Crusher,  who  had  had  one  or  two 
of  that  breed  of  suitors  through  hands — "  Company's  service — ^no— that 
is  H.E.I.C.,  Honourable  East  India  Company,  isn't  it  ?  " 

'*The  Greographical  Society,  perhaps,"  suggested  the  youngest,  Miss 
Margaret,  who,  being  last  from  school,  might  be  reasonably  supposed  to 
have  her  learning  fresher  than  the  others. 

"No;  that's  F.R.G.S.,  Fellow  of  the  Boyal  Geographical  Society," 
mouthed  the  eldest,  in  her  usual  knock-me-down  way,  silencing  the  sister, 
and  settling  the  disquisition. 

The  hall  now  began  to  fill.  Mr.,  Mrs.,  and  three  Miss  Softeners,  came 
stealing  in,  and  before  the  door  closed  on  their  entry,  Mrs.  and  the  Miss 
HoUoways  followed.  Then  came  Mr.  Biddle  and  Mr.  Dawes,  Mr.  Dixon 
and  Miss  Hat,  Mr.  Bap  and  Master  Paine,  Mr.  Slade  and  Miss  Comer, 
Mrs.  Comer  following  judiciously  with  old  Mrs.  Fisk,  whom  she  had 
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wmaabti,  last  year  to  ^otpture  the  eHppeiy  Mr.  Prance.  Ladies,  howerer 
modi  th^  maj  ihHaikd  eadi  other,  and  whieh,  by<4he-by,  they  almost  all 
do,  will  always  combine  to  catch  a  man.  They  don't  know  how  soon 
they  may  require  similar  Msiatanoe  themsek^es.  That,  however,  by  way 
of  parenthesis. 

Well,  as  the  hall  filled,  the  box  was  visited,  and  fresh  inquiries  arose 
what  A.D.C.  meant.  **  What  does  A.D.C.  mean  ?  "  superseded  the  state 
of  the  weather,  or  '*  What  do  you  hear  of  the  war  P  *'  One  said  it  meant 
one  thing,  another  another,  but  each  fresh  suggestion  was  disposed  of 
almost  as  quickly  «8  it  was  made.  At  length,  as  ingenuity  was  about 
eshausted,  a  codcaded  footman,  in  a  coat  of  many  colours,  was  seen 
manoeuvring  a  garden-chair  outside,  and  a  rush  b^g  made  to  either 
folding-door,  the  great  Major-General  Sir  Thomas  Trout  was  wheeled 
into  the  hall.  The  ususl  salutations  over,  and  inquiries  made  as  to  the 
state  of  his  dear  hand,  and  his  dear  arm,  and  his  d^  foot,  and  so  on,  the 
qnestion  was' soon  put, 

•*  What  does  A.D.C.  m«fa.  Sir  Thomas  ?  " 

•*  A.D.C.,"  replied  lie/with  a  mingled  smile  of  pity  and  eontempt — 
**  A.D.C.  Why,  don't  ymi  know  P  Aide-de-camp  to  be  sure — what  I  was 
to  my  Lord  Bully  we] 

*''0h,  to  be  surel^'  exclaimed  half  a  dosen  voices i  ''how  etoopid  not 
to  know  it !     Aide-de-camp,  to  be  sure  I   so  it  is." 

"Why  do  you  askP"  inquired  the  great  man,  as  the  exclamations 
subsided. 

'^Oh  !  only  there  are  some  letters  directed  so  to  a  gentleman  here,  or 
ooming  here." 

** Indeed!"  replied  the  major-general,  raising  his  eyebrows;  adding, 
^  I  have  no  information  on  the  subject." 

Just  as  if  no  military  man  had  any  business  at  Handley  Cross  without 
consulting  him. 

"  Indeed  I  "  repeated  Sir  Thomas.     "  What's  his  name  ?  " 

**  fieveland,  Sir  Thomas,"  replied  the  Crusher,  who  was  very  ambitious 
of  the  great  man's  notice ;  indeed,  at  one  time,  fancied  she  was  to  be 
Lady  Trout. 

'•Heveland — Heveland — Heveland,"  repeated  Sir  Thomas.  "Know  the 
name — know  the  name ;"  adding  to  his  coach-horse  footman,  "Jeremiah, 
tell  Miss  Mend  love  I  want  to  speak  to  her." 

"  Yes,  Sir  Thomas,"  replied  Jeremiah,  touching  his  hat  most  obse- 
quiously, and  moving  away  to  inform  the  Bloomer  through  the 
window. 

This  brought  the  fair  lady,  in  her  silver-buttoned  light-blue  silk  vest, 
with  a  flowing  jacket  of  a  darker  blue  above  a  lavender-coloured  tunic 
and  white  trousers,  Angering  her  cambric  collarette  and  crimson  silk  neck- 
tie above  her  richly-figured  shirt,  with  mock-diamond  buttons  scattered 
freely  down  the  front. 

Good  morning,  Miss  Constantia,"  exclaimed  the  old  knight,  gaily. 

Good  morning.  Miss  Constantia.  So  you've  got  an  aide-de-camp 
here,  have  you  ?    No  wonder  you're  so  smart,"  added  he,  looking  her  over. 

"A  what.  Sir  Thomas P"  asked  the  Bloomer,  not  exactly  catching 
irhat  he  said. 
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*'  All,  you  know,  yoa  ssnghiy  one  1 "  exdaimed  the  migor-generaly 
arcbly ;  adding,  "  Tell  me,  my  dear,  is  Mr.  Heveland  at  home  ?  *' 

"  He's  not  come  yet,  Sir  Tfaomaa,"  replied  the  fair  lady,  now  putting 
that  and  that  together,  and  redu)ning  she  had  done  well  to  order  the  best 
bedroom  to  be  got  leudj. 

**  Not  eome  yet  J  '*  replied  Sir  Thomaa.  *'  Not  oome  yet  !^'  adding, 
after  a  pause,  **  Well,  I  must  notice  him — I  must  notice  him.  Tell  him, 
when  he  comes,  that  Major-General  Sir  Thomas  Trout  has  called  upon 
himr— or  stay,"  added  he,  **  Jeremiah,"  appealing  again  to  the  ooach^ 
horse  footman,  ''  give  Miss  Oonstantia  a  card  out  of  my  case.  Where** 
upon  Jeremiah  di?ed  into  the  pocket  of  the  coot  Of  many  dolours,  antl 
fishiDg  up  the  mother-of-pearl  card-case,  handed  the  all-important  pastes 
board  to  the  Bloomer,  who  placed  it  above  the  "  AJD.C."  letters  in  the 
box. 

Sir  Thomas's  card  clenched  tiie  business.  There  was  no  further  specu- 
lation or  inquiry  as  to  who  or  what  the  stranger  was.  The  thing  now 
was  to  get  a  sight  of  the  great  A.I>.C.  In  this  our  friends  were  doomed 
to  a  good  deal  of  iantalisation ;  for,  though  the  next  day  brought  two 
more  letters  *'  On  Her  Majesty's  Service,"  and  several  others  sealed  with 
crests  and  many-quartered  coats  of  arms,  all  of  which  were  duly  paraded 
in  the  letter-cage,  yet  neither  the  Bloomer  nor  any  one  about  the  place 
could  give  any  information  as  to  the  man  himself.  Sir  Thomas  Trout 
shook  his  head  mysteriously  when  appealed  to,  and  said  he  was  "  not  at 
liberty  to  mention  '*— a  course  the  knight  generally  adopted  when  he 
wanted  to  conceal  his  ignorance. 

Great  excitement  was  the  consequenoe;  the  title  ^^  aide-de-camp " 
representing  to  most  minds  a  dashing  young  officer,  full  of  giggle  and 
conversation,  with  a  great  aptitude  for  love-making,  dancing,  and  singing. 
We  don't  Imow  how  many  young  ladies  were  set  out  for  him ;  half  the 
town,  in  short ;  for  women  like  playing  at  appropriation,  let  the  ehano6 
of  success  be  ever  so  remote.  It  is  their  castle-building  in  the  air  m 
£ict. 

However  time  and  the  hour  against  the  longest  day,  and  excitement 
like  other  things  oomes  to  an  end. 

The  shades  of  evening  were  drawing  on,  lady  parties  were  settling  to  their 
tea,  and  gentlemen  to  their  wine,  when  the  tit-tupping  tramp  of  a  horse's 
hoofis  drew  all  eyes  to  the  street,  and  a  d^shabiUeishly  dressed  gentleman, 
looking  like  a  man  going  to  bathe  or  shoot  wild  ducks,  was  seen  cantering 
in  an  easy  toe-in-the-stirrup  way,  with  a  slack  rein  and  a  smart  silvers- 
mounted  whip  under  his  arm.  It  struck  almost  everybody  who  saw  him 
that  it  was  the  A.D.O.  Nor  were  they  wrong  in  their  conjecture,  for 
pulling  up  at  the  door  of  the  Turtle  Doves  Hotel,  he  threw  himself  care- 
lessly off  the  half  oover-hack,  half  shooting-pony's  back,  and  leaving  it  to 
stand  by  itself,  swung  into  the  hall  with  a  noisy  flourish. 

*'  Any  letters  for  me  P  (haw),"  exclaimed  he,  in  a  throaty,  consequential 
sort  of  way — "  any  letters  for  me  ?  (haw),"  cracking  his  whip  jockeywise 
down  his  very  loud-striped  brown  trousers'  side,  as  he  straddled  to  the 
still  open  window. 

*'  Oh,  yes,  sir ! "  exclaimed  the  beautifid  Bloomer,  not  behind  the  rest 
in  sagacity— ^«  oh,  yes,  sir — a  great  many,  air,"  oontinued  she,  unloddng 
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the  cage,  gathering  together  all  the  documents,  great  and  small,  and 
placing  them  in  his  hand. 

*'  Haw  ! "  continued  he,  pompously,  from  his  throat,  as  he  sorted  them 
like  a  hand  at  cards,  placing  *'Her  Majesty's  Senrice  "  ones  unopened  iu 
the  little  outside  pockets  of  his  queer  pepper-and-salt-coloured  jacket, 
along  with  Sir  Thomas  Trout's  card,  and  tearing  open  the  seals  of  those 
he  was  not  acquainted  with,  scattering  the  crumpled  envelopes  freely 
about  the  floor.  "  Haw ! "  repeated  he  again,  having  mastered  their 
contents.  "  Now,"  continued  he,  feeling  his  sky-blue  ariel  tie,  ''send  the 
(haw)  ostler  to  take  moy  (haw)  hack,  and  order  me  a  (haw)  bedroom  with 
a  (haw)  sitting-room  adjoining,  or  near  at  hand  (haw) ;  and  let  me  have 
aome  (haw)  dinner.  What  (haw)  soup  have  you  P  Qiaw),"  pulling  away 
at  his  painted  gills  as  he  spoke. 

"  I'm  afraid  we've  no  hare  soup,8ir,"  replied  the  Bloomer,  modestly. 

*'  (Haw)  I  don't  mean  haw  soup — but  what  (haw)  soup  have  ye  ?"  said 
he,  fiimbling  at  his  ihirt  front. 

The  Bloomar  then,  better  comprehending  his  dialect,  recited  the 
usual  inn  varieties — giblet,  ox-tail,  mulligatawny,  and  so  on ;  and  the 
great  man,  having  chosen  ox-tail  with  a  sole,  and  a  rump-steak  with 
oyster-sauce  to  follow,  swaggered  across  the  haU,  and  up  the  light  cork- 
screw staircase  after  the  waiter,  to  inspect  his  rooms  and  prepare  for 
the  repast. 

"  (Haw)  that  will  do  (haw),"  said  he,  glancing  at  the  dimensions  and 
furniture  of  the  Mitre ;  adcUng,  *'  Now  let  me  see  the  (haw)  bedroom 
(haw)." 

That  he  also  said  would  "  do,"  but  he  said  it  as  if  it  was  not  the  sort 
of  thing  he  was  accustomed  to ;  but  having  made  up  his  mind  to  put  up 
with  it,  he  forthwith  proceeded  to  unpack  himself.  From  his  drab  felt 
wide-awake  he  drew  out  half  a  quire  of  clean  dickeys  and  a  front ;  from 
the  breast-pocket  of  his  jacket  he  produced  three  pair  of  socks,  a  razor, 
a  toothbrush,  and  a  comb ;  while  out  of  the  back  pockets  came  a  shirt, 
a  dark  blue  Joinville,  some  pocket-handkerchiefs,  no  end  of  letters  and 
papers,  with  a  cigar-case  and  a  case  of  instruments.  Having  deposited 
the  clothes  and  dressing  things  on  the  table,  he  bundled  the  letters, 
papers,  and  cases  back  into  his  pockets,  and  finding  that  dinner  would 
not  be  ready  for  half  an  hour,  descended  to  make  the  better  acquaintance 
of  the  Bloomer,  whose  appearance  had  struck  him  greatly  as  he  entered, 
and  in  whose  agreeable  society  he  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  evening. 
Our  business  at  present,  however,  is  more  with  his  out-of-door  conquests, 
and  to  them  we  will  now  devote  our  attention. 

The  '*  A.D.C."  letters  appended  to  his  name,  coupled  with  the  extreme 
commonness,  not  to  say  vulgarity,  of  our  present  style  of  morning  dress, 
caused  what  in  other  days  would  have  been  thought  "  queer "  to  be 
overlooked,  or  attributed  to  fashion  or  the  whim  of  travelling  incognito. 
Military  men  like  making  "  guys "  of  themselves  out  of  harness,  some 
said ;  others  made  no  doubt  he  would  be  a  great  swell  in  the  evening. 
Great  were  the  hopes  entertained  for  the  morrow.  Here,  however,  our 
friends  were  doomed  to  disappointment,  for  our  hero  studiously  kept  to 
his  room  ;  nor  could  all  the  giggle  and  chatter  of  high  'Change,  or  the 
important  rumbling  of  Sir  Thomas's  wheels,  or  the  audible  tone  in  which 
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the  great  man  inquired  if  the  Bloomer  had  given  Mr.  Heveland  his  card, 
induce  him  to  show  himself.  Sir  Thomas,  indeed,  looked  rather  discon- 
certed when,  in  reply  to  his  inquiry,  what  the  A.D.C.  said  when  she  gave 
him  it,  the  Bloomer  replied  that  '*  he  just  put  it  in  his  pocket."  Sir 
Thomas  had  hoped  he  would  have  made  such  a  demonstration  of  gratitude 
as,  when  told,  would  have  enhanced  Sir  Thomas's  consequence  in  the 
eyes  of  the  company. 

Nor  could  Timothy,  the  waiter — a  genius  possessed  of  all  the  easy 
inquisitive  impudence  of  the  brotherhood — ^throw  any  light  upon  our 
friend's  movements,  beyond  that  he  seemed  very  busy,  whenever  he  went 
into  the  room,  with  compasses  and  pencils  and  tracing-paper,  which  being 
communicated  from  one  person  to  another,  at  length  resolved  itself  into 
a  very  plausible  story — namely,  that  he  was  aide-de-camp  to  the  inspector- 
general  of  fortifications,  down  on  a  secret  mission  from  the  government  in 
connection  with  the  war.  Some  said  the  inspector-general  was  coming 
too.  This  idea  seemed  to  receive  confirmation  from  Sir  Thomas  Trout, 
who,  being  questioned  about  it,  replied,  with  a  solemn  shake  of  the  head, 
that  he  was  "  not  at  liberty  to  mention."  The  interest  greatly  increased 
with  the  mystery.     It  became  all-absorbing. 

Next  day  brought  partial  relief.  Towards  noon  the  great  man  was  seen 
sauntering  along,  cigar  in  mouth,  staring  idly  at  horses  and  carriages,  and 
into  shop-windows,  giving  both  ladies  and  gentlemen  ample  opportunity 
of  looking  him  over — a  privilege  that  he  seemed  equally  disposed  to 
partake  of  himself. 

We  may  candidly  admit  that  there  was  a  difference  of  opinion  with 
regard  to  his  looks ;  but  what  young  gentleman  ever  appeared  on  the 
stage  of  public  life  without  raising  adverse  opinions  as  to  his  appearance? 
It  does  not,  however,  follow,  that  because  young  ladies  proclaim  a  man 
a  fright,  an  object,  a  horror,  or  anything  of  that  sort,  that  they  really 
think  so.  They  have  a  useful  way  of  running  men  down,  in  hopes  of 
preventing  each  other  from  entering  for  them ;  a  trick  that  we  should 
think  they  are  ail  too  well  up  in,  ever  to  impose  on  each  other  with. 

As  praise,  however,  is  always  more  agreeable  to  a  well-disposed  Bramah 
pen  than  censure,  we  may  commence  by  stating  that  both  the  Miss  Sheep- 
shanks and  their  mamma  thought  our  friend  very  handsome.  They 
admired  the  rich  jet-black  luxuriance  of  his  hair,  also  the  stiff  inward 
curl  of  his  regular  all-round-the-chin  whiskers,  above  all,  his  beautiful 
billy-goat  imperial.  Their  sagacious  eyes,  too,  saw  in  the  deep-blue  out- 
line of  his  upper  lip  evidence  of  his  self-denial  in  not  growing  the  now 
degraded  shop-lad  appendage  of  a  moustache.  Altogether  they  thought 
him  very,  very  handsome;  and  miss  it  was  who  christened  him  "the 
Conqueror ! " 

The  Miss  Trypperleys,  too,  thought  him  good-looking — rather  more 
colour,  perhaps,  than  was  strictly  aristocratic,  but  that  looked  as  if  he  kept 
better  hours  than  the  generality  of  young  men,  and  as  if  that  "  nasty 
smoking  "  didn't  disagree  with  him  as  it  did  with  many. 

The  Miss  D'Oyleys  thought  he  would  have  been  better  if  he  had  been 
a  little  taller,  though,  to  be  sure,  he  would  look  different  in  uniform ; 
and  wondered  whether  he  was  in  the  lights  or  the  heavies,  or  the  artillery 
or  what.    The  Miss  Bowerbanks,  too,  liked  his  looks ;  and  the  Softeners 
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^ere  as  enamoured  of  bim  as  the  Sheepshanks.  Mrs.  Flammocka 
passed  no  opinion  in  public,  priding  herself  upon  her  discretion ;  shfi, 
however,  thought  well  of  him  in  private.  The  Miss  Sowerbys  (oldiah) 
eouldn't  bear  him  ;  they  thought  they  never  saw  such  a  great,  staring, 
impudent,  vulgar-looking  fellow,  and  only  wished  they  had  a  brother  to 
horsewhip  him ;  while  the  poor  Conqueror  had  never  looked  at  either  of 
them.     He  furnished  abundant  conversation  for  the  town  that  day. 

Meanwhile,  the  AJ).C.  letters  poured  in  apace ;  not  a  post  arrived  but 
aome  came,  either  "  On  Her  Majesty's  Service,"  or  in  the  smaller  form 
used  by  ordinary  mortals ;  and  the  importance  of  the  Conqueror  s  ndssion 
swelled  with  the  exclusivjeness  of  his  retirement.  Though  many  people 
called,  all  anxious  for  an  interview,  the  unvarying  answer  was,  '*  Not  at 
home,"  though  the  waiter,  on  his  cross-examination,  could  not  but  admit 
that  our  friend  was  up-stairs.  Indeed,  we  may  observe  that  the  A.D.C. 
had  completely  overpowered  the  otherwise  communicative  waiter's  loqua^ 
dty,  and  from  having  nothing  to  tell,  he  assumed  a  sort  of  mysterious 
gravity  that  greatly  assisted  the  A.D.C.  interest.  The  Conqueror  was 
ao  throaty  and  important,  so  peremptory  in  his  orders,  so  stem  in  his 
censures,  that  Timothy,  who  is  rather  free  and  easy,  given  to  the  penp- 
fiag%  of  matrimony,  pretending  to  get  heiresses  for  yQung  gentlemen,  and 
flo  on,  stood  awed  in  his  presence,  and  bowed  lowly  and  reverentially 
before  hiuL  Moreover,  as  Timothy  afterwards  said,  he  was  satisfied  the 
Conqueror  was  a  gent,  because  he  always  took  a  glass  of  sherry  before 
he  began  his  port  after  dinner.  But  though  the  Conqueror  evidently  did 
not  court — nay,  rather  seemed  to  avoid  society,  he  was  not  above  con- 
forming to  the  ordinary  rules  that  regulate  its  dealings ;  and  having  got 
the  fair  Bloomer  to  sort  his  callers'  cards,  and  tell  him  where  each  lived, 
80  that  he  might  not  go  over  the  same  ground  twice,  he  shot  meteor-like 
through  the  place,  knocking  at  this  door,  ringing  at  that,  putting  in  his 
pasteboard,  "  Mr.  William  Heveland,  A.D.C,"  but  firmly  resisting  all 
the  reiterated  assurances  of  both  Johns  and  Janes  that  their  mistresses  or 
the  young  ladies  were  at  home. 

"  Dear  me,  Mary  ! "  exclaimed  the  Crusher,  taking  the  card  oflF  the 
silver  salver  on  which  it  was  brought  up,  "  how  stoopid !  DidnH  I  teU 
you  tee  were  at  home .'"  ^ 

"Please,  mum,  the  genTman  didn't  ask;"  or  ''Please,  mum,  I  told 
him  so,  and  he  just  gave  me  that." 

''  Oh,  don't  tell  me  !  It's  one  of  your  stoopid  mistakes  ;  you  are  the 
stoopidest  girl  I  ever  saw  in  my  life." 

Nor  did  the  Conqueror  make  any  exception  in  favour  of  the  great  Sir 
Thomas  Trout,  though  the  man  of  the  coat  of  many  colours  insisted  that 
his  master  was  at  home  to  him — as  if  a  special  exception  had  been  made 
in  his  favour. 

"  Then,  give  him  that,"  said  the  Conqueror,  presenting  his  card,  and 
blowing  a  great  cloud  of  smoke  right  past  the  man's  face  into  the  anti- 
tobacconist  major-general's  very  entrance-halL 

This  disgusted  the  great  man.  The  ladies,  however,  are  not  so  easily 
put  off  a  scent  as  the  men,  and  the  preliminaries  to  an  acquaintance  being 
now  accomplished,  they  proceeded  to  clench  it  with  invitations  to  dine. 
Cards  came  pouring  in  from  all  quarters,  some  in  envelopes,  some  open. 
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aome  printed,  some  written,  some  embossed,  some  plain,  requeuing  the 
honour  of  Mr.  William  Heveland's  company  to  dinner  on  Monday  the  10th, 
or  Tuesday  the  11th,  or  Wednesday  the  l^th,  just  as  their  krders  or 
previous  engagemente  favoured  the  specukdon* 

The  Crusher,  thinking  to  steal  a  march  on  the  rest,  dre^v  a  short  biU 
upon  him  for  a  tea,  which  the  Sbomety  who  had  firmly  establi^ied 
herself  in  the  AJ).C.'s  confidence,  had  great  pleasure  in  recommend- 
ing him  to  put  in  the  fire^  whidi  he  did  aoeocdingly.  The  rest  of 
the  cards  he  just'  bundled  into  his  queer  jacket*pocket,  to  mawer  at 
his  leisure. 

One  great  beauty  of  Handley  Cross — ^indeed,  of  all  small  idle  places 
is,  that  everybody  knows  what  you  are  about.  It  isn't  like  London^ 
where  you  may  die  and  be  buried  without  your  nest-door  neighbour  \mng 
any  the  wiser ;  but  at  a  watering-place,  all  your  in-comings  and  out-goinga 
are  watched  and  accurately  noted — where  you  dine,  who  there  is  to  meet 
you — nay,  what  you  have  for  dinner — and  you  feel  as  if  you  didn't  stand 
quite  alone  in  the  world. 

Some  people — generally  those  who  take  plenty  of  time  themselves — are 
often  desperately  anxious  to  get  answers  to  their  invitations^  and  wonder 
others  don't  answer — so  idle  not  answering — what  can  they  be  about  they 
don't  answer ;  and  so  it  was  on  the  present  occasion.  Our  friend,  not 
intending  to  accept  of  any  of  the  invitations,  just  let  them  remain  in  hia 
jacket  pocket,  along  with  *'  Her  Majesty's  "  and  other  letters,  until  it  suited 
his  convenience  to  have  a  general  clearance;  and  as  cards  and  crested  notes 
still  kept  dropping  in,  he  kept  putting  off  and  putting  off  till  he  had  all 
the  senders  in  a  state  of  excitement.  Great  were  the  gatherings  in  the 
hall  of  the  Turtle  Doves,  and  numerous  the  idiisperiag  inquiries  that 
were  made  of  the  Bloomer,  if  there  was  anything  for  Mrs.  Softener  or 
Mrs.  Sheepshanks,  or  Mrs.  Bowerbank ;  and  then  if  the  Bloomer  was  quUe 
sure  Mr.  Heveland  had  got  a  certain  card  or  a  certain  note,  or  whatever  it 
was.  Little  satisfaction,  however,  was  to  be  obtained  from  the  Bloomer, 
who  seemed  rather  to  take  pleasure  in  their  mortification,  and  in  increasing 
the  mystery  that  enveloped  our  hero. 

All  things,  however,  must  have  an  end :  and  on  the  fifth  day,  as  the 
crowd  was  at  the  greatest,  and  Major-Oeneral  Sir  Thomas  Trout  was 
indulging  in  his  usual  ominous  shakes  of  the  head,  and  *'  not-at-liberties<- 
to-mention,"  a  stentorian  voice,  proceeding  from  a  dirty  dog-cart,  with  the 
name,  "  John  Gollarpield,  Farmee,  Hardpye  Hill  "  painted  in 
honest  legible  letters  behind,  was  heard  roaring, 

"  TiMOTUY  1  Timothy  1  Timothy  1  "  drawing  all  eyes  to  the  vehicle. 

In  it  was  seated  a  little  round-about  red-faced  man,  whose  figure  might 
have  been  drawn  with  a  box  of  wafers — a  red  wafer  for  the  face,  a  brown 
one  for  the  body,  four  drab  ones  for  legs,  and  so  on ;  the  little  man  being 
then  in  a  terrible  state  of  perturbation,  appearing  as  well  by  the  red  wafer 
as  by  the  white  lather  in  which  he  had  brought  his  rough-headed,  curly- 
coated  brown  horse. 

Timothy  at  length  appearing,  napkin,  or  rather  duster  in  hand,  the 
man  of  the  dog-cart  thus  addressed  him,  speaking  as  before  at  the  top  of 

his  voice, 

"IsMr.HeavylandinP" 


UA  HANDLBY  C£OSS; 

"Heavyland,  Heayyiand/'  repeated  Timothy,  quickly:  "no  such 
genTman  here,  sir." 

"  Oh,  yes,  Uiere  is,"  roared  the  voice,  confidently. 

"  There's  a  Mr.  HeveUmd  here,  sir — a  Mr.  Heveland,  sir — aide-de- 
camp to  the  Bight  Honourable  the  Inspector-Greneral  of  Fortifications," 
thinking  to  flabbergaster  Gollarfield  with  his  greatness. 

'  "  No !  no ! "  roared  the  little  man,  peevishly ;  *'  it*s  Heavyland  I 
want  /  know  kes  kere.  Had  a  letter  from  him  yesterday,  savin'  he'd 
be  at  my  place,  Hardpye  Hill,  at  ten  o'clock  this  momin',  and  he*8 
never  come." 

It  then  strudk  Timothy  that  he  had  posted  a  letter  headed  "  On  Her 
Majesty's  Service,"  for  Mr.  Grollarfield,  Hardpye  Hill;  and  he  b^an 
to  thidc  whether  Heavyland  and  Heveland  could  be  one  and  the  same 
person. 

"  What  'un  a  lookin'  genTman  is  he,  please,  sir?  "  asked  Timothy. 

"  Oh,  a  queer  black-and-red-lookin'  beggar— -all  teeth  and  hair,  like  a 
rat-catcher's  dog,"  replied  GoUarfield,  shaking  with  vexation. 

*'  What  is  he,  sir,  please,  sir  ?  "  asked  Timothy. 

'*  An  Assistant  Drainage  Gokkissioner  1 "  roared  QoUarfield. 
"  Puts  A.B.C.  on  his  cards,  like  an  ass  as  he  is.  Promised  to  be  at  my 
house,.  Hardpye  HiQ,  at  ten  this  momin',  to  pass  my  drains,  and  he'a 
never  come  ; "  adding,  "  if  he  thinks  to  get  three  guineas  out  o'  me,  he'a 
DiucEDLY  mistaken." 

If  a  hand-grenade  had  fallen  among  the  assembled  company,  it  could 
not  have  caused  greater  consternation  than  this  proclamation.  There 
was  such  shrugging  of  shoulders,  such  bateings  of  breath,  such  frowning 
from  those  who  had  invited  our  friend,  and  such  giggling  and  laughing 
from  those  who  had  not ;  while  the  unfortunate  Conqueror,  who  now 
came  bounding  down  stairs  three  steps  at  a  time  to  appease  the  choleric 
Gollarfield,  was  regarded  with  very  difi^erent  eyes  to  what  he  had  been 
before.  However,  there  was  no  harm  done;  for,  on  returning  from 
Mr.  Grollarfield 's,  who  now  carried  him  off  in  his  dog-cart,  he  placed  his 
invitations  in  the  hands  of  the  Bloomer,  who  set  all  minds  at  rest  by 
politely  declining  the  whole  of  them. 

And  our  fair  friends  at  Handley  Cross  speedily  relapsed  into  their 
former  state  of  anxious  excitement,  ready  to  be  hoaxed  by  any  body  who 
would  be  at  the  trouble  of  doing  it. 
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CHAPTER  LXIII. 

UK.  JOILROCKS'S   DBAVT. 


T  THOUGH  we  linve  faitbertci 
re&ained  from  mention- 
ing It,  inch  mishaps  pro- 
cunng  little  sympsthv, 
Mr  Jorrooks'a  hounds 
Wire  not  i^te  so  stetidv 
u  they  nught  be,  and 
BDodiy  sheep  had  btiea 
laid  to  their  charge 
dtuiDg  the  season,  with 
more  or  less  appesranee 
of  probabditj.  To  be 
sure,  most  of  these  aceu- 
satioiu  Hr  Jorrocka  had 
corabalted  aucceasfuU;, 
TOwing  that  it  was 
"downnghtly  ridieUom 
to  oharge  his  otinda  vi 
nothin'  o'  the  sort;  that 
they  wouldn't  foof  at 
ship,  let  alone  tonc^ 
'em  ,  "  an  assertion  that 
Pigg  always  backed  by 
drclanng  his  readiness 
to  light  anybody  who 
doubted  it.  As,  Inckily, 
the  hounds  had  never  been  caught,  by  the  owners  of  the  aheep  at  least, 
flaffroMte  deliclo,  with  the  mutton  in  their  mouths,  our  master  Mcaped 
the  inconvenient  responsibility  of  paying  for  them. 

On  the  memorable  "  old  customer  "  morning,  however,  as  Mr.  Jorrocks 
was  making  all  sail  round  the  road  by  the  green  fields  of  Frimrose-sidc 
Hill,  hitting  and  holding,  and  grinning,  and  scolding  as  usual,  what  should 
he  see  but  his  skirting  friends,  Limner  and  Sultan — some  of  the  Bngginson 
lot— nip  np  a  young  lamb  and  pass  on  as  if  nothing  particular  had 
happened,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks's  aphorism  being,  as  he  told  Ego,  "  'andsome 
is  wot  'andsome  does,"  be  determined  not  to  keep  such  dainty  customers, 
who  wanted  to  have  lamb  before  their  master.  Lightning  and  BluebeU, 
too,  presently  dcTiated  after  a  hare,  not  an  unusual  occurrence  with 
either  of  them.  Lightning  having  once  led  off  the  pack  at  a  veiy  critical 
cold-scmting  moment  of  the  chase,  whan  it  required  the  united  e^aisDoe 
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of  master  and  man  to  keep  the  pack  on  the  line  of  the  fox  over  Sandyfield 
Moor. 

These  and  similar  mishaps  set  Mr.  Jorrocks  a-thinking,  after  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  victory  was  over,  whether  there  weren't  others  that  he 
would  be  as  well  without,  and  considering  that  there  were  many  mere 
"  show  partners,"  as  he  called  them,  hounds  that  did  little  or  nothing  in 
the  way  either  of  finding  or  trouncing  a  fox,  and  that  meal  was  werry 
dear  and  flesh  scarce,  he  determined  to  rid  himself  of  some  of  the  sleeping 
partners  of  the  chase. 

Banter  was  a  resolute,  headstrong  brute,  all  very  well  on  a  good 
scenting  day,  but  a  hound  that  a  man  might  holloa  and  roar  at  till  he 
was  hoarse,  if  there  was  an  unjumpable  wall  or  impossible  ravine  between 
them.  He  used  to  treat  Ben's  "  Banter  1  Banter  !  Banteb  !  "  with  the 
most  marked  contempt. 

Besolute,  a  very  handsome,  rich-coloured  hound,  with  as  good  legs, 
bins,  depth  of  chest,  and  general  points,  as  eye  could  desire,  ran  mute, 
and  would  go  away  at  score  with  a  scent,  leaving  the  pack  to  hunt  him 
and  the  fox  as  best  they  could.  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  was  well  up  to  his 
tricks,  had  often  vowed  "  he'd  'ang  'im  when  he  got  'ome,"  but  had 
always  relented  when  he  came  to  see  'ow  'andsome  he  looked  on  the 
flags,  and  felt  his  coaxing  winning  ways.  Besolute,  indeed,  was  Jortooks's 
model  hound.  "  Take  his  'ead  atween  your  knees,"  he  used  to  pay  to 
judges  or  would-be  judges  who  came  to  wile  away  an  hour  in  the  kennel ; 
*'  Take  his  'ead  atween  your  knees,  and  see  the  width  of  his  ribs  be'ind 
the  shoulders.  Now  stand  sideways,"  he  would  exclaim,  "  and  look  at 
his  legs — see  'ow  straight  they  are !  straight  as  harrows !  "  Indeed, 
Besolute  had  but  one  foult,  though  that  was  undoubtedly  a  great  one — 
running  mule.  Jorrocks  had  consulted  Figg  about  splitting  Besolute's 
tongue  with  a  sixpence,  to  try  to  make  him  musical,  just  as  boys  try  to 
make  their  magpies  talk  by  a  similar  expedient. 

Glamorous  was  a  dweller,  and  insisted  upon  throwing  his  tongue  and 
hunting  every  yard  of  the  line,  though  his  comrades  might  be  fields 
before  him  with  the  scent.  He  was  a  crooked-legged,  flat-sided,  loose- 
loined  beggar,  that  Jorrocks  had  made  sundry  ineffectual  attempts  to  get 
rid  of  by  riding  over.  Then  Limner,  and  Sultan  had  rather  corrupted 
the  good  manners  of  some  others ;  a  skirting  hound,  like  a  skirting  rider, 
being  always  sure  to  have  a  good  many  followers;  and  altogether 
Jorrocks  decided  that  there  were  five  or  six  couple  he  would  be  just  as 
well  shot  of. 

These,  of  course,  came  to  Mr.  Figg,  who  received  them  under  the 
injunction  that  he  was  to  get  rid  of  them  as  soon  as  possible,  and  James 
"kennin'  a  chap,"  as  he  said,  "whe  had  jist  sich  another  lot,"  the 
two  laid  their  heads  together,  and  advertised  them  in  the  sporting 
papers  as  a  very  superior  lot  of  hounds,  parted  with  solely  <m  account 
of  the  owner  reducing  his  establishment,  and  well  worthy  the  atten- 
tion of  any  one  wanting  hounds,  as  they  were  not  drafts,  but  hounds 
that  had  been  regulariy  hunted  together,  and  were  some  of  the  best  blood 
in  England. 

Now  it  so  happened  that  young  Mr.  Barege,  son  of  the  late  head  of 
the  firm.  Barege,  Tissue,  and  Gaps,  when  some  ot  our  fiur  readers  wiU 
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perhaps  remember  occupying  the  beautiful  plate-fi^lassed  premises, 
Nos.  21,  22,  and  28,  Threadneedle  Street ;  either  fired  with  noble  emula- 
tion of  Mr.  Jorrocks,  or  of  his  own  proper  accord,  thinking  perhaps  to 
advance  himself  in  society ;  had  taken  the  Gambado  country,  vacant  by 
the  retirement  of  Mr.  Slack,  and,  with  all  the  generous  ignorance  of  a 
beginner,  as  soon  as  ever  he  read  the  advertisement,  he  thought  it  was  the 
very  thing  for  him  :  so  filling  his  porte-monnaie  full  of  five-pound  notes, 
he  railed  down  to  Handley  Cross,  in  a  desperate  stew  lest  any  one  should 
be  there  before  him.  Arrived  at  his  destination,  he  made  straight  for  the 
'  kennel,  expecting  to  find  at  least  half-a-dozen  M.F.H.'8  wrangling  for 
the  lot. 

Mr.  Pigg,  having  taken  his  usual  drain,  his  custom  always  of  an  after- 
noon, was  about  half-seas  over  when  his  mincing,  dandyfied,  clean- 
stepping  customer  came ;  and  thinking  it  was  just  one  of  the  idle, 
watering-place  set,  come  to  do  the  knowing  among  the  hounds,  he  was 
not  disposed  to  give  himself  much  trouble ;  a  tack  that  he  very  soon 
abandoned  when  Mr.  Barege,  with  a  flourish  of  his  scented  cambric 
'kerchief,  announced  himself  as  a  master  of  fox-hounds  come  to  look  at 
Pigg*s  draft.  James  was  then  all  zeal  and  activity,  all  praise  of  the  pack 
and  the  draft  in  particular,  which,  he  said,  were  just  as  good  as  any 
they'd  kept ;  and  really,  if  he'd  been  choosin',  he  thought  he'd  have 
prefar'd  many  of  these  to  some  they'd  put  back;  but  of  course  their  ard 
maister  was  the  best  judge,  ^nd  had  a  reet  to  please  hissel,  and  it  was  not 
for  him  to  find  fault— cartainly  not — ^he  was  nabbut  a  sarvent,  and  had 
te  de  what  he  was  tell'd,  and  a  man  what  didn't  de  what  he  was  tell'd 
wasn't  a  sarvent,  and  so  on ;  all  very  sound  doctrine,  though  not  exactly 
what  our  friend  acted  up  to.   • 

Mr.  Barege  took  exception  to  one  or  two  of  the  hounds  as  being  rathef 
short  in  the  neck  and  throaty,  but  Pigg  immediately  overruled  it,  by 
declaring  that  they  were  of  *'  undeniable  blood,  and  first-rate  line  hunters, 
huntin'  and  drivin'  a  scent  without  dwellin'  on  it,"  though  Pigg  knew  no 
more  about  what  they  could  do,  than  they  knew  what  Pigg  could  do, 
these  being  some  of  "  t'other  chap's  "  lot. 

In  short,  Pigg  was  too  many  for  the  mercer,  who  not  wishing  to  show 
his  ignorance,  began  to  talk  about  price.  Pigg  then  took  a  comprehensive 
survey  of  him,  noted  his  hairy  lip,  his  pudding  face,  and  vacant  eye, 
inwardly  resolving  that  a  man  who  would  wear  such  a  flowing  tie  and 
funny  boots,  must  have  a  good  deal  of  the  goose  in  him. 

**  Why  noo,  sor,"  replied  Pigg,  scratching  his  head  and  turning  his  quid, 
with  a  hitch  of  his  braceless  breeches,  "  Why,  noo  sor,  ar  doesn't  want 
to  be  hard  'pon  ye  'bout  them — not  ar,  indeed,  only  ye  see,  sor,  ye  see," 
nibbing  his  nose  across  the  back  of  his  hand,  "  this  isn't  like  a  young 
draft,  that  may  be  good  for  summut,  or  good  for  nout,  just  as  things 
chance,  nor  yet  is  it  like  an  'ard  draft,  that  may  have  arl  sorts  o' 
'fenders,,  sheep- worriers,  skirters,  babblers,  dwellers,  and  what  not 'mang 
it,  but  this  is  like  hafe  a  pack  o'  good  h'unds  as  it  were,  that  you  may  tak' 
into  ony  country  with  the  certainty  o'  sport,  and  of  their  dein'  ye  credit ; 
in  fact  gin  ar  had  me  reets  ar'd  gan  down  te  the  liwrpeth  country  wi' 
them  mysel',  only  ye  see,  sor,"  continued  he,  boilmg  up  as  he  spoke, 

"  only  ye  see,  sor,  mar  foreelder  John,  John  Kgg  ye  see,  willed  arl  wor 
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brass  to  the  Tonnory,  ye  see,  and  left  me  wi'  fairly  Dout — gin  ye  gan  to 
the  'Formory,  ye'U  see  it  arj  dagged  up  i'  great  gou'd  letters  'gin  the 
warll,"  Figg  flogging  away  at  the  kennel  wall  with  his  whip  till  he  drove  all 
his  draft  away. 

Mr.  Barege,  to  whom  both  the  sporting  and  the  grievance  part  of  the 
foregoing  was  Greek,  now  essayed  to  edge  a  word  in  sideways. 

"Well,*'  said  he,  twirling  his  cane-coloured  moustache,  and  throwing 
back  his  Uttle  conceited  coat — as  he  stood  in  consequential  attitude — far 
different  to  the  way  his  father  used  to  stand  behind  the  counter,  showing 
his  ribbons — and  "  wot's  the  next  article,  mam  "-ing  the  ladies  P  "  Well," 
said  he,  "  say  the  word — How  much  ?  " 

"  Why,  arl  tell  ye  'i  twe  words,"  replied  Pigg,  now  rubbing  hia  nose 
the  reverse  way,  on  the  back  of  his  hand,  "  arl  tell  ye  'i  twe  words — ar 
doesn't  want  nothin'  but  what's  reet  and  fair — nothin'  but  what's  reel 
and  fair — ar's  as  honest  a  man  as  iv^r  was  shaved — though  ar  hasn't 
'sactly  getten  me  Sunday  claes  on  " — Figg  looking  down  at  his  tattered 
purple  coat-laps,  drab  breeches,  and  continuations — "  and  gin  ye  fancy 
these  h'unds,  ye  shall  hev  them  at  a  varry  fair,  moderate  figure,  for  when 
wor  'ard  maister's  made  up  his  mind  te  part  wi'  a  thing,  he  doesn't  like 
te  see  it  'bout  the  place,  and  ar's  warned  ye,  if  he  was  to  come  down 
now,  he'd  be  readin'  the  riot  act,  for  he's  a  rum'un  when  he's  raised,  and 
ar  might  ha'  selled  them  to  'ard  Mr.  Dribbler,  o'  the  Daddyfield  hunt, 
only  he's  sic  a  fond  'ard  chap — parfect  lunattic  ar  may  say — that  ar 
said  ar'd  sooner  knock  'em  on  the  head  than  he  should  hev  them,  and  so 
ye  see  they're  here  now,  and  though  ar  say  it,  who  shouldn't,  any  genTman, 
either  settin'  oop  a  pack,  or  addin'  to  one,  couldn't  be  better  suited,  for  a 
more  valuable  lot  were  never  sorted.  Ar  wadn't  tell  ye  alee  'bout  them," 
continued  he,  now  rubbing  his  nose  upwards.  "  Ar  wadn't  tell  ye  a  lee 
'bout  them,  ar  assure  you,  for  wor  'ard  maister's  a  most  particklar  man 
'bout  the  truth — leers  and  drunkards  bein'  things  he  can't  abeer,  and  if 
iver  he  catches  a  man  either  drunk  or  tellin'  a  lee,  he  off 's  wi'  'im  at  yence, 
and  if  arl  genTmen  would  de  the  like,  and  give  true  and  proper  c'aroctera 
of  sarvents,  they'd  be  far  better  sarved,  and  we  shouldn't  hev  a  lot  of 
nasty,  idle,  drunken  dogs  fillin'  the  places  o'  good  men,  and  ye  may  'pend 
upon  it,  if  ar  was  to  tell  ye  out  but  the  'zact  truth,  and  wor  'ard  maister 
were  to  ken,  he'd  gi  me  the  sack,  se  its  ne  use  me  say  in'  nothin'  but  wot's 
the  real  truth,  and  no  mistake — " 

"  Well,  well,"  interrupted  Mr.  Barege,  who  was  too  well  up  in  the 
puffing  art,  not  to  see  through  it,  "  Well,  well,  that  'ill  do,  that  'ill  do— I 
dessay  the  hounds  are  good — Mr.  Jorrocks,  I  know,  is  a  pretty  good 
judge ;  and  you  say  he's  only  parting  with  them  because  he's  reducing  his 
establishment — what  I  want  to  know  is  the  price — the  neat  unadorned 
price,  without  any  superfluous  flourish  or  badinage*^  Mr.  Barege,  taking 
a  diminutive  gold  watch  out  of  his  flashy  waistcoat  pocket,  and  holding 
it  as  if  to  time  Pigg. 

The  admission,  that  Jorrocks  was  a  good  judge,  encouraged  Figg,  and 
knowing  that  a  purchaser  would  have  no  opportunity  of  trying  the  hounds 
before  autumn,  he  determined  to,  what  he  calls,  "  lay  it  on." 

**  Well  then,"  saTd  Pigg,  nerving  himself  for  the  announcement,  "  Well 
then,"  repeated  he,  "  ye  mun  just  gi'  me  five  guineas  a  coople  for  them." 
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l^ive  guineas  a  couple,"  mused  Mr.  Barege,  knitting  his  brows,  though 
in  reality  he  was  pleased,  it  being  less  than  he  expected.  "  Eire  guineas 
a  couple — ^ten  couple  at  five  guineas  a  couple — five  times  ten,  is  fifty,  and 
fifty  shillings,  is  two  pun'  ten — ^fifty-two  pun'  ten." 

"  Give  you  forty,"  resumed  he,  turning  short  upon  Pigg. 

"  Could*nt  tak'  it,"  replied  Pigg,  with  a  shake  of  his  head,  "  couldn't 
t.ik'  it.  They're  worth  just  as  much  again,  gin  the  season  were  on. 
Ard  ]ay  ony  money,"  continued  Pigg,  "  ard  gan  down  to  Tilton  wood  wi' 
nabbut  them  ten  couple  and  kill  the  'ard  Cottesmore*  customer  for  them." 

And  Barege,  to  Pigg's  astonishment,  produced  his  beautiful  green  and 
gold  porte-mormaie,  and  told  out  ten  clean,  crisp,  raspberry-tart-marked 

*  Pigg  here  allades  to  the  fiimous  Cottesinore  fox,  that  gave  the  LeiceBtershire 
swells  such  a  drubbing  last  season.  This  run  being  quite  out  of  the  common  is 
well  worth  a  place  in  our  pages.  We  take  our  account  from  the  "  Field/'  which  ^ 
agrees  with  that  given  us  by  a  firiend  who  was  there,  save  that  our  friend  lays  ' 
tlie  time  at  two  hours  (up  to  Qlen  Gorse,  one),  and  the  distance  twenty  instead  of 
five-and-twenty  miles;  from  point  to  point  fourteen,  the  whole  over  grass  with 
the  exception  of  five  ploughed  field.«,  scent  first-rate,'  though  the  ground  was 
desperately  hard  and  dry.    Now  for  the  newspaper  version : — 

"  Tuesday,  the  2l8t  of  March  proved  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  days  ever 
known,  and  competent  authorities  have  nb  hesitation  in  asserting  that  it  was 
even  superior  to  the  celebrated  Billosdon  Coplow  day  in  Mr.  Meynell's  time, 
or  to  the  nm  from  Ashby  Pastures,  recorded  by  Nimrod  in  'Thp  Chase; '  and« 
indeed,  when  the  whole  extent  of  country  traversed  over  in  an  hour  and  a  half 
is  taken  into  consideration,  it  does  almost  seem  &bulous  to  state  that  one  ■ 
fox  could  have  lived  so  far.  The  meet  was  at  Launde  Abbey ;  the  field  was 
not  numerous  at  all,  because  of  the  dryness  of  the  ground.  Tilton  wood  was 
drawn,  and  this  gallant  fox  immediately  went  away  for  Halstead,  leaving  Tilton 
village  on  the  right ;  he  bore  straight  to  Skeffington  Hall ;  leaving  that  also  on 
the  right,  he  went  to  Rolleston,  and  through  the  plantations,  pointing  his  head  . 
for  a  few  seconds  towards  Allexton ;  he  then  leaned  to  the  right  over  the  best 
line  of  country  in  the  world  for  Shangton  Holt,  which  he  did  not  enter ;  then  on 
to  Illston-on-the-HiU  and  Norton  Gorse,  the  pace  almost  racing,  and  many  of 
tlicm  shook  ofT.  Mr.  Lloyd  was  hero  leading  on  The  Felon — the  fox  then  went 
straight  as  an  arrow  by  Burton  Overy,  and  on  to  Glen  Gorse,  running  bang 
through  which,  he  pointed  to  Wistow  House,  and  leaving  that  on  the  right  he 
went  to  Fleckney,  and  straight  away  to  Countesthorpe,  doubling  then  again  and 
bearing  for  Shearsby  Inn.  He  was  lost  for  the  simple  reason  that  the  hounds 
cuuld  go  no  further ;  they  were  without  a  huntsman  the  last  four  miles,  and  for  a 
long  way  the  fox  was  on  one  side  of  a  fence,  and  the  hounds  on  the  other, 
and  they  hod  not  strength  left  to  go  over,  nor  could  they  get  through.  The 
distance,  according  to  the  Ordnance  map,  is  about  twenty-five  miles.  This  is  an 
occasion  when  we  shall  be  justified  in  departing  from  a  general  rule,  and  state, 
that  the  first  flight  consisted  of  Mr.  Lloyd,  Mr.  Ainsworth,  Mr.  Wood,  Colonel 
Campbell,  Mr.  T.  Heycock,  Captain  Hawkesley,  Hon.  H.  Coventry,  Lord 
Gardiner,  &c. ;  all  were,  however,  dead  beat,  and  it  was  with  considerable 
difficulty  the  hounds  could  be  got  to  Leicester,  where  a  special  train  was 
chartered,  and  hounds,  horses,  and  gentlemen  were  carried  along  the  Syston  and 
Poterboro'  line,  the  Meltonians  being  dropped  en  roiuie,  and  the  others  taken  on 
to  Oakham. 

"  The  same  hounds  met  at  Tilton  wood  on  Saturday,  the  25th,  and  not  the 
least  doubt  exists  but  that  they  found  the  very  same  fox  again,  for  he  went 
over  exactly  the  same  line  of  country,  and  gave  them  an  excellent  run,  until  he 
got  to  Illston-on-the-Hill,  where  he  was  h^ded  by  a  shepherd's  dog,  and  ran 
into  Norton  Gorse,  from  which  place  a  fresh  fox  went  away,  and  a  most 
excellent  day's  sport  ended  by  his  being  lost  at  Somerby,  a  distance  of  twelve 
miles  at  the  least" 


451  HAKDLBT  CfiOSS; 

fire  pound  notes,  and  handed  them  over  in  exchange  for  this  very  valuable 
lot  of  hounds,  combining  amongst  them  about  every  vice  and  deficiency 
that  hounds  are  capable  of.  Pigg  at  first  was  so  struck  at  the  possessiou 
of  such  wealth,  that  he  kept  fumbling  and  turning  the  notes  about  in  a 
stupified  sort  of  way — neither  counting  them  nor  putting  them  right  for 
counting,  quite  different  to  the  way  old  Barege  used  to  deal  with  his 
darlings  when  he  sold  an -Indian  shawl,  or  any  expensive  article  of  raiment 
to  the  ladies ;  and  our  embryo  master  of  hounds,  thinking  James  was 
going  to  haggle  for  the  shillings,  demanded  in  a  peremptory  tone,  *'  if  it 
was  a  deal  P  " 

"  Gartainly,  sir,  cartainly,"  replied  Pigg,  with  another  hitch  of  his 
braceless  breeches,  "  Gartainly,  sir,  cartainly,  but  we  mun  hev  a  glass 
tether  oot  on't  ar's  warned." 

..  This  Mr.  Barege  declined,  intimating  that  he  was  not  addicted  to 
glasses,  whereupon  Pigg  tendered  him  his  hand,  saying — "  Giv  us  a' 
wag  o'  yeer  nief  then,  giv  us  a  wag  o'  yeer  nief,*'  at  which  Barege  seemed 
equally  disgusted.    , 

And  Pigg  was  so  petrified  at  the  acquisition  of  such  unexpected  wealth, 
that  he  did  not  know  what  he  was  about,  and  ]V£r.  Barege,  afler  thrice 
telling  him  how  he  wanted  the  hounds  sent,  was  obliged  to  write  it  down, 
and  having  done  so,  he  left  Pigg  to  decypher  his  instructions  at  his 
leisure. 

When  Pigg  came  to  his  senses,  he  went  straight  to  the  Salmon,  hotel, 
and  astonished  Sherry  by  paying  off  his  score,  after  which  he  remitted 
the  balance  of  his  share  of  the  plunder  to  his  coosin  Deavilboger,  in  the 
north,  to  invest  in  the  Jarrow  docks,  in  hopes  that  it  might  lay  the  founda- 
tion of  a  fund  for  the  future  redemption  of  the  "  ould  ancient  Pigg 
property." 

And  when  Pigg  saw  the  hounds  depart  in  charge  of  Barege's  feeder,  he 
chuckled  and  laughed  outright,  saying  to  himself,  *'  Sink,  but  ar'd  be  the 
death  of  a  guinea  to  see  them  divils  hunt." 


Ofi,'l».  MSHOOSS'a  HUKT. 


CHAPTER  LXIV. 


I  N  due  time  tbe  great  luit  of  Dokfal  v. 
JorroolfB  reached  maturity.  The  Cap- 
tain feding  deeply  injured,  and  cocksure 
of  winning,  lured  perhapi  by  Lord 
Campbell'i  BBKTtion,  that  thein  waa  tbe 
"  cheap  ihop,"  detennined  to  trounce  hu 
quondam  friend  in  Weatminster  Hall, 
instead  of  availing  himself  of  the  honeat 
rough-and-ceadinesB  of  the  county  court. 
Accordingly  one  fine  sunny  moraiDg 
&  brace  of  brandy-nosed  tmmpetera,  on 
long-tailed  black  cart-horses,  dressed  in 
silver-laced  cocked  hats,  yellow  coats, 
striped  waistcoats,  t«d  plush  breeches, 
and  top-boots,  with  tbe  quarterings  of 
many  generations  on  their  bugle-banners, 
were  seen  preceding  a  lofty  coach- 
and-siz,  in  which  were  seated  Barons 
Botherem  and  Tunayfile;  Mr.  Uarma- 
duke  Huleygtnbs,  and  his  under  Bheriff, 
Mr.  Jeremiah  Capias,  of  Walsington.  The  ooach,  jobbed  from  London, 
und  newly  done  up  for  the  occasion,  was  dark  clnret,  or  keen's  colonr, 
with  a  flaming  red  hammer  cloth,  and  a  coat  of  arms,  under  a  sort 
of  red  petticoat,  on  the  panel,  that  nearly  filled  the  whole  of  the  door. 
Behind,  were  stationed  our  two  footmen  friends  in  the  costume  we  hare 
seen  them  in  at  home,  stiff  neckcloths  and  all,  with  the  addition  of  cocked 
hats  and  Bilver-headed  canea  with  red  and  yellow  worsted  tassels  in  their 
hands. 

A  large  body  of  taguely  dressed,  white  wanded  constables,  under  the 
command  of  superintendents  Shark  and  Chizdler,  both  pompously  drunk, 
Burrounded  the  coach  to  prerent  the  cargo  being  stolen.  Two  grooms  in 
cocked  faata,  yellow  froclu,  plush  breeches,  and  top-boots,  brought  up  the 
rear.  In  this  order  the  catalcade  proceeded,  at  a  foot's  pace,  np  the 
High  Street  of  Walsington ;  the  shaking  of  Baron  FunnyGle's  cauli- 
flower wig,  from  the  inequalities  of  tbe  pavement,  striking  terror  into 
tbe  minds  of  evil-doers  as  tbey  ^ed  him  through  tbe  coach  window. 
Just  as  they  passed  the  end  of  Croas  Street,  Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  had 
driven  his  solicitor,  Mr.  Fleeceall,  over  from  Mandley  Cross  in  his  dog- 
cart, fell  in  behind ;  and  what  with  the  coach,  the  liveries,  the  braEOi 
tnimpets'  sound,  the  crowd,  and  the  gig  with  John  Jonocks,  U.  F.  H., 
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painted  up  behiod,  things  m)re  a  very  imposing  appearance. — Mr.  Mar- 
inaduke  Muleygrubs  was  the  first  high  shenff  who  had  sported  six 
horses. 

Great  was  the  rush  as  the  coach  drew  up  at  the  venerable  Saxon 
archway  of  the  county  courts,  and  it  was  not  until  the  police  had  formed 
a  double  line  that  the  under  sheriff  gave  the  stiff-necked  foot-boy  the 
signal  to  open  the  door.  Out  he  popped ;  next  came  little  Marmaduke 
himself  in  a  full  court  dress,  with  an  Elizabethan  ruff,  or  what,  in  former 
times,  was  called  '*  three  steps  and  a  half  to  the  gallows,*'  from  the  size 
and  number  of  its  folds.  Marmaduke  had  borrowed  the  idea  from  a 
portrait  of  one  of  his  ancestors,  wherein  that  worthy  sporting  moustachios, 
he  had  very  appropriately  added  a  pair  to  his  own  countenance. 

Having  descended  the  flight  of  steps  from  the  coach  with  great  caution, 
as  well  for  the  purpose  of  exhibiting  his  person  as  to  prevent  his  tripping 
over  his  basket-handled  sword,  the  judges  followed  and  entered  the 
building  amid  a  prolonged  flourish  of  trumpets. 

This,  and  the  rushing  in  of  a  white-wanded  bailiff,  exclaiming,  "  Gen'le- 
,meu  of  the  grand  jury  wanted  i'  Kuri  I ''  startle  a  room  full  of  rosy-gilled, 
John  Bull-looking  squires,  in  full  cry  after  various  subjects — hay, 
harrows,  horses,  hounds — who  forthwith  hide  their  hats  and  canes, 
hoping  they'll  be  forthcoming  when  wanted,  puU  on  their  buckskin 
gloves,  and  scramble  into  a  spacious  pen  of  a  box  just  as  the  judge. 
Baron  Funnyfile,  is  bowing  to  Messrs.  Briefless,  Dunup,  Drearyface,  and 
other  ornaments  of  the  ''  rope  walk,"  before  taking  his  seat  for  the  day. 
Silence  being  at  length  obtained,  the  commission  of  the  peace  is  call^ 
over,  and  her  Majesty's  most  gracious  proclamation  against  vice  and 
immorality  openly  read,  the  loose  hands  nudging  each  other  at  appropriate 
passages,  and  saying,  "  That's  a  hit  at  you,  Smith ! "  or,  "  What  a  thing 
it  is  to  be  a  loose  fish,  Jones  ?  "  The  magnates  of  the  grand-jury  box 
then  answer  to  their  names  and  are  sworn,  the  florid  verbiage  of  the 
foreman's  oath  contrasting  with  the  bald  plainness  of  the  "  you  say  ditto 
to  that "  of  the  rest. 

His  lordship  then  turns  side-ways  in  his  richly  carved  crimson  velvet 
chair,  and  glancing  a  laughing  eye  along  the  line  of  looming  waistcoats, 
thus  addresses  the  upright  men  inside  them  :  "  Gentlemen  of  the  grand 
(hem)  inquest — (hem)  it  is  extremely  gratifying  (hem)  to  see  such  a  full 
attendance  of  gentlemen  of  your  (hero)  figure  and  substance  in  the 
county  ** — his  lordship  thinking  he  never  saw  so  many  fat  men  before, — 
"  many  of  you,  I  make  no  doubt,  have  left  your  (hem)  homes  at  great 
personal  sacrifice  and  inconvenience  " — (and  to  himself,  "  perhaps  injury 
to  your  hay").  "The  benefit  of  a  resident  magistracy,"  continues 
he,  "  fulfilling  all  the  (hem)  duties  of  their  (hem)  station  in  the  ezemplar\' 
way  they  do  in  this  (hem)  county  is  abundantly  testified  by  the  lightness 
of  the  calendar  before  me  " — (or,  8oito  voce,  "  it  may  be  from  not  having 
a  rural  police  to  hunt  up  your  (cough)  crime  " — aloud  :  "  your  experience 
as  magistrates  " — (to  himself,  '*  a  nice  set  of  Solomons  you  are,  I  dare 
say  ") — aloud  again  :  "  will  enable  you  to  deal  with  any  cases  that  may 
be  brought  before  you,  but  if  there  are  any  that  you  feel  any  difliculty 
about,  I  shall  be  most  happy  to  render  you  any  assistance  in  my 
power — (to  himself,  "  unless  you  prefer  skying  a  copper  yourselves") — 
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nloud  a^n :  "  as  yoa  are  not  encumbered  with  depositions,  or  anything 
to  distract  your  attention,  you  will,  perhaps,  soon  be  able  to  favour 
me  with  a  commencement  of  those  valuable  (hem)  services  for  which 
a*  grateful  (cough)  country  can  never  be  sufficiently  (hem)  thankful.'* 
Whereupon  his  lordship  makes  a  solemn  bow,  which  the  grand  jury 
return,  each  man  after  his^own  dancing-master's  fashion,  and  away  they 
all  scuttle  to  the  place  from  whence  they  came,  hopiug  to  find  their  hats 
where  they  left  them,  declaring  that  his  lordship  is  a  most  agreeable, 
sensible  man,  and  believing  that  they  are  going  to  be  uncommonly  useful. 
Presently  they  all  get  settled  to  a  long  green  baize-covered  table,  plenti- 
fully garnished  with  pens,  ink,  and  paper,  which  each  man  appropriates 
ns  if  he  was  going  to  make  a  full  note  of  everything.  This  idea  gradually 
subsides  into  a  drawing  of  heads,  a  scribbling  of  notes,  or  a  making  of 
mems  of  things  forgotten  at  homft,  to  mend  the  gap  between  the  seeds 
nnd  the  turnips,  to  send  to  Yarrowfield  to  borrow  the  haymaker,  to 
tell  Lovelock  the  keeper  to  have  an  eye  on  Tom  Brown,  &c.,  &c.  In  due 
time  they  get  up  a  general  hum  of  conversation — ^much  such  as  prevails 
nt  a  race  ordinary  on  the  removal  of  the  cloth;  Mr.  Girths  asking 
Mr.  Buckwheat  what  he  will  take  for  his  brown  mare ;  Squire  Screecher 
wondering  whether  Captain  Dips  will  want  a  subscription  if  he  takes 
the  hounds  ;  Mr.  Larkspur  inquiring  after  some  lupins  he  had  sent 
Mrs.  Lettuce ;  Captain  Couples  declanng  he  won't  vote  for  young  Lord 
Longbow,  unless  he'll  subscribe  to  the  coursing  club;  another  asking 
about  the  dinner  hour ;  a  second  about  the  luncheon  hour — a  general  hum 
of  conversation,  we  say,  is  interrupted  by  the  loud  knocking  of  Sir 
Thomas  Tenpence,  the  foreman,  on  the  table,  followed  by  cries  of  "  Silence, 
silence !  order !  chair  1 "  from  those  who  have  been  making  the  most 
noise. 

The  worthy  baronet,  assisted  by  a  few  friends  on  either  side  of  the 
chair,  has  been  endeavouring  to  grope  his  way  to  the  truth  through  a 
long  list  of  witnesses,  on  the  back  of  a  formidable-looking  bill  of  indict- 
ment, against  the  celebrated  Lucifer  Crowbar,  the  London  cracksman,  for 
burglary,  and  which,  though  bolstered  up  with  a  fine  array  of  circum- 
stantial evidence,  is  deficient  in  the  main  proof.  The  fact  is,  that  Tom 
Tripper  the  great  thieves'  attorney,  has  palmed  the  principal  witness, 
Joseph  Hobnail,  whose  farmhouse  was  broken  into,  and  Joe's  memory  has 
failed  him.  Tripper  knows  well  that  grand  juries  have  no  depositions  to  guid^ 
them,  and  always  marks  his  sense  of  their  services  by  drinking  their  healths 
first  at  his  thieves' ordinary,  thus  : — '*  The  grand  jury  1  themagsman's  best 
friend  1"  Tripper  has  operated  successfully  this  time. 

What  Hob  swore  to  point-blank  before  the  magistrate  he  only  thinks 
now ;  and  altogether  he  is  painfully  conscientious.  He  "  wouldn't  like 
to  swear  nothin'  he's  not  certain  of."  There's  an  earnest  honesty  about 
his  wrinkled  sunburnt  face,  shaded  with  venerable  snow-white  locks,  that 
looks  like  truth.  Sir  Thomas  Tenpence  is  puzzled.  "  Pray  attend  to 
this,  gentlemen  1 "  he  exclaims,  from  the  top  of  the  table. 

"  What's  the  number  ?  "  asks  Mr.  Buckwheat,  referring  to  his  calendar. 

*'  Six,"  replies  Mr.  Screecher,  across  the  table. 

''  Is  that  the  assault  on  the  woman  ?  "  asks  Mr.  Badlad,  from  below. 

"  JVb,"  growls  Mr.  Prettyman,  with  a  frown. 
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Sir  Thomas,  in  a  dear  business-like  way,  then  states  the  difficulty, 
obserring  that  he  does  not  think  a  petty  jury  will  convict  on  the  evidence, 
while  if  they  ignore  the  bill,  and  any  fresh  evidence  be  afterwards  pro- 
cured. Crowbar  can  then  be  put  on  his  trial. 

That's  to  say  if  you  can  catch  him  again,"  observes  Mr.  Screecher. 
Wish  you  may  get  him  I "  exclaims  Mr.  Larkspur. 

"  Bird  in  the  hand's  worth  two  in  the  bush,"  suggests  Mr.  Buckwheat. 

**  Precious  little  chance  of  getting  any  further  evidence  if  he's  in  the 
hands  of  any  of  the  great  perverters,"  observes  Mr.  Girths.  "  Alibis,  five 
pund ;  suppression  of  evidence,  two  pund  ten ;  witnesses  to  character, 
seven  and  six  each."    (Laughter.) 

Well,  gentlemen,  what  do  you  think  P  "  asks  Sir  Thomas. 
O !  give  him  a  squeak  for  it  now,"  says  Captain  Couples. 
Cost  no  more,"  observes  Mr.  Buckwheat. 

"  No  doubt  he  did  it,"  says  Mr.  Snoreem. 

"  Or  something  quite  as  bad,"  joins  Mr.  Boreem. 

"  Or  he  wouldn't  be  here,"  asserts  Mr.  Fioorem. 

"  His  name's  enough,"  adds  Mr.  Quorum. 

On  a  show  of  hands,  however,  the  bill  is  thrown  out,  and,  on  the 
application  of  Mr.  Drearyface,  his  lordship  allows  the  cost  of  the  judicial 
farce. 

The  filthy  Tripper  reels  off  with  the  prisoner,  vowing  that  he  will 
bring  an  action  on  behalf  of  his  most  respectable  and  mticA-injured  client ! 

But  we  have  made  a  mistake  and  gone  iuto  the  wrong  Kurt,  Mr.  Jor- 
rock's  business  is  in  the  other  one.  Let  us  look  at  him,  as  Sterne  did  at 
his  captive. 

Few  are  ignorant  of  the  miseries  of  han^ng  about  a  court  of  justice, — 
either  they  have  appeared  in  the  characters  of  injured  plaintiffs,  or  the 
still  less  enviable  one  of  unwilling  defendants,  or  they  have  been  subpcenaed 
as  witnesses,  summoned  as  jurors,  or  waited  for  those  who  were.  Unlike 
other  crowds,  the  fever  of  excitement  never  flags. — Crowds  rush  in  to 
supply  the  place  of  those  whom  victory  sends  rushing  out,  or  those 
whom  blighted  hopes  send  stalking  unconsciously  through  the  throng. 

In  the  box  on  the  judge's  right  are  the  "  specials," — men  who  have 
little  to  do  in  court,  and  less  at  home,  and  yet  think  themselves  desperately 
oppressed  by  being  called  on  at  all.  Opposite  are  the  common  jurors — 
tradesmen,  mechanics,  farmers,  and  so  on,  drawn  from  their  homes  at  a 
great  inconvenience,  for  four-pence,  a  verdict,  and  no  thanks.  The  bench 
is  sprinkled  with  pretty  faces,  ranged  like  milliners'  bonnets  for  sale. 
Below  is  the  bar-table,  round  which  are  wigs  and  gowns,  whose  owners 
could  tell  fearful  tales  of  hope  deferred  and  disappointed  expectations. 

There  is  a  leader,  with  a  bag  full  of  briefs ;  not  a  cause  is  called  on  but 
he  is  engaged  ;  the  judge  lends  his  ear,  and  the  fawning  juniors  flutter  at 
his  frown.  Next  him,  with  whiskers  matching  the  colour  of  his  wig,  is 
one  whose  day  is  gone  by, — whose  well-stored  bag  has  dwindled  to  a 
single  brief,  the  winter  of  whose  discontent  is  sharpened  by  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  prosperity  he  once  knew.  The  rosy-gilled  gentleman  on  his 
left  is  a  country  practitioner,  who  reaps  a  small  harvest  at  assizes  and 
sessions,  without  enduring  the  pangs  of  Westminster  HaU,  the  turmoil  of 
the  circuit,  or  the  confinement  of  inn-chambers.    Another  great  leader 
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follows  on ;  sallow,  solemn,  and  care-worn ; — and  then  come  a  long  file 
of  juniors,  with  health  ripening  on  each  brow,  until  we  come  to  the  pink- 
and-white  youth  with  the  wig  and  gown  of  yesterday. 

Some  judges  consider  special  jury  cases,  which  Doleful*s  was,  peculiarly 
the  property  of  the  rich,  consequently  have  no  compunctions  about  letting 
them  remain  to  the  last,  and  Baron  Botherem  was  of  this  opinion.  Four 
mornings  did  Mr.  Jorrocks  fall  into  the  rear  of  Mr.  Marraaduke  Muley- 
grubs'  coach,  each  morning  showing  the  fading  finery  of  the  set-out :  the. 
trumpeters'  boots  grew  less  bright,  the  harness  lost  its  polish,  Marma- 
duke's  ruff  began  to  droop,  and  on  the  fourth  morning  the  stiff-necked 
flunkies  appeared  in  black  cravats.  StiU,  despite  all  the  worthy  high 
sheriff's  assurances  to  Mr.  Jorrocks,  that  he  would  make  the  judge  take 
his  cause  out  of  order,  Baron  Botherem  went  pertinaciously  through  the 
list  according  to  the  order  in  which  they  had  been  set  down.  The  fourth 
day  was  the  last,  and  there  were  four  special  jury  cases  to  be  tried. 
Doleful  V,  Jorrocks  being  the  third,  the  briefs  in  those  before  it  being 
of  such  a  size  as  to  make  the  trials  appear  well  calculated  to  last  for  ever. 
The  first,  however,  went  off  unexpectedly  ;  and  at  half-past  ten  the  cause 
immediately  before  that  in  which  our  worthy  friend  was  to  figure  came 
on  before  a  full  special  jury,  with  a  string  of  witnesses  that  occupied  the 
court  till  eight  o'clock  at  night.  It  was  a  dull,  uninteresting  affair, 
respecting  the  liability  of  an  insurance  ofiice,  and  the  verdict  was  heard 
witi)  apparent  indifference  by  a  crowded  couf  t,  all  anxious  for  Doleful  v. 
Jorrocks  to  be  called  on. 

The  jury-box  was  at  length  cleared,  the  judge  supplied  with  fresh  pens 
and  a  few  green-shaded  block-tin-standed  compos  scattered  promiscuously 
about  the  bar-table,  while  the  crier  made  proclamation  for  all  special 
jurors  in  the  action  of  Doleful  v,  Jorrocks  to  appear  and  answer  to  their 
names.  This  was  a  signal  for  a  general  commotion  in  the  court ;  jurors 
fought  their  ways  out,  while  others  fought  their  ways  in ;  and  a  mes- 
senger having  been  despatched  to  the  Criminal  Court,  for  bbth  judges 
were  working  double  tides  in  order  to  get  away  in  good  time  to  dine  with 
the  Lord  Lieutenant  next  day,  the  high  sheriff  entered  in  such  a  hurry 
that  he  tripped  over  his  sword  and  blobbed  headforemost  into  court  at 
the  back  of  Baron  Botherem,  who  was  sadly  discomposed  by  his 
awkwardness. 

Order  was  at  length  restored,  and  five  top-booted  and  five  trousered 
esquires  having  answered  to  their  names,  two  gentlemen  in  drabs  and 
continuations  (described  in  the  panel  as  merchants),  fill  up  the  jury, 
who,  having  taken  the  oath  by  threes  to  a  book,  settle  themselves  into 
their  box,  looking  both  solemn  and  wise.  Mr.  Jorrocks,  having  the  entr^, 
plants  himself  behind  the  judge's  chair,  and  Captain  Doleful  confronts 
him  below,  near  the  witness-box. 

Our  old  friend,  the  Hon.  Mr.  Lollington,  having  muttered  something 
beginning  with  "  My  Lud "  and  ending  with  "  issue,"  sits  down,  and 
Mr.  Burley  Bolster,  a  large  pasty-faced  gentleman,  in  silver-rimmed 
spectacles  and  a  patent  wig,  presents  bis  ample  front  to  the  jury.  Clearing 
his  voice,  he  leans  with  his  thumb  on  the  table  and  scrutinises  the  jury  as 
he  thus  addresses  them : — 

"  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,  the  plaintiff  in  this  case,  as  my  learned  friend 
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has  told  you,  in  somewbat  more  technical  than  intelligible  language,  is 
Captain  Miserrimus  Doleful,  a  gentleman,  not  only  holding  her  Majesty's 
commission  in  the  army,  but  also  the  important  and  highly  honourable 
office  of  master  of  the  ceremonies  of  Handley  Cross  Spa,  a  watering-place 
with  which,  I  make  no  doubt,  you  are  all  more  or  less  acquainted ;  and 
my  distiDguished  client  comes  into  court  this  day  to  seek  at  your  hands  that 
reparation  which  one  John  Jorrocks  refuses  to  afford  him  out  of  it.  Jorrocks, 
he  understood,  was  manager  of  the  Handley  Cross  fox-hounds,  a  situation 
that  enabled  him  to  obtain  all  manner  of  information  relative  to  horses  ; 
and  he  regretted  to  see  a  man  whose  appearance  was  respectable  so  far 
losing  sight  of  all  honour  and  gratitude,  as  to  avail  himself  of  his  superior 
knowledge  to  the  injury  of  a  friend,  to  whom  he  was  under  the  greatest 
obligations,  and  who  had  fouglit  and  bled  for  his  country. 

<*  Captain  Doleful,  as  he  said  before,  was  an  officer — one  whose  life 
had  been  devoted  to  the  service  of  his  country,  nnd  who  now,  appbed 
Ids  energies  to  the  promotion  of  the  happiness  and  hilarity  of  the  public 
Jorrocks,  in  another  line,  was  also  a  servant  of  the  public,  and  he  could 
not  but  regret  that  services  so  dissimilar  should  have  been  unfortunately 
brought  in  collision  by  the  misconduct  of  either  party.  He  would  not 
trouble  the  jury,  at  that  late  hour  of  the  night,  with  a  detailed  account 
of  the  obligations  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  under  to  the  plaintiff,  not  only  for 
obtaining  him  the  mastership  of  the  Handley  Cross  hounds  but  also  for 
introduciug  him  to  the  elite  of  the  aristocratic  society  frequenting  the 
celebrated  Spa ;  but  he  would  content  himself  by  showing  how  Jorrocks 
now  sought  to  kick  down  the  ladder  by  which  he  had  risen  to  fame  by 
injuring  the  man  to  whom  he  was  under  such  onerous  obligations." 
(Mr.  Burley  Bolster  shook  his  head,  as  though  he  felt  it  desperately,  and 
referred  to  his  brief.     Doleful  grinned  with  delight.) 

''Towards  the  close  of  last  hunting  season,  gentlemen,'*  continued 
Mr.  Bolster,  "  the  defendant,  for  reasons  best  known  to  himself,  offered 
the  whole  of  his  stud  for  sale  by  public  auction,  but,  among  other 
horses  that  were  not  sold,  was  one  called  Xerxes,  which  was  afterwards 
purchased  by  my  client  by  private  contract  of  the  defendant's  servant, 
who,  by  the  direction  and  consent  of  his  master,  warranted  the  horse 
sound, — warf'anled  the  horse  sound,  I  say.  It  was  a  long  and  trouble- 
some negotiation,  carried  on  souietimes  by  letter  with  the  principal,  at 
other  times  by  conversation  with  his  servant,  whom  I  shall  call  before 
YOU  !  but,  ultimately,  a  bargain  was  concluded,  and  the  sum  of  twenty- 
live  pounds  paid  to  the  defendant  as  the  price  and  value  of  the  horse. 

**  Falue,  did  I  say,  gentlemen  ?"  exclaimed  Mr.  Burley  Bolster,  suddenly 
checking  himself;  "I  made  use  of  an  erroneous  expression,  for  he  was 
absolutely  valueless ;  but  the  sum  of  twenty-five  pounds  was  paid  as  the 
price  of  the  animal.  AVell,  gentlemen,  the  plaintiff  immediately  removed 
him  to  a  most  comfortable  and  commodious  private  stable,  where  he  had 

and  accommodation  that  a  horse  can  require — com  the 

le  sweetest,  water  the  purest,  grooming  the  most  elaborate 

it,  somehow  or  other,  he  throve  not.     My  client's  amiable 

nature  never  allowing  him  to  imagine  that  he  had  so 

viper  in  his  bosom  (casting  a   contemptuous  look  at 

went  on,  day  by  day,  and  for  several  days,  in  the  hope  that 
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the  cliange  was  merely  occasioned  by  a  difference  of  treatment  or  of  food, 
and  that  the  horse  would  speedily  resume  his  wonted  appearance ;  but, 
alas  I  '  hope/  as  usual,  '  told  a  flattering  tale/  He  weut  on,  from  bad  to 
worse,  and  when  at  length  the  consuming  fcTcr  had  worked  deeply  into 
his  constitution,  my  unsuspecting  client,  awaking  from  the  trance  of 
confidence  in  which  he  had  been  so  long  entlutilled,  wrote  to  the  defendant, 
representing  how  matters  stood ;  that  individual,  so  far  from  expressing 
his  regret  at  the  inconvenience  he  had  caused  my  client,  and  offering  to 
take  back  the  horse,  actually  treated  the  matter  with  levity,  and  added 
insult  to  injury,  by  laughing  at  the  man  he  had  so  basely  defrauded.  My 
client,  then,  has  uo  alternative,  but  presenting  himself  before  a  jury  of 
his  country,  and  I  am  happy  to  see  that  the  defendant  has  empanelled  a 
special  one,  at  whose  intelligent  hands,  I  feel  no  manner  of  doubt,  my 
defrauded^  client  will  receive  that  reparation  which  John  Jorrocks  so 
unjustly  denies  him. 

"  Were  it  not  for  the  appearance  of  the  defendant  in  court,  and  the 
voluminous  brief  I  see  before  my  learned  friend  Mr.  Chargem,  I  should 
have  imagined  that  judgment  would  be  suffered  to  go  by  default,  as  in 
the  case  of  an  undefended  action ;  and  even  now,  gentlemen,  I  am  at  a 
loss  to  imagine  what  defence  my  learned  friend's  ingenuity  wilf  enable 
him  to  offer  ;  for  I  submit,  under  the  guidance  of  his  lordship,  that  it  is 
clear  law,  that  where  an  article  is  asked  for  to  answer  a  particular  purpose, 
the  seller  impliedly  warrants  that  it  is  fit  for  that  purpose,  so  that  even 
should  I  fail  in  my  proof  of  actual  warranty,  which,  however,  I  do  not 
anticipate,  I  shall  still  be  entitled  to  your  verdict  on  the  general  construc- 
tion of  the  agreement ;  for,  had  my  client  been  in  want  of  a  coughing, 
consumptive  horse,  he  would  have  asked  this  defendant,  Jorrocks,  if 
he  had  such  an  animal,  instead  of  which,  throughout  the  transaction, 
he  goes  on  the  principle  of  obtaining  a  useful,  though  not  a  handsome 
horse. 

"  And  now,  gentlemen,  one  word  with  respect  to  a  person  of  the  name 
of  Pigg,  whom  I  shall  presently  call  before  you,  though,  perhaps,  he  will 
appear  rather  in  the  nature  of  a  reluctant  witness.  This  Pigg  is  huntsman 
and  general  stable  manager  to  the  defendant  Jorrocks,  and  seems  to  be  a 
convenient  sort  of  person,  on  whom  Jorrocks  foists  such  jobs  as  he  does 
not  like  to  take  upon  himself,  and  Pigg  will  be  placed  in  the  witness-box 
to  show  that  he  was  the  accredited  servant  of  the  defendant,  from  which 
a  legal  axiom  arises,  laid  down  by  the  great  Lord  EUenborough  himself, 
in  the  case  of  Helyear  o.  Hawke  (Espinasse,  page  72) ;  that  if  a  servant  is 
sent  with  a  horse  by  his  master,  and  gives  directions  respecting  his  sale, 
that  the  servant  thereby  becomes  the  accredited  agent  of  his  master,  and 
what  he  says  respecting  the  horse  is  evidence. 

*'  And  in  another  place  his  Lordship  adds,  '  I  think  the  master  having 
intrusted  the  servant  to  sell,  he  is  intrusted  to  do  all  he  can  to  effectuate 
the  sale,  and  if  he  does  exceed  his  authority,  in  so  doing  he  binds  his 
master.*  Now,  gentlemen,  I  shall  prove  by  a  letter,  in  the  hand-writing 
of  the  defendant,  that  Pigg  was  authorised  by  the  defendant  not  only  to 
receive  the  purchase-money,  but  also  to  warrant  the  horse ;  and  having 
established  that  point,  I  shall  proceed  to  prove,  by  competent  witnesses, 
that  the  horse  was  labouring  under  a  mortal  disease  at  the  time  of  the 


462  HAITDLET  CROSS; 

sale.    That  done,  I  feel  assured  you  will  arrive  at  th^  only  conclusion 
open  to  sensible  men,  and  find  a  verdict  for  my  dient.*' 

The  letters,  as  already  given,  being  admitted,  were  put  in,  and  read 
amid  much  laughter,  and  Mr.  Burley  Bolster  then  desired  the  crier  to  call 
James  Figg. 

"  James  Pigg  I  James  Figg !  James  Pigg !  "  sounded  all  around  the 
building,  and  passed  outside. 

"  Ar*s  here ! "  exclaimed  a  voice  at  the  back  of  the  witness-box,  where 
he  had  been  sleeping ;  and  presently  James  Pigg  made  his  appearance  in 
front. 

A  solitary  mould-candle  placed  on  the  crier's  desk  at  the  side  shed  a 
dim  light  over  James's  person,  showing  the  lustre  of  his  eye  and  the 
care-worn  character  of  his  countenance.  He  was  dressed  in  a  dark  coat, 
with  a  striped  waistcoat,  and  white  neckcloth,  upon  the  tie  of  which  was 
a  large  stain  of  tobacco-juice,  which  in  the  gloom  of  the  court  looked  like 
an  extensive  brooch. 

•*  Now,  Figg  ?  "  said  Mr.  Bolster,  in  a  familiar  tone. 

"  Now,  Wig  ! "  responded  James,  in  the  same  way. 

"  Mind  what  you  are  about,  sir  1"  said  Baron  Botherem,  with  a  frown. 

'*  You  are,  I  believe,  huntsman  to  Mr.  Jorrocks,  the  defendant  in  this 
action  ?  **  observed  the  learned  counsel. 

Fiffff* — "  Yes  ar  is,"  replied  James,  brandishing  his  hat  over  the  brass 
rail  of  the  witness-box,  *'  but  ar  de  believe  gin  ar  had  me  reets,  ar*d  be  a 
geuTman  this  day,  and  huntin'  me  own  h'unds,  only  ye  see,  mar  foreelder 
John — John  Figg,  ye  see — " 

"Well,  never  mind  about  your  foreelder,  John,"  interrupted  Mr. 
Bolster,  '*We  want  to  know  about  Mr.  Jorrocks;  and  you  say  you 
are  huntsman  to  him.  Now,  tell  me,  do  you  remember  a  horse  he  had, 
called  Xerxes  P  " 

P%.— "  Nicely !  " 

"  Now,  what  became  of  that  horse  ?  Eaise  your  voice  and  speak  out, 
so  that  the  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  many  of  whom  are  deaf,  may  hear  you," 
pointing  to  the  jury-box. 

Figff, — "  He  dee'd  !  "  roared  Pigg. 

"  He  died  ! "  repeated  Mr.  Bolster.  **  Ah,  but  before  he  died,  whose 
hands  did  he  pass  into  ?  " 

Fiffff — "  Ard  Doleful's." 

"  Now,  then,  Figg,  you  seem  an  honest,  intelligent  sort  of  man,"  con- 
tinued Mr.  Bolster,  smoothingly,  "  try  if  you  can  recollect  what  passed 
between  Captain  Doleful  and  you  as  to  that  horse." 

"A!  ar  ken  nicely — 'twas  just  twentyr-five  pund." 

Mr,  Bol8t&. — "  No,  that's  not  what  I  mean — ^I  want  to  know  what 
inducement  you  held  out  to  Captain  Doleful  to  buy  him." 

I^iffg, — "  Sink  ar  said  nout." 

'*  What  does  the  witness  say  ?  "  exclaimed  Baron  Botherem,  who  had 
been  fidgetting  about  ever  since  Fi^  appeared. 

Mr,  Bolster,  very  obsequiously. — "  He  says,  my  lord,  that  there  was 
nothing  the  matter  with  the  horse." 

"  No,  I  beg  pardon,"  interposes  Mr.  Chargem,  "  I  understand  him  to 
mean  that  he  said  nothing  to  Captain  Doleful." 
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"  Precisely,  what  I  say,"  rejoined  Mr.  Bolster ;  "  Captain  Doleful 
asked  him  what  was  the  matter  with  the  horde,  and  he  said, 
'  nothing.' " 

**  The  question,  as  I  understand  it,"  said  Baron  Botherem,  "  was,  what 
inducement  he  held  out  to  Captain  Doleful  to  buy  the  horse  ?  But  what 
answer  he  gives,  I  cannot  for  the  life  of  me  make  out." 

Mr,  Char  gem, — "  Precisely  so,  my  lud.  My  learned  friend  asks  what 
inducement  the  witness  held  out  to  plaintiff  to  buy  the  horse,  and  the 
witness  in  the  language  of  the  colliery  country  from  whence  he  comes, 
replies,  '  Ar  said  uout ;'  meaning,  I  did  not  say  anything.  Perhaps  your 
lud  ship  would  have  the  kindness  to  put  the  question  yourself." 

"Witness — l^iggl — attend  to  me!"  exclaimed  his  lordship.  "Tell 
the  gentlemen  of  the  jury  what  you  said  in  praise  or  commendation  of  the 
horse  to  induce  Captain What's  his  name,  to  buy  him." 

Tigg, — "  Ar  said  nout — T*ard  man  was  aye  comin'  to  wor  stable,  and 
he  axed  me  yen  day  gin  hus  had  had  meazles." 

*'  I  can't  understand  a  word  the  witness  says ! "  exclaimed  the  judge, 
shaking  his  head  in  despair. 

Mr,  Bolster. — "  He  says,  my  loord,  that  the  plaintiff  inquired  if  the 
horse  had  had  the  measles — Now  what  did  you  say  to  that  ?  " 

^W' — "  *  Measles  !  '  said  I — *aye  hoopin'-cough  tee  !  *  " 

**  Measles  and  hooping-cough  too,"  repeated  Mr.  Burley  Bolster,  with 
great  gravity,  to  the  convulsion  of  the  jury. 

Cross-examined  by  Mr.  Chargem. 

**  I  suppose,  Mr.  Pigg,  you  are  a  pretty  good  judge  of  a  horse  ?" 

"P%.—"  Top  judge." 

"What  sort  of  a  judge  is  that?"  exclaimed  Baron  Botherem  in 
despair. 

"  My  lud,  he  says  he  is  hgood^  or  supreme,  judge ;"  adding  sotio  voce, 
though  loud  enough  to  be  heard  by  the  bench,  *'  Much  such  a  judge  as 
your  ludship,  in  fact." 

Baron  Botherem. — "  Humph ! — reaUy  we  ought  to  have  an  interpreter. 
Well,  now  go  on." 

Mr,  Chargem, — Now,  Mr.  Pigg,  will  you  have  the  kindness  to  tell  the 
gentlemen  of  the  jury,  if,  in  the  course  of  your  experience,  you  ever  knew 
a  horse  have  the  measles  ?  " 

Pigg  —  '  Niver ! " 

Mr.  CJiargem, — "  Or  the  hooping-cough  ?  " 

Bigg,—''  Niver ! " 

Mr,  Chargem, — "  So  that,  when  you  told  Captain  Doleful  that  this 
horse  had  had  both,  you  meant  to  say  that  he  had  had  neither?  " 

Bigg, — "T'ard  gouk  was  aye  axin*  me  about  the  hus,  whiles  if  he 
slept  well,  whiles  if  he  had  the  lumbago,  whiles  if  he  liked  eatin',  and  ar 
was  tied  to  tell  him  summut." 

Mr,  Chargem, — "  But  what  you  said  was  merely  loose,  off-hand  con- 
versation, and  not  intended  as  an  inducement  to  get  him  to  buy  ?  " 

Bigg. — "  Diel  a  bit !  It  was  nout  to  me  whether  t'ard  sinner  bought 
him  or  no,  se  lang  as  he  held  his  gob,  and  didn't  keep  fashin  a '  me  about 
him." 

"Oh,  dear,  this  subterranean   lang;ai^  pozzlea  me  exceedingly!" 
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exclaimed  the  judge,  weary  in  mind  and  body ;  **  I  didn't  catch  one  word 
of  that  sentence." 

Mr.  Chargem  interprets. — "  He  did  not  care,  my,  lud,  whether  Captain 
Doleful  bought  the  horse  or  not,  so  long  as  he  held  his  gob — which,  i 
presume,  means  his  tongue." 

Benjamin  Brady  was  the  next  witness. 

**  Now,  Mr.  Brady,"  said  Mr.  Burley  Bolster,  eyeing  him  through  his 
spectacles ;  "  you  arc,  I  believe,  a  servant  with  Mr.  Jorrocks  P  " 

"  I'm  first  vip,"  replied  the  boy,  with  great  dignity. 

Mr,  Bolster, — ''You  remember  the  plaintiff  in  this  action.  Captain 
Doleful,  coming  to  your  master's  stable  about  a  horse  called  Xerxes  ?  *' 

Ben, — "  Yes ;  he  came  werry  often." 

Mr,  Bolster,—''  Well,  what  did  he  say  ?  " 

Ben, — "  The  first  time  he  came,  he  inquired  most  about  the  other  'oases, 
and  only  axed  the  pedigree  of  Xerxes." 

Mr,  Bolster, — "  And  what  answer  did  Pigg  give  him  ?  " 

Ben, — "  He  gave  him  our  usual  pedigree — said  he  was  by  President, 
out  of  a  Vaxy  mare." 

Mr,  Bolster, — "  Your  master  keeps  but  one  pedigree,  then  ?  " 

Ben. — **  One  for  'osses ;  he  has  another  for  'ounds." 

Mr,  Bolster. — "  Then  all  your  horses  are  by  President,  out  of  Vaxy 


mores." 


Ben.—"  Yes,  sir." 

Mr,  Bolster, — "  Now  you  say  the  plaintiff  came  very  often  to  your 
stable ;  can  you  tell  the  gentlemen  of  the  jury  how  many  times,  on  the 
whole,  he  might  be  there?  " 

Ben, — "  Perhaps  ten  or  a  dozen  times." 

Mr.  Bolster, — "  Did  he  come  alone?" 

Ben, — "  No  ;  he  always  brought  one  or  two  chaps  with  him, — Miss 
Jelly  came  once." 

Mr,  Bolster. — "  And  what  used  they  to  say  ?" 

Ben. — "  Oh,  they  would  look,  first  at  one  horse,  then  at  another,  and 
ax  about  them." 

Mr.  Bolster. — "And  Mr.  Pigg,  I  suppose,  was  very  glad  to  see 
them  ?  " 

Ben. — "  No,  'deed  wasn't  he !     He  used  to  swear  very  hard." 

Mr.  Bolster. — "  He's  a  heavy  swearer,  is  he  ?  " 

Ben. — "  Uncommon  I  " 

"  Very  improper,"  remarked  the  judge,  with  a  shake  of  the  head. 

Mr,  Bolster. — "  And  what  questions,  in  particular,  did  the  plaintiff 
ask?" 

Ben. — "  Oh,  why,  he  used  to  ax  if  this  orse  was  a  good  'un,  and  thnt 
a  good  'un ;  and  Pigg  used  to  swear  they  were  all  good  'uns,  there  wem't 
no  choice  among  'em." 

Mr.  Bolster. — "  Was  that  said  of  any  horse  in  particular,  or  generally 
of  the  stud  P  " 

Ben, — "He  said  it  of  whatever  horse  the  captain  was  axing 
about." 

Mr.  Bolster. — "  Can  you  remember  the  words  he  made  use  of?' 

Ben. — •* « Best  'orsc  goin','  he  used  to  say ;  'best  'orse  goin'.' 


ti 
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Mr,  Bolster, — "Do  you  remember  the  captain  inquiring  if  a  horse  called 
Xerxes  had  had  the  measles  ?  " 

Ben. — "  I  can't  say  I  do, — remember  his  axin'  if  he  had  been  innocu- 
latiDg  him." 

Mr,  Bolster.—'*  What  made  him  ask  that  ?  " 

Ben, — "  The  horse  had  been  bled,  and  there  was  the  mark  on  his 
neck." 

Mr.  Bolster. — "  Now  do  you  remember  the  plaintiff  coming  to  the 
stable  for  Xerxes?" 

j^^^ "Yes." 

Mr.  Bolster.— **  What  did  he  say  ?  " 

Ben. — •*  That  he  had  come  for  Xerxes." 

Mr.  Bolster.^**  And  what  said  Mr.  PigR  ?  " 

Ben. — **  He  axed  for  the  brass — he  could  not  let  him  gan  without." 

"  He  asked  for  the  what  ?  "  inquired  the  judge. 

**  My  lord,  witness  says  that  Pigg  asked  for  the  brass,  which  is  a  north 
country  corruption  of  the  word  money." 

"  Oh  1 "  said  the  judge,  ^ho  thought  it  was  part  of  the  bridle. 

Mr.  Bolster. — '*  Now,  when  Pigg  asked  Captain  Doleful  for  the  brass, 
what  took  place  ?  " 

Ben. — "The  captain  paid  him  five-and-twenty  golden  sovereigns,  sayin', 
'  I  s'pose  he's  all  right;'  and  Pigg  said,  *  Sound  wind  and  limb.' " 

Mr.  Bolster,  repeating  after  the  witness,  eyeing  the  jury  all  the  time, 
"  And  Pigg  said,  '  Sound  wind  and  limb.'  You  give  your  evidence  very 
creditably,"  observed  Mr.  Bolster  to^the  boy. 

"  Yez-ir,"  replied  Benjamin. 

Cross-examined. — "  Is  not  on  the  best  of  terms  with  Mr.  Pigg,  Pigg 
has  given  him  too  much  of  what  he  calls  '  cobbler's-wax  oil ' — thrashing 
with  a  strap.  Was  not  in  the  stable  when  the  sale  of  the  horse  took 
place, — was  in  the  loft,  playing  cards  with  Tom  Tnrubin,  Mr.  George 
Smith's  helper,  and  Joe  Haddock.  Saw  what  took  place  through  a  hole 
iu  the  floor.  Is  certain  Pigg  said,  *  Sound  wind  and  limb ' — heard  him  say 
it  twice." 

John  Scott  is  a  helper  and  occasional  groom. — "  Eemembers  accom- 
panying Captain  Doleful  to  Mr.  Jorrocks's  stables,  when  he  bought  the 
horse. — James  Pigg  was  there.  The  captain  said  he  had  come  for 
Xerxes.  Pigg  asked  if  he  had  brought  the  brass  for  him,  as  he  could 
not  let  him  gan  without.  The  captain  produced  twenty-five  sovereigns. 
Pigg  was  very  angry,  swore  that  his  master  was  an  ard  gouk,  and  had 
sold  the  best  horse  in  the  stable.  The  captain  said,  Mr.  Jorrocks  would 
soon  pick  up  another.  Pigg  swore  very  much.  The  captain  paid  the 
money,  saying,  *  I  suppose  he's  all  sound.'  Pigg  swore  he  was  sound 
wind  and  limb,  and  it  would  be  lucky  for  the  captain  if  he  were 
half  as  sound.  Witness  then  led  the  horse  away.  In  going  along  he 
coughed." 

Cross-examined. — "Witness  has  lived  in  several  situations,  but  has 
been  out  of  place  for  three  years  or  so,. — maybe  for  want  of  a  character. 
Looks  after  six  horses  and  two  flys.  Servants  in  place  think  two  horses 
and  one  fly  enough  at  a  time. — Makes  a  great  difference  whether  a  servant 
is  in  place  or  out  as  to  the  quantity  of  work  he  can  do.    Had  a  blow-up 
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with  James  Pigg  about  the  merits  of  their  masters — that  is  to  say,  about 
Mr.  Jorrocks  and  Captain  Doleful.  Pigg  complained  that  the  captain 
had  not  given  him  a  glass  when  he  bought  the  horse.  Witness  told  him» 
perhaps  the  captain  didn't  know  the  custom.  Pigg  said  it  was  all  his 
eye,  and  that  he  was  a  nasty,  mangy  beggar.  Witness  replied,  that  the 
captain  was  as  good  a  man  as  his  master,  and  that  he,  witness,  wouldn't 
stay  in  a  place  to  be  'bused  as  he  understood  Mr.  Jorrocks  'bused  his 
servants.  Pigg  said,  he'd  rather  be  d — d  by  his  master  than  dine  with 
mine.  Then  he  said,  he  wouldn't  borrow  half-a-crown  to  get  drunk  with 
mine,  that  he  was  fit  for  nout  but  a  Dorm  (Durham)  farmer,  and  a  great 
deal  more  wulgarity  of  that  sort. 

"Will  swear  positively  that  the  horse  coughed  on  his  way  from 
Mr.  Jorrocks's  stable  to  Captain  Doleful's.  When  he  got  him  to  the 
latter  place.  Captain  Doleful  borrowed  a  saddle  and  bridle,  and  rode  the 
horse  to  Bumpmead.  Had  him  in  harness  the  same  evening  to  take  him 
to  a  tea-party.  The  night  might  be  wet,  but  witness  does  not  remember. 
Does  not  know  how  long  he  waited  for  the  captain, — ^might  be  half-an- 
hour, — might  be  an  hour, — does  not  think  it  was  two  hours.  The  captain 
rode  the  horse  to  Deepdeene  Park  the  next  day, — fifteen  miles,  and  back. 
Had  him  in  the  fly  again  at  night.  There  was  a  party  at  Miss  Fribble's, 
and  the  captain  conveyed  aU  the  young  ladies  from  Miss  Birch's  seminary, 
there  and  back,  by  ten  at  a  time." 

Mr.  Horsman,  veterinary  surgeon. — "  Has  been  in  practice  three  years. 
Bemembers  .being  sent  for  to  attend  a  horse  that  Captain  Doleful  had 
bought  of  Mr.  Jorrocks.  Found  him  labouring  under  idiopathic  fever 
in  its  most  malignant  form,  which  soon  turned  to  inflammation  of  the 
lungs.  Did  what  he  could  for  him,  but  without  avail.  The  horse  had 
then  been  some  time  in  Captain  Doleful's  possession,  but  from  the 
appearance  he  presented  on  his  being  first  called  in,  witness  has  little 
doubt  but  he  had  the  seeds  of  the  disease  upon  him  at  the  time  he  was 
sold." 

Cross-examined. — "  Is  not  a  member  of  the  Royal  Veterinary  College, 
— is  a  self-dubbed  doctor.  Pound  the  horse  in  a  stable  along  with  a 
monkey  and  bear  belonging  to  a  travelling  showman.  The  stable  was 
cold,  perhaps  damp,  and  witness  will  not  say  that  the  horse  might  not 
have  caught  cold  by  his  removal  from  a  warm  to  a  cold  stable.  Horses 
soon  catch  cold,  inflammation  quickly  follows,  and  death  soon  comes  after. 
Is  certain  the  horse  is  dead, — knows  it,  because  he  skinned  him."  This 
was  the  plaintiffs  case. 

Mr.  Burley  Bolster  having  resumed  his  seat  with  great  self-complacency, 
Mr.  Chargem  gave  the  front  of  his  wig  a  pull,  and  his  gown  a  hitch  at 
the  right  shoulder,  and  turned  to  the  "  specials." 

"  May  it  please  your  Ludship, — Gentlemen  of  the  jury,"  said  he,  "  I 
hardly  know  whether  I  am  justified  in  trespassing  upon  your  valuable 
time,  particularly  at  tliis  late  period  of  the  night,  by  rebutting  a  charge 
so  feebly  sustained  as  the  case  my  learned  friend,  Mr.  Burly  Bolster,  has 
laid — has  presented  to  your  notice.  I  hardly  know  whether  I  should  not 
be  best  discharging  my  duty  to  my  client,  by  closing  my  brief,  and  sub- 
mitting to  your  verdict,  which  I  am  satisfied  will  be  for  the  defendant, 
instead  of  exposing  those  fallacies  that  carry  a  too  palpable  conviction 


along  with  ihem.  But,  gentlemen,  lest  by  any  chance  it  might  be  inferred 
that  I  have  not  the  satisfactory  evidence  invariably  required  by  a  British 
jury,  I  will  hazard  a  brief  trespass  on  your  time  while  I  glance  at  the 
evidence  now  before  you,  and  call  a  few  witnesses  in  disproof  of  the  state- 
ments of  my  learned  friend. 

"The  case,  gentlemen,  I  take  to  be  simply  this.  Captain  Doleful,  no 
preat  conjuror  in  horse-flesh,  treats  for  a  horse  in  Mr.  Jorrocks*  stud. 
There  is  a  good  deal  of  haggling,  as  you  have  seen,  about  the  transaction, 
Captain  Doleful  offering  Mr.  Jorrocks  less  than  he  asks,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks, 
on  the  other  hand,  insisting  on  bis  price.  And  here  let  me  draw  your 
attention  to  the  fact,  that,  throughout  the  transaction,  the  plaintiff  is  the 
anxious  party.  Mr.  Jom)cks  holds  out  no  temptation  to  get  him  to  buy; 
on  the  contrary,  he  admits  the  horse  is  not  first-rate;  but,  speaking  of  him  in 
the  language  of  friendship,  Mr.  Jorrocks  says  he  is  calculated  for  much 
honourable  exertion  in  many  of  the  minor  fields  of  horse  enterprise,  which,  I 
suppose,  is  a  figurative  mode  of  saying,  that  if  he  is  not  fit  for  a  hunter,  he 
will  make  what  the  defendant  would  call  a  worry  good  'chay-'oss'  (laughter.) 
And  agam,  when  the  plaintiff  hesitates  about  the  price,  does  my  client 
evince  any  anxiety  to  get  him  to  give  it  ?  Surely  not !  So  &r  from 
that,  he  says,  in  one  of  the  letters  you  have  heard  read,  that  if  the  plain- 
tiff does  not  like  to  give  the  twenty-five  pounds,  he  is  to  '  say  no  more 
about  it:'  and  again,  when  the  plaintiff  bothers  him  to  take  fifteen 
pounds,  and  give  a  receipt  for  twenty-five,  he  scouts  the  idea,  and  desires 
*  the  plaintiff  will  make-  up  his  mind  one  way  or  other,  as  he  hates 
haggling.'  Does  all  this,  I  ask  you,  bespeak  the  man  anxious  to  foist 
a  bad  horse  off  upon  a  friend,  or  a  man  anxious  to  get  rid  oC  a  horse 
at  all  ?  I  need  not  tell  you  who  the  defendant  in  this  action  is..  Despite 
my  learned  friend's  sneering  ignorance,  and  talking  of  him  in  the  dis- 
respectful way  he  did  as  this  Jorrocks  and  that  Jorrocks,  he  could  not 

conceal  from  himself, still  less  from  you,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  that 

he  was  keenly  alive  to  the  celebrity  and  importance  of  my  most  distin- 
guished client, — a  gentleman  whose  name  precludes  the  idea  of  his  being 
mistaken  for  any  other,  and  who,  in  every  relation  of  life,  has  worn  the 
broad  arrow  mark  of  probity  and  honour ! " 

"  Keep  the  tamborine  a  rowlin'  1  "  exclaimed  James  Pigg,  causing  a 
roar  of  laughter  throughout  the  court,  and  procuring  James  the  promise 
of  a  commitment  from  his  lordship. 

"  And  now,  gentlemen,"  resumed  Mr.  Chargem,  as  order  was  restored, 

'*  we  come  to  the  gist  of  the  action,  as  regards  the  plaintiff.     Captain 

Doleful  says  he  wiU  take  the  horse,  '  provided,  of  course,  he  is  all  right, 

et  cetera,'    That  et  cetera,  gentlemen,   was  once  described  by  Lord 

Mansfield  as  the  largest  word  in  the  English  language,  and  assuredly  the 

plaintiff  is  of  the  same  opinion,  for  he  intends  to  make  it  cover  a  most 

comprehensive  range  over  an  unlimited  period.    That  et  cetera  is  to 

giiarantee  the  horse  from  all  illness  and  infirmity,  not  only  at  the  time  he 

was  sold,  but  for  ever  after,  under  whatever  treatment  he  may  be 

subjected  to,  or  to  whatever  vicissitudes  exposed.     It  is  to  guarantee  his 

safe  career  over  Bumpmead  Heath  by  day,  his  health  in  harness  at 

night,    and   his  convalescence    in  that   comfortable  abode  which  he 

eigoyed   in    common   with   the   monkey   and  bear  belongmg    to    a 

hh2 
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travelling  showmau.  (Laughter.)    All  this  is  meant  to  be  covered  by 
this  little  et  cetera ! 

"My  learned  friend,  well  knowing  his  weak  point,  anticipated  the 
failure  of.  his  evidence  of  warranty,  and  bespoke  your  verdict  on  the 
supposed  terms  of  the  agreement ;  but  I  also  submit,  under  the  guidance 
of  his  lordship,  that,  in  an  action  on  a  breach  of  warranty,  distinct  and 
positive  evidence  of  an  undoubted  warranty  must  be  given  to  entitle  a 
plaintiff  to  recover,  and  no  constructive  evidence  will  supply  the  place  of 
clear  and  distinct  warranty.  I  grant,  that  if  the  plaintiff  had  wanted  a 
diseased  horse,  he  would  probably  have  asked  for  one ;  but,  then,  you 
must  also  take  this  along  with  you,  that  if  he  had  applied  to  my 
client  for  a  horse  that  would  stand  all  the  racketing  that  this  poor  beast 
was  exposed  to,  he  would  have  said  that  nothing  but  an  iron  horse  would 
stand  such  work,  and  have  recommended  him  to  an  engine-builder.  So 
that,  even  supposing  my  learned  friend  had  made  out  a  case  of  distinct 
warranty,  still  I  would  submit  that  the  plaintiff's  treatment  of  the  animal 
was  not  such  as  a  prudent  man  would  adopt,  and  that  so  far  from  the 
result  being  matter  of  surprise,  it  would  have  been  much  more  singular 
if  it  had  not  happened.  My  learned  friend  places  Mr.  Pigg,  the  hunts- 
man, in  the  witness-box  to  prove  his  warranty,  with  what  success  I  need 
hardJy  say.  I  think  his  evidence  went  as  much  against  the  plaintiff  as 
for  him.  Next,  we  have  the  boy  whipper-in,  who  seems  to  come  in  for  a 
share  of  the  whip  himself,  who  speaks  to  a  conversation  he  overheard 
while  playing  cards  in  the  hay-loft ;  and  you  are  expected  to  believe  that 
this  boy  could  distinguish  which  horse  Mr.  Pigg  was  praising,  when, 
upon  his  cross-examination,  he  admits  that  Pigg  was  in  the  habit 
of  praising  them  all.^-'  Best  horse  goin' ! '  he  used  to  say  of  them  alL 

*'  After  the  boy  Brady  comes  one  of  those  questionable  creatures,— a 
servant  out  of  place,  who  is  the  only  witness  that  at  all  goes  to  the 
second  point — supposing  the  warranty  to  be  proved — of  the  horse  being 
unsound  at  the  time  he  was  sold.  And  what  does  he  say  ?  Why,  that 
the  horse  coughed  on  his  way  from  Mr.  Jorrocks'  stable  to  that  of  the 
travelling  showman.  Such  evidence,  I  feel,  will  have  no  weight  with 
you,  gentlemen.  A  hundred  things  might  make  him  cough.  Perhaps 
the  occasional  groom  had  been  trying  his  wind  by  the  usual  pinching  of 
the  windpipe,  or  a  bit  of  hay  might  have  lodged  in  his  throat ;  but  if  the 
horse  had  such  a  violent  cold  upon  him,  do  you  think  it  could  have 
escaped  all  the  lynx-eyed  witnesses  the  plaintiff  had  to  inspect  him  ?  Is 
there  none  of  all  that  numerous  host  to  come  forward  and  say  that  the 
horse  was  unsound  at  the  time  he  was  sold  P  None  but  this  gentle- 
man, who,  it  seems,  Mr.  Pigg  would  prefer  being  damned  by  to  dining 
with.     (Laughter.) 

"  Such  evidence  is  not  worth  rebutting.  It  would  be  an  insult  to  your 
understandings  to  suppose  so.  Mr.  Horsman  alone  requires  contra- 
diction. He  has  been  in  practice  for  the  long  period  of  three  years,  and 
says,  from  the  appearance  of  the  horse,  he  has  little  doubt  but  he  had 
the  seeds  of  the  disease  upon  him  when  sold.  To  rebut  that,  I  propose 
placing  another  veterinary  surgeon  in  the  witness-box ;  and  although  by 
so  doing,  I  shall  entitle  my  friend  to  a  reply,  yet  I  feel  his  case 
is   so   hopelessly   weak  that    I   shall    not   injure  my   client's    cause 
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by  throwing  him  the  chance,  confident  as  I  am  of  obtaining  your 
verdict." 

Mr.  Castley,  a  veterinary  surgeon  of  ten  years'  standing,  deposed  that 
he  made  a  po^t-morlem  examination  of  tlie  horse.  The  lungs  presented 
one  confused  and  disorganised  mass  of  blackness.  The  appearance  would 
lead  the  inexperienced  to  imagine  that  long  inflammation  had  gradually 
broken  down  the  substance  of  the  lungs.  Proves  no  disease  of  long 
standing,  but  inflammation,  intense  in  its  nature,  which  had  speedily  run 
its  course.  The  horse  died  from  suffocation,  every  portion  of  the  lungs 
being  choked  up  with  this  bhick  blood,  which  had  broken  into  and  filled 
all  the  air-cells,  by  means  of  which  it  should  have  been  purified. 

Two  other  witnesses  spoke  to  the  healthy  appearance  of  the  horse  at 
the  time  he  was  sold. 

John  Brown  was  the  next  witness.  He  deposed  that  he  was  pad-groom 
to  Mr.  Barnington,  a  Cheshire  gentleman  of  large  fortune,  who  kept  a 
good  stud  of  hunters  at  Handley  Cross.  Was  well  acquainted  with 
James  Pigg  and  with  all  Mr.  Jorrocks'  horses.  Their  stables  adjoin. 
Was  at  exercise  on  the  morning  of  the  sale  with  James  Pigg,  who 
rode  Xerxes  and  led  Ginnuros.  Never  heard  the  horse  cough  all  the 
time.  Was  out  two  hours.  Would  have  been  sure  to  have  noticed  it  if 
he  had  coughed.     Grooms  are  always  on  the  look-out  for  coughs. 

Joseph  Haddock,  a  lad  of  fourteen,  being  sworn,  deposed  that  his 
mother  was  a  washerwoman,  and  he  turned  the  mangle  and  sought  the 
dirty  clothes  in  a  donkey-cart.  Is  well  acquainted  with  Mr.  Benjamin 
Brady  the  whipper-in.  Was  playing  cards  with  him  in  the  hay-loft  on 
the  morning  of  the  sale.  Mr.  Brady  lost  one  and  ninepence,  and  was 
very  angry.  The  game  was  blind  hookey,  and  Mr.  Brady  played  without 
intermission  till  one  o'clock.  Is  quite  certain  Mr.  Brady  never  stopped 
playing  to  see  what  was  going  on  below  or  to  listen.  Brady  is  a  desperate 
gambler.     Will  play  at  any  thing,  or  swear  to  any  thing. 

Cro9S'€xamined, — "  Witness  remembers  the  day,  b^use  Mr.  Brady 
had  not  paid  him.  Believes  Mr.  Brady  had  the  money,  but  insinuated 
that  witness  had  cheated ;  quarrelled  in  consequence.  Had  been  very 
intimate  before.  Mr.  Brady  used  to  let  him  ride  his  led  horse  when 
Mr.  Pigg  was  not  at  exercise.  Used  to  gallop  and  race  along  the  road. 
Owes  Mr.  Brady  money  on  the  balance  of  their  racing  account.  The 
largest  stake  they  ever  run  for  was  five  shillings,  four  miles  along  the 
Appledove  Boad.  Mr.  Brady  on  Xerxes  and  witness  on  Arterxerxes. 
Mr.  Brady  won,  but  witness  afterwards  heard  that  he  had  given 
Arterxerxes  a  pail  of  water  before  starting,  and  he  refused  to  pay.  Had 
tossed  for  choice  of  horses  the  night  before  the  race.  The  case  is  referred 
to  the  editor  of  *  Bell's  Life,'  who  has  not  yet  given  his  decision. 
Expects  it  in  the  notice  to  correspondents.  Been  before  the  editor  since 
the  spring.  Should  say  that  Mr.  Brady  is  what  they  call  a  '  sharp 
hand ' — not  much  the  gent." 

Bolster  replied  at  great  length,  during  which  process  Baron  Botherem 
went  through  his  notes,  preparatory  to  charging  the  jury.  He  began 
almost  before  Bolster  got  sate  down,  as  if  to  reprove  his  unseasonable 
prolixity.    Thus  he  instructed  them : — 

"  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,"  said  he,  **  this  action,  as  you  have  heard,  is 
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brought  by  Captain  Doleful  against  Captain  Joirocks,  both  of  them  filling 
distinguished  offices  at  Handley  Cross  Spa,  one  being  maater  of  the 
ceremoDieSy  the  other  maater  of  the  blood  hounds ;  and  it  is  much  to  be 
regretted  that  gentlemen  in  their  exalted  stations  should  not  be  aUe  to 
arrange  their  differences  without  the  interrention  of  a  judge  and  jury ; 
however,  as  they  come  here,  we  must  endeavour  to  do  justice  between 
them.  The  action  is  brought  to  recover  the  price  of  a  horse,  and  the 
points  you  will  have  to  consider  will  be,  first,  whether  there  was  any 
warranty  at  all  or  not,  and  if  you  think  there  was  a  wananty,  then  yon 
must  consider  to  what  extent  it  went. 

"  The  evidence,  as  usual  in  these  cases,  is  very  conflicting,  one  witness 
swearing  point  blank  the  reverse  of  what  another  one  swears. 

**  First,  you  have  James  Pigg,  the  huntsman,  who  informs  us»  in  his 
subterranean  language — if,  indeed,  it  can  be  called  a  language — ^that  he 
said  *  nout,'  which,  I  suppose,  is  meant  to  imply  that  he  did  not  warrant 
the  horse ;  the  word  *nout'  doubtless  being  one  of  extensive  signification 
in  the  colliery  country,  from  which  this  witness  comes. 

"  Then  you  have  Hr.  Benjamin  Brady — ^the  whipper-in,  I  think  he  is 
called — who  says, '  I  was  lying  in  the  hay-lofl,  and  heard  a  oonveraaiiou 
between  Pigg  and  the  plaintiff,  when  Pigg  distinctly  stated,  two  several 
times,  that  the  horse  was  sound  wind  and  limb.  Then,  on  his  cross- 
examination,  he  admits  that  the  plaintiff  was  in  the  habit  of  coming  into 
the  stable,  and  asking  all  sorts  of  questions,  and  that  Pigg  was  in  the 
habit  of  giving  the  same  character  to  every  horse ;  so  that,  you  see,  he 
might  be  talking  about  any  of  the  others,  for  anything  Mr.  Brady  knows 
to  the  contrary.  All  this  is  very  perplexing,  to  say  nothing  of  the  flat 
contradiction  given  by  the  last  witness,  Mr.  Joseph  Haddock,  to  the 
material  point  of  Mr.  Brady's  evidence.  I  may  be  wrong,  but  they 
appear  to  me  to  be  what  would  be — hem,  hum,  haw, — not  exactly  what 
they  ought  to  be. 

"  Indeed,  the  only  undisputed  point  seems  the  death  of  the  horse. 
One  veterinary  surgeon  says  that  he  has  no  doubt  he  had  the  seeds  of 
disease  upon  him  at  the  time  he  was  sold ;  and  the  other,  that  the 
symptoms  he  saw  on  the  post-mortem  examination  prove  nothing  of  the 
sort.  The  plaintiff's  occasional  groom  swears  the  horse  coughed  on  his 
way  from  the  stable  on  delivery.  Counsel  for  the  defendant  cross- 
examined  him  as  to  his  present  servitude ;  but  I  do  not  think  anything 
was  elicited  that  should  throw  discredit  on  the  witness's  testimony.  To 
contradict  him,  then,  I  should  observe,  you  have  John  Brown,  who 
describes  himself  as  ^bad  groom  to  Mr.  Jones."  It  seems  an  odd 
character  for  a  man  to  give  himself,"  chuckled  his  lordship,  '*but  I 
suppose  we  must  take  his  word  for  it.*' 

A  titter  ran  through  the  court,  which  the  judge,  attributing  to  his  wit, 
proceeded. 

*'  This  witness  says  he  was  at  exercise  on  the  morning  of  the  day  of 
sale  with  Captain  Pigg,  and  the  horse  never  coughed :  *  I  should  have 
been  sure  to  have  noticed  it  if  he  had,'  he  adds.  So  there  i^ain,  yon  see, 
the  evidence  is  at  direct  variance. 

"  Altogether,  it  is  a  most  perplexing  case,  and  one  that  we,  who  have 
passed  our  lives  in  courts  of  law,  are  but  ill  calculated  to  unravel.     I 
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would  rather  try  ten  insurance  cases  than  one  horse  cause.  All  I  can  do 
is  to  put  the  points  that  you  will  have  to  decide,  and  leave  you  to  jndge 
of  the  worth  of  the  evidence.  The  points  are,  whether  or  not  there 
was  a  warranty,  and,  assuming  you  find  there  was  a  warranty,  then 
you  must  consider  whether  the  horse  had  the  seeds  of  disease  upon 
him  when  sold,  mr  acquired  them  after  he  passed  into  the  plaintiff's 
possession.  On  the  other  hand,  if  you  are  of  opinion  there  was  no 
warranty,  then  the  second  point  will  not  arise,  and  your  verdict  will  be 
for  the  defendant. 

"  In  the  event  of  your  finding  for  the  plaintiff,  the  measure  of  damages 
will  be  the  price  paid  for  the  horse ;  and  haw,  ha,  hem,  I  think,  gen^- 
men,  that  is  about  all  the  assistance  I  can  give  you."  Saying  which. 
Baron  Botherem  bowed,  and  threw  himself  back  in  his  throne. 

The  jury  immediately  seized  their  hats  and  coats,  and  while  the  usher 
is  swearing  the  bailiff  to  keep  them  in  some  safe  place,  without  meat, 
drink,  or  fire — candle-light  only  excepted — ^till  they  agree  upon  their 
verdict,  they  betake  themselves  from  the  heated  atmosphere  of  a  suffo- 
cating court,  to  the  chilly,  vault-like  dampness  of  the  retiring-room ;  a 
rough  deal-table,  with  a  bench  on  each  side,  is  all  the  accommodation  that 
greets  them,  while  a  single  candle,  showing  the  massive  gratings  of  a  lofty 
window,  and  the  dull  clank  of  the  lock,  as  the  bailiff  turns  the  key  upon 
them,  reminds  them  of  the  importance  of  an  early  agreement  of  their 
verdict.    Twelve  strangers  are  thus  left  to  make  each  other's  acquaintance 

by  arriving  at  the  same  conclusion. 

•  •  •  *  *  * 

"  Well,"  said  Mr.  Strong,  throwing  himself  on  the  table  below  the 
window,  "  I  suppose  we  shall  have  no  difficulty  about  this  case.  We 
must  find  for  the  plaintiff,  of  course." 

Mr.  Strong  was  one  of  the  three  gentlemen  described  in  the  panel  as 
merchants,  and  was  under  obligations  to  Captain  Doleful  for  getting 
partners  for  his  plain  daughters. 

"  I  don*t  know  that,"  replied  Mr.  Heartley,  one  of  the  top-booted 
gentry ;  "  I  am  neither  satisfied  that  there  was  a  warranty,  nor  yet  that 
the  horse  was  unwell  when  he  left  Mr.  Jorrocks'  stable." 

'*  That's  my  view  of  the  case,  too  !  "  exclaimed  half-a-dozen  voices,  gkd 
to  follow  a  l^der. 

**Nay,  then,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Strong,  "I  think  it  seems  dear,  by 
the  evidence,  that  Pigg  warranted  the  horse ;  and,  that  being  the  case, 
the  law  says,  the  owner  is  bound  by  the  representation  of  hia  servant." 

"  I  think  so  too,"  observed  another. 

**  The  evidence  on  that  point  is  very  unsatisfactory,"  exclaimed  two  or 
three. 

*'  I'm  afiraid  we  can't  make  it  any  better,"  replied  Mr.  Strong. 

'*  If  there  was  no  warranty,  there  can  be  no  damages ;  perhaps  we  had 
better  divide  on  that  point  first.  Those  gentlemen  who  are  of  opinion 
that  Mr.  Jorrocks  ¥rarranted  his  horse  will  have  the  kindness  to  hold  up 
their  hands." 

Mr.  Strong  then  took  the  candle,  and  waving  it  round  the  gloomy 
ixxmi,  found  he  had  three  in  his  favour.  That  was  not  very  aMXNiniging, 
but  he  had  been  in  a  worse  sitnatioD,  and  carried  his  point  after  all, 
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80  he  deliberately  set  down  the  candle,  and  pulled  a  book  out  of  his 
pocket. 

That  looked  ominous. 

The  conversation  was  then  taken  up  promiscuously,  the  jurymen 
huddling  in  groups,  with  their  hats  on,  talking  to  keep  themselves  warm. 

'*  Perhaps  we  had  better  have  some  more  candles,"  observed  Mr.  S trough 
looking  off  his  book ;  "  I  suppose  we  am't  stinted  as  to  them." 

"  I  should  hope  we  won't  want  them,"  observed  a  shivering  youth,  who 
had  left  his  hat  iu  the  jury-box. 

*' Don't  know  that,"  responded  Mr.  Strong,  pulling  a  night-cap  out  of 
his  pocket. 

Again  they  huddle  into  groups,  or  walk  hurriedly  about,  stamping,  and 
clapping  their  arms. 

After  some  half-hour  consumed  in  this  way,  a  knock  at  the  heavy  door 
arrests  their  attention,  and  the  bailiff  announces  that  the  judge  desires  to 
know  if  they  are  likely  to  ao^ree  on  their  verdict. 

"  Yes ! " — "  No  !  " — "  Yes !  "  respond  half-a-dos^n  voices,  which,  the 
bailiff  understanding,  informs  his  lordship  that  they  are  not ;  so,  arranging 
that  the  verdict  shall  be  taken  by  the  officer  of  the  court,  his  lordship 
awakes  the  dozing  under-sheriff,  who  rouses  the  drowsy  trumpeters,  and 
as  the  Town  Hall  clock  chimes  twelve,  his  lordship  arrives  at  his 
lodgings. 

The  dying  notes  of  the  shrill  trumpets  fall  with  clear  and  melancholy 
cadence  on  the  ears  of  the  pent-up  jurymen,  and  again  the  most  tractable 
attempt  an  accommodation.  Mr.  Strong  only  replies  by  winding  up  his 
repeater,  and  striking  the  hour. 

*'  It's  as  cheap  sitting  as  standing,"  observes  one  of  the  jurymen, 
taking  his  place  at  the  table,  an  example  followed  by  the  rest,  to  the 
ejectment  of  Mr.  Strong  from  the  end,  and  the  whole  party  sit  down  as  if 
to  a  meal. 

They  now  begin  the  case  anew,  going  through  the  evidence  with  an 
accuracy  considerably  promoted  by  hunger.  One  o'clock  strikes — two — 
three — and  yet  they  are  as  far  from  agreeing  as  ever.  Day  begins  to 
dawn,  and  at  length  finds  its.  way  even  through  the  iron  bars  of  the  dingy 
prison  window. 

The  jury  eye  each  other  like  through  railway  passengers  eye  those  who 
have  got  in  during  the  night,  and  Mr.  Strong  puts  out  the  candle. 

Mr.  Heartley  has  a  pocket-full  of  horse-beans,  which  he  begins  eating, 
offering  them  liberally  to  his  friends,  with  the  assurance  that  he  has 
enough  for  a  week.  Mr.  Strong  produces  a  cold  tongue,  which  is  in 
more  demand,  and  he  gets  little  himself.  Cold  and  hunger  tell  upon  his 
supporters,  and  at  four  o'clock  he  stands  alone. 

At  half-past  he  gives  in. 

The  joyous  jury  almost  break  the  door  in  awakening  the  sleeping 
sentinel,  and  they  rush  into  court  to  deliver  their  verdict. 

How  changed  the  scene  I  The  heated  hall  is  cleared — Mr.  Jorrocks 
sleeps  in  the  judge's  chair,  his  wig  is  awry — James  Pigg  and  the  crier  are 
nodding,  back  to  back,  in  the  witness-box — Benjamin  is  curled  up  on  the 
bar-table — and  the  attorneys  and  their  clerks  are  huddled  together  at 
opposite  comers,  lest  they  should  fight  in  their  sleep.    A  crier  is  found  in 
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the  bottom  of  the  reporter's  box — and  the  officer  left  to  take  the  verdict, 
being  summoned  from  his  coffee  in  the  gaoler's  house,  hurries  in  with 
Captain  Doleful,  and  hears  a  verdict  for  the  defendant. 

The  crier  dissolves  the  court,  and  James  Pigg,  frantic  with  delight, 
hoorays,  and  hoops,  and  yells,  and  proclaims  that  he'll  be  t/te  death  of  a 
sovereign  ! 


CHAPTEE  LXV. 


THE   captain's  WINDFALL. 


The  verdict  sank  deep  into  the  heart  of  Captain  Doleful. 

He  returned  to  Handley  Cross  long  before  people  were  stirring ;  but 
Miss  Jelly's  watchful  eye  ''traced  the  day's  disaster  in  his  morning 
face."  Taking  to  his  bed,  the  captain  obstinately  remained  there  for  two 
whole  days,  impervious  to  the  call  of  friends  and  foes.  The  verdict  was 
one  of  the  severest  blows  that  had  befallen  him  in  a  somewhat  eventful 
life.  The  price  of  the  horse  was  nothing  compared  to  the  long  lawyer's 
bills  that  were  sure  to  follow, — a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds,  perhaps. 
Dreadful !  But  for  the  pleasure  of  trouncing  Jorrocks,  he  could  have  had 
the  thing  tried  quite  as  well  in  the  county  court  for  5Z. 

Consolation,  however,  came  on  the  third  day,  and  an  important  change 
commenced  in '  the  fortunes  of  our  captain.  Sitting  in  moody  stupor^ 
with  a  last  week's  "  Paid  Pry  "  in  his  hands,  Miss  JeUy's  little  girl  pre- 
sented herself  before  him  with  a  deep  black-edged  letter,  bearing  tlie 
Clifton  post-mark.  The  Captain  started  at  the  sight,  for  though  almost 
alone  in  the  world,  the  sign  of  mourning  shook  his  shattered  nerves. 

He  broke  the  seal  with  nervous  hand,  and  read  as  follows : 

"  Sir, — ^We  have  the  honour  to  acquaint  you,  that  your  good  friend, 
and  our  excellent  client,  Miss  Louisa  Crabstick,  is  no  more; — she 
expired  this  morning  at  half-past  six,  without  pain  or  struggle.  As  her 
confidential  advisers,  we  are  in  a  situation  to  acquaint  you,  that  a  few 
days  since  she  executed  a  will  in  your  favour,  and  it  is  highly  important 
that  you  should  forthwith  repair  to  the  spot,  and  take  upon  yourself  the 
direction  of  affairs.  Her  property  is  considerable,  and  we  believe  there 
is  a  large  sum  of  money  and  valuables  in  the  house,  all  of  which  should 
be  looked  to  without  delay.  In  making  this  melancholy  announcement, 
we  beg  to  offer  our  congratulations  on  your  justly  merited  good  fortune, 
and  to  add,  that  any  instructions  you  may  honour  us  with  will  be  care- 
fully attended  to.  We  have  the  honour  to  subscribe  ourselves,  dear  sir, 
your  most  obedient  and  very  humble  servants, 

"  Pike,  Lamb,  and  Lambro, 

"  Keen  Street,  Bristol^ 

What  a  state  of  excitement  Captain  Doleful  was  thrown  into  on  readin^r 
this !    A  new  world  seemed  opening  before  him,  and  he  felt  himself 
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ImrryiDg  away  from  the  oares,  the  contentions,  and  the  disappointments 
of  the  old  one.  For  once  a  lawyer's  letter  conyeyed  a  charm.  For  some 
moments  he  was  perfectly  childish.  He  looked  at  the  letter^  then  he 
looked  at  himself;  then  came  the  recollection  of  former  days,  with  a 
slight  twinge  of  regret  that  one,  to  whom  he  had  poured  forth  his  whole 
soul  ^n  mercenary  adoration,  should  now  be  no  more.  That  was  quickly 
followed  by  wonderment  at  getting  the  money,  and  a  hasty  specu- 
lation as  to  the  amount.  His  head  was  in  a  complete  whirl,  and  he 
ordered  and  ate  half-a-dozen  calves'-foot  jellies  with  apparent  uncon- 
sciousness. 

That  evening  saw  him  off  to  Clifton,  and  snrprise  at  the  unexampled 
extravagance  of  his  conduct  having  tempted  Miss  Jelly  to  cast  a  hasty 
glance  at  the  letter  as  it  lay  on  the  table  during  the  captain's  absence, 
sorting  his  clothes,  the  confectioner's  shop  spread  the  news  like  wildfire, 
and  half-a-dozen  candidates  for  the  office  of  M.  C.  sprung  up  before  the 
captain  was  well  out  of  the  town. 

Captain  Doleful's  acquaintance  with  Miss  Crabstick  was  one  of  those 
intimacies  that  frequently  arise  where  people  are  thrown  together  in 
watering-place  idleness,  and  though  considerably  older  than  himself,  he 
had  no  hesitation  in  making  the  excess  of  money  balance  the  excess  of 
years.  Miss  Crabstick,  however,  conscious  of  her  wealth,  and  not 
despairing  of  her  charms,  determined  upon  trying  another  season  or  two 
elsewhere,  before  yielding  to  the  captain's  solicitations.  That  season  or 
two  had  been  protracted  into  eight  or  ten,  and  the  captain  had  almost 
ceased  to  think  of  her.  Brighton,  Cheltenham,  Hastings,  and  Clifton, 
had  all  been  tried  since  first  they  met  at  Willoughby  Baths,  and  still 
Miss  Crabstick  thought  a  season  at  the  German  Spas  would  supply  the 
quid  pro  quo,  or  "  equivalent,"  that  she  deemed  essential  to  connubial 
happiness.  She  died. — Her  wealth  was  great,— more  than  people 
imagined,  and  the  captain,  with  the  assistance  of  Pike,  Lamb,  and  Lambro, 
soon  discovered  he  might  swear  the  property  under  twelve  thousand 
pounds,  without  defrauding  himself. 

He  was  now  a  great  man.  The  M.  C.  card-plate  was  thrown  aside, 
and  a  flourishing  new  one  struck,  on  which  Captain  Doleful  alone 
appeared,  in  the  midst  of  a  broad  melancholy-looking  black  border.  The 
captain  was  well  up  in  the  world.  His  own  wealth,  added  to  Miss 
Crabstick's,  made  a  man  of  him. 

Poor  Miss  Jelly's  lodgings  were  deserted,  and  he  returned  to  Handley 
Cross  to  occupy  the  best  apartments  at  the  Dragon  HoteL  He  brought 
with  him  the  dear  deceased  s  baboon,  three  Angola  cats,  a  parroquet,  and 
a  silver  squirrel,  all  especiaUy  provided  for  by  will,  and  charged  wiUi  his 
attention,  on  forfeiture  of  a  certain  sum. 

Great  was  the  change  in  the  manner  of  the  people.  Instead  of  the 
captain  running  about  the  town  leaving  cards  on  new-comers,  and  re- 
freshing the  minds  of  the  old  ones  with  his  name,  not«s,  cards,  and 
invitations  poured  in  apace,  and  he  sat  in  his  rooms  considering  who  he 
should  honour,  and  who  not.  His  wealth  was  magnified  into  treble  and 
quadruple  its  amount,  and  the  old  ladies  were  astonished  that  so  attractive 
a  young  man  should  so  long  have  remained  single — **Not  that  they 
wished  for  anything  of  the  sort  now,"  loddng  at  their  danghtera,  ^but 
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before  he  got  all  the  money,  they  would  have  liked  it  well  enough ; "  just 
as  disinterested  old  ladies  will  talk,  though  they  know  nobody  believes 
them. 

So  Doleful  set  up  to  be  cock  of  the  walk,  and  longed  for  old  Jorrocks 
back,  that  he  might  snub  him. 


CHAPTER  LXVI.  '• 

JORBOCKS  IK  TROUBLE. 


Doleful* 8  day  of  triuikiph  soon  arrived,  the  monotony  of  Mr.  Jorrocks' 
summer  life  seeming  likely  to  be  more  than  compensated  by  the  busy 
incidents  of  the  autumn. 

Scarce  were  the  rejoicings  for  his  victory  over  Doleful  finished  ere  our 
worthy  friend  found  himself  involved  in  a  more  delicate  and  difficult 
dilemma  than  he  had  ever  yet  known.  The  report  of  the  action  about 
the  horse  having  done  good  service  to  the  London  papers  in  the  dulness 
of  autumnal  news,  Mr.  Jorrocks'  conduct  and  career  had  been  greatly 
canvassed  by  cautious  citizens,  and  among  others  by  his  next-of-kin; 
with  whom  our  worthy  friend  ^^had  long  been  on  indifferent  terms,  or 
rather  no  terms  at  all. 

To  the  uninitiated,  the  idea  of  keeping  a  pack  of  hounds  is  looked 
upon  as  the  surest  proof  of  riches  or  ruin  ;  an  opinion  that  is  periodi- 
cally confirmed  by  the  papers,  in  announcements  of  the  great  expense 
certain  establishments  are  kept  up  at,  Leicestershire  and  Northampton* 
shire  being  represented  as  hunted  at  an  expense  of  five  or  six  thousand 
a-year,  though  we  dare  say  the  present  worthy  masters  would  be  glad  if 
they  ^t  off  for  that. 

The  expense  of  Mr.  Jorrocks'  hounds  was  estimated  in  a  like  raUo, 
though  they  did  not  perhaps  cost  much  above  as  many  hundreds.  There 
are  two  ways  of  doing  eveiything. 

Without  impeaching  the  motives  of  the  parties,  or  indeed  alluding 
to  them  in  more  than  a  general  way,  we  may  briefly  state,  that  our 
worthy  friend's  jollities  or  eccentricities  at  length  earned  for  him  a  com- 
mission of  lunacy. 

After  the  necessary  preliminaries,  the  Commission  was  opened  in  the 
long  room  of  the  Gray's  Inn  Coffee-house,  in  Holbom,  where  the  fol- 
lowing highly  respectable  jury  were  sworn  to  inquire  into  the  merits  of 
the  allegation : — 

Mark  Stimpson,  Starch-manufacturer,  Pimlico ; 

John  Brown,  Greengrocer,  High  Street,  Borough ; 

Henry  Hobbs,  Feath^  and  Court  Head  Dress  Maker,  Hatton  Gkrden ; 

Bichud  Jones,  Dustnfan,  Edgeware  Boad ; 

Jolm  Lotherington,  ^oemaker,  Margaret  Street,  Cavendish  Square ; 
'  Thomas  Coxon,  Poulterer,  Hadlow  Street,  Burton  Crescent ; 
'  WiHiam  Smith,  Islington,  Toy-shop-keeper ; 
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James  Hounding,  Minories,  Cheesemonger ; 

Albert  Dunn,  Sweeting's  Bents,  Newsman ; 

John  Cook,  Fentonville.  Milkman  and  Cowkeeper ; 

George  Price,  Long  Acre,  Gin-shop-keeper  and  Distiller ; 

John  Shaw,  Covent  Grarden,  Fruiterer; 

Thomas  Boggon,  Whitechapel,  Nightman. 

The  Commission  having  been  read»  Mr.  Mark  Stimpson  was  elected 
foreman  of  the  jury. 

Mr.  Martin  Moonface,  the  celebrated  Chancery  lawyer,  and  Mr.  Percy 
Snobb,  appeared  as  counsel  for  the  inquiry ;  Serjeant  Horsefield  and 
Mr.  Coltman,  as  counsel  for  Mr.  Jorrocks.  Mr.  Jorrocks  appeared  in 
court,  taking  his  seat  beside  the  learned  sergeant,  with  two  papers  of 
Garraway's  sandwiches  before  him,  one  labelled  "beef,"  the  other 
labelled  "  ham.*' 

The  long  room  was  crowded  to  excess,  the  'greatest  possible  interest 
and  sympathy  being  manifested  by  the  numerous  auditors  who  thronged 
every  part  of  the  house  where  hearing  room  could  be  obtained.  An 
immense  number  of  persons  arrived  from  Handley  Cross,  and  the  revenue 
of  the  Lily  white  Sand  Bail  way  was  considerably  augmented  in  conse- 
quence. The  usual  preliminaries  having  been  observed,  and  silence 
obtained,  Mr.  Percy  Snobb  briefly  opened  the  proceedings,  during  which 
Mr.  Martin  Moonface  kept  inflating  his  cheeks,  preparatory  to  his  own 
"let-off."  Mr.  Snobb  having  flnished  and  sunk  into  his  seat,  and  a 
proper  time  having  elapsed,  Mr.  Martin  Moonface  rose  with  great  solem- 
nity, and  addressed  himself,  promiscuously  as  it  were,  in  a  very  deep  and 
sonorous  voice,  thus  : — 

"  I  do  not  know  that  I  can  call  to  my  recollection,"  said  he,  •*  ever 
rising  to  address  twelve  honest  Englishmen  with  such  mingled  feelings 
of  gratification  and  regret  as  I  experience  at  the  present  moment." 
Here  he  paused,  and  ran  his  eyes  along  the  jurymen  to  catch  a  soft  one, 
to  whom  he  could  more  particularly  address  himself. 

Having  selected  Mr.  Bounding,  the  Cheesemonger,  whose  ample  bald 
head  and  staring  blue  eyes  gave  sufficient  evidence  of  vacancy,  he  pro- 
ceeded : — "  Gratification  that  I  should  have  the  advantage  of  so  intelli- 
gent— so  enlightened — so  conscientious  a  jury,  to  weigh  with  poiselsss 
balance  the  niceties,  the  delicacies,  the  subtleties,  the  intricacies,  of  this 
complicated  case ;  and  regret — deep  and  poignant  regret — that  such  a 
step  as  the  present  should  be  found  necessary  against  so  meritorious  and 
amiable  an  individual  as  the  unfortunate  gentleman  against  whom  I  now 
appear."  Here  Mr.  Martin  Moonface  heaved  a  heavy  sigh,  and  looked  at 
the  back  of  his  brief,  on  which  was  marked  "  50  guineas." — "  Believe 
me  when  I  say,  that  nothing  but  that  high  sustaining  power,  the  moral 
consciousness  of  doing  right,  could  induce  me  to  undertake  so  thankless — 
so  ungracious,  a  task.  No  feeling  of  personal  ambition,  no  consi- 
deration of  worldly  aggrandisement,  could  tempt  me — I  may  say  (and 
the  learned  gentleman  said  it  with  the  most  dignified  emphasis)  could 
tempt  any  member  of  the  honourable  profession  to  which  it  is  my 
pride  and  glory  to  belong,  to  enter  upon  a  case  where  his  own 
honest,  conscientious  opinions  did  not  convince  him  of  the  propriety — 
I  may  say,  necemty  of  the   step."     Mr.  Moonface  then  unfolded   his 
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brief,  and  proceeded  to  pick  out  the  first  passage  marked  nrith  a  score  in 
the  margin. 

*'  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  my  learned  friend,  Mr.  Snobb,  has  stated  to 
you  the  nature  of  the  business  that  has  called  us  together  this  day,  and 
in  doing  so,  he  properly  confined  himself  to  the  simple  outline  usually 
confided  to  young  gentlemen  entering  the  profession,  leaying  to  me  the 
duty  of  substantiating  t^e  case  and  filing  up  the  narrative  in  detail. 
The  name  of  the  gentleman  whose  state  of  mind  you  are  this  day  called 
upon  to  consider,  as  my  learned  friend  has  already  told  you,  is  Jorrocks, 
head  of  the  firm  '  Jorrocks  and  Co./  tea-dealers  and  grocers,  in  the  City 
of  London ;  and  in  his  commercial  relations,  I  am  free  to  admit,  that  his 
character  and  ccmduct  are  not  only  irreproachable,  but  exemplary  in  the 
highest  degree.  Still,  as  is  generally  found  to  be  the  case  in  these 
inquiries,  the  blameless  tenor  of  his  grocer's  life  is  mixed  up  with  a 
strong  undercurrent  of  eccentricity,  which  has  long  been  observable ;  and 
as  the  murmuring  rill,  strengthened  by  tributary  streams,  rolls  on  with 
growing  strength  until  its  force  attracts  the  notice  of  the  world,  and  calls 
for  measures  to  restrain  the  torrent  of  its  impetuosity,  so  Mr.  Jorrocks' 
oddity  has  gone  on  increasing  until  the  present  inquiry  has  become 
absolutely  and  indispensably  necessary.  And  let  me  here  observe,  gentle- 
men of  the  jury,  that  the  more  futile  and  absurd  the  chimera  that 
obtains  possession  of  a  man's  mind,  the  stronger  and  more  forcible  is  the 
argument  in  favour  of  the  restraining  measure ;  for,  assuredly,  the 
farther  an  unhappy  infatuation  removes  a  man  from  the  occupation  of 
trade  and  the  pursuits  of  a  rational  being,  the  stronger  and  more  urgent 
is  the  necessity  for  supplying,  through  the  medium  of  a  next-of-kin,  the 
deficiency  that  calamity  has  occasioned. 

"  I  may  at  once  admit  that  the  delusion  under  which  the  unfortunate 
gentleman  labours,  is  one  of  great  novelty,  and  one  that  I  have  expe- 
rienced very  considerable  difficulty  in  making  myself  sufficiently 
acquainted  with  to  enable  me  to  describe  to  you.  You,  gentlemen,  if  I 
mistake  not,  are  tradesmen,  living  in  the  heart  of  this  great  metropolis, 
and,  like  myself,  have  passed  your  lives  in  honest,  industrious  callings,  in 
perfect  ignorance  of  the  way  that  men  remote  from  tpwns  contrive  to 
waste  that  time  which  to  us  is  so  valuable  and  productive.  You  will 
liardly  credit  me,  I  dare  say,  but  I  speak  under  the  correction  of  my 
learned  friends  on  the  other  side,  who  will  put  me  right  if  I  err  in  the 
detail — you  will  hardly  credit  me,  I  say,  when  I  tell  you,  that  in  some 
counties  of  England  large  assemblies  of  dogs  are  annually  made,  sometimes 
as  many  I  am  told  as  fifty  or  sixty  dogs '* 

^^^Ounds,  you  fool!**  roared  Mr.  Jorrocks,  from  the  opposite  side  of 
the  table,  indignant  at  the  unsportsmanlike  appellation. 

'*  Gentlemen  1 "  exclaimed  Mr.  Martin  Moonface  in  astonishment,  "  I 
call  your  attention  to  the  unfortunate  gentleman.  I  think  his  conduct 
might  warrant  the  closure  of  the  business,  even  at  this  early  stage  of  the 
proceedings,  but  if  you,  gentlemen,  are  not  so  fully  satisfied  in  your 
minds  of  the  situation  that  he  is  in  as  to  render  the  further  prosecution 
of  the  case  needless,  I  must  call  on  the  Commissioners,  in  the  exercise  of 
the  power  with  which  they  are  invested,  to  afford  me  the  protection  and 
freedom  from  interruption  to  which  I  am  entitled  in  the  discharge  of  this 


k 


478  HANDLST  0S068) 

most  paindd  and  difficult  duty."  [Mutoal  shakes  of  tbe  head  and  nods 
having  passed  between  the  gentlemen  at  the  end  of  the  table  and 
Mr.  Moonface,  and  Serjeant  Horsefield  having  remonstrated  in  an  under 
tone  with  his  client^  Mr.  Moonfoce  smoothed  down  his  feathers  and 
harked  back  to  the  point  at  which  he  was  intemipted.] 

*'  I  was  observing,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,"  said  he,  again  eyeing  the 
cheesemonger,  "  that  in  some  parts  of  the  country  annnal  hunts  take 
place,  for  which  large  gathei^ngs  of  dogs  are  made,  and  assemblies  of 
people  are  to  be  found.  How  long  this  custom  has  prevailed,  is  imma- 
terial to  the  present  inquiry,  but  I  believe  I  am  instructed  to  say,  that  so 
far  back  as  the  year  1812  Mr.  Jorrocks  took  an  active — ^I  may  say,  a 
prominent  part,  in  the  festivals — ^for  such,  I  believe,  is  their  character, 
that  have  been  held  in  the  county  of  Surrey. 

"  I  should  further  inform  you,  in  relation  to  these  fkes,  or  festivals, 
that  a  master  or  manager  of  the  revels  is  annually  chosen  by  ballot  or 
otherwise,  and  the  person  so  elected  has  the  absolute  government  of  the 
dogs  and  their  doings  during  the  period  of  his  elevation.  Accompanying 
Mr.  Jorrocks  onward  then  from  his  prominent  though  subordinate 
situation  in  the  county  of  Surrey,  we  at  length  find  him — I  think  it  was 
in  the  course  of  last  winter — elected  the  premier  of  a  festival  (here  Seijeant 
Horsefield  intimated  in  a  whisper  that  the  technical  term  was  hunt) — ^I 
thank  -my  learned  friend,"  continued  Mr.  Moonface,— "  hunt  is  the 
term — elected  the  premier  of  a  hunt,  called  the  Handley  Cross  Hunt, 
and  it  is,  gentlemen,  his  doings  in  that  capacity  that  you  are  more  parti- 
cularly called  upon  to  examine,  to  form  an  opinion  of  the  sonndness  or 
unsoundness  of  his  understanding. 

"  I  do  not  know  that  I  am  in  a  situation,  nor  is  it  perhaps  material 
to  the  present  inquiry,  to  explain  the  nature  6f  the  duties  connected  with 
the  office  of  a  hunt-master ;  but  it  must  be  apparent  to  you  all,  that  if  a 
person  accepts  a  situation  so '  totally  dissimilar  to  his  usual  avocations, 
considerable  detriment  must  arise  to  his  private  afiairs  ;  and,  perhaps,  it 
is  not  possible  to  imagine  two  things  more  unlike  than  the  calm,  reflective 
genius  of  a  grocer's  business,  and  the  noisy,  boisterous,  clamorous — 
rioious,  I  may  say,  accompaniment  of  a  hunt  management.  Not  only  are 
the  two  occupations  totally  incompatible,  but  their  natural  consequences 
are  utterly  dissimilar ;  for  one  is  the  honest  course  of  sober  industry, 
pointing,  with  cheering  hand,  to  that  brightest,  noblest  summit  of  all 
mercantile  ambition,  the  possession  of  the  lord-mayor's  gilded  coach  and 
six,  with  glittering  trumpeters  and  men  in  armour,  while  the  other  points 
downwards  upon  unhallowed  scenes  of  riot  and  confusion,  days  made 
horrible  with  yelling,  and  nights  spent  amid  the  wildest,  the  most  unpro- 
fitable debauchery. 

"  Thus,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  arises  the  cause  of  the  present  inquiry. 
The  promoters  of  it  say  that  Mr,  Jorrocks  is  neglecting  his  business,  and 
dissipating  his  means  in  mad  and  unnatural  pursuits ;  while  the  law  says, 
and  wisely  does  it  say  it,  that  a  man  is  not  to  be  permitted  to  waste  his 
substance  in  idle,  wild,  and  unprofitable  speculations  ;  and  when  acts  are 
committed  which  militate  against  good  sense,  it  becomes  the  duty  of 
those  who  are  interested  in  the  preservation  of  a  family  to  call  twelve 
honest,  enlightened,  conscientious  men  together  to  consider  the  acts  that 
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ha?e  beea  coiomittedy  aad  to  ask  of  themselves  whether  they  are  the  acts 
of  a  man  blessed  with  sound  discretion,  or  the  acts  of  one  who,  though 
shrewd  and  intelligent  in  many  respects,  is  yet  visited  with  some  unfor- 
tunate weakness  that  tends  to  nullify  and  destroy  all  the  other  faculties  of 
which  he  may  be  in  possession.  » 

"  Now,  gentlemen,  it  becomes  my  duty  to  explain  that  there  are  two 
sorts  of  idiots ;  one  the  natural-born  fool,  that  hath  no  understanding 
from  his  nativity,  and  therefore  is  by  law  presumed  never  likely  to  attain 
any  ;  and  the  other  a  lunatic,  or  one  non  compos  mentia,  who  hath  under- 
standing, but  who,  from  disease,  grief,  brandy-and-water^  or  other 
accident,  hath  lost  the  use  of  his  reason.  That  great  man  and  commen- 
tator. Judge  Blackstone,  says, '  A  lunatic  is  one  who  hath  lucid  intervals ; 
sometimes  enjoying  his  senses,  and  sometimes  not,  and  that  frequently 
depending  upon  the  change  of  the  moon/  Sir  Edward  Coke,  another 
great  legsd  luminary,  places  under  the  head  of  non  compos  mentis  not  only 
lunatics,  but  all  persons  under  frenzies.  I  would  particukrly  direct  the 
attention  of  the  jury  to  that  term,  conveying,  as  it  does,  a  nicer  definition 
of  what  may  be  considered  sufficient  to  deprive  a  man  of  the  custody  of 
his  affairs  than  any  other  that  I  am  acquainted  with.  '  Not  only  lunatics* 
says  the  learned  judge,  *  but  all  persons  under  frenzies^* — all  persons, 
in  fact,  suffering  from  distraction  of  mind,  alienation  of  understanding, 
or  any  violent  passion,  for  such,  I  take  it,  is  the  meaning  of  the  word 
frenzy. 

*'  In  all  times,  under  all  circumstances,  the  preservation  of  a  man's 
property  has  been  considered  worthy  the  attention  of  a  civilised  govern- 
ment. By  the  Boman  law,  if  a  man  by  notorious  prodigality  was  in 
danger  of  wasting  his  estate,  he  was  looked  upon  as  non  compos^  and 
committed  to  the  care  of  curators,  or  tutors,  by  the  praetor :  '  Solent 
preetores,  si  talem  hominem  invenerint,  qui  neque  tempus  neque  finem 
expensarum  habet,  sed  bona  sua  dilacerando  et  dissipando  profundit, 
curatorem  ei  dare,  exemplo  furiosi :  et  tamdiu  erunt  ambo  in  curatione, 
quamdiu  vel  furiosus  sanitatem,  vel  ille  bonos  mores,  receperit.'  And 
by  the  laws  of  Solon  such  prodigals  were  branded  with  perpetual 
infamy. 

**  Gentlemen,  the  promoters  of  this  inquiry  are  actuated  by  none  but 
the  purest,  the  best  of  motives ;  they  do  not  seek,  by  a  long  retrospective 
search,  to  expose  the  foibles  of.  the  unfortunate  object  of  the  inquiry,  to 
brand  him  with  idiotcy  from  his  birth,  or  to  disturb  those  commercial 
transactions  with  which  his  name,  in  connexion  with  the  firm  to  which  he 
l)elong3,  has  blended  him :  all  they  ask  is  to  dissolve  the  ridiculous  esta- 
blishment of  which  he  is  the  head,  and  to  cancel  the  obligations  that  may 
have  arisen  out  of  it. 

*'  I  have  already  stated,  that  in  the  autumn  of  last  year  Mr.  Jorrocks 
allowed  himself  to  be  dubbed  the  ^Master  of  the  Handley  Cross  Hunt ; 
and  it  is  from  that  period  that  we  seek  to  annul  his  transactions,  and  to 
declare  his  incompetency  to  manage  his  affairs.  A  violent,  a  sudden,  an 
\mcontrollable  frenzy  seems  to  have  seized  him  at  the  time ;  for  not  only 
did  he  neglect  his  warehouse,  but  absolutely  shut  up  his  house  in  Great 
Coram  Street — a  house  that  I  am  instructed  to  say  is  superior  to  any  in 
that  street — and  took  one  in  the  town  of  Handley  Cross,  in  order,  as  he 
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said,  to  be  nearer  ih^  Hunt.  His  acts  there  became  of  the  wildest  and 
most  eccentric  description :  he  arrayed  himself  in  a  scarlet  coat  with  a 
blue  collar,  something  like  a  general  postman's,  and  rode  about  the 
country,  surrounded  by  dogs,  whooping  and  holloaing,  and  blowing  a 
horn :  he  converted  the  festivals,  which  had  formerly  been  few  and  of 
periodical  occurrence — something,  I  presume,  like  the  Epping  Hunt,  of 
which  you  all  have  probably  heard — he  converted  them,  I  say,  into  a 
regular  downright  matter  of  daily  business,  and  whoever  did  not  join 
him  was  treated  with  contempt,  and  if  any  one  over  whose  land- he  tres- 
passed in  riotous  confusion  dared  to  remonstrate,  he  was  laughed  to  scorn, 
or  threatened  with  violence. 

"  I  can  hardly  expect  you  to  credit  the  assertion,  that  men  moving  in 
the  higher  walks  of  life, — men .  to  whom  the  public  are  wont  to  look  for 
precept  and  example,  abandoned  their  lawful  callings  and  the  elegances  of 
life,  and  joined  the  infatuated  train  of  this  unfortunate  gentleman.  Train 
bands  of  men  in  scarlet  moved  abput  the  country,  striking  terror  into  the 
minds  of  elderly  ladies,  and  disturbing  the  peaceful  course  of  husbandry 
and  trade.  Wherever  it  was  known  that  one  of  these  field-meetings  was 
to  be  held,  it  was  made  in  open  defiance  of  the  statute  against  *  riots, 
routs,  or  unlawful  assemblies ;  *  trade  was  suspended,  and  the  plough  stood 
still.  If  any  one  were  inclined  to  censure  the  present  proceedings,  or 
stigmatise  it  as  an  act  of  harshness  and  severity,  I  would  here  entreat 
him  to  pause  and  consider  the  position  in  which  this  deluded, — this 
unhappy  individual  has  been  placing  himself  and  his  followers.  So  far 
from  continuing  of  that  opinion,  I  think,  he  will  hail  it  as  one  of  the 
brightest,  most  beautiful  blessings  of  our  jurisprudence,  that  the  law 
steps  in  through  the  medium  of  a  next-of-lun,  and  rescues  a  man  from 
the  consequences  of  his  own  unhappy  rashness.  The  wasteful,  profligate 
expenditure  of  his  substance  is  not  the  only  chai^  against  Mr.  Jorrocks ; 
he  has  outraged  the  law  of  the  land,  and  sought  the  vengeance  of  offended 
justice. 

**  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,"  continued  Mr.  Martin  Moonface,  very  slowly 
and  deliberately,  "  Jorrocks  is,  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  a  rioter.  So 
far  back  as  the  year  1797,  if  there  is  any  truth  in  Chitty*s  Criminal  Law, 
a  person  was  indicted  for  the  ancient  and  apparently  harmless  custom  of 
kicking  about  footballs  on  Shrove  Tuesday  at  Kingston-upon-Thames ; 
and  surely  that  will  bear  no  comparison  with  the  military  spectacles  that 
this  gentleman's  eccentricity  has  lately  presented  to  the  astonished  county 
in  which  they  took  place.  The  law  upon  the  case  I  take  it  to  be  quite 
clear.  It  says,  when  three  persons  or  more  shall  assemble  themselves 
together,  with  an  intent  mutually  to  assist  one  another  in  the  execution 
of  some  enterprise  of  a  private  nature  to  the  manifest  terror  of  the  people, 
whether  the  act  were  of  itself  lawful  or  unlawful — mark  that,  gentlemen, 
I  pray  you — whether  the  act  were  of  itself  lawful  or  unlawful,  if  they  only 
meet  to  such  a  purpose  or  intent,  although  they  shall  after  depart  of  their 
own  accord,  without  doing  anything,  this  is  an  unlawful  assembly ;  and  if 
after  their  first  meeting  they  shall  move  forward  towards  the  execution  of 
any  such  act,  whether  they  put  their  intended  purpose  in  execution  or  not, 
this,  according  to  the  general  opinion,  is  a  rout;  and  if  they  execute  such 
a  thing  indeed,  then  it  is  a  riot.    In  Clifford  v.  Brandon,  2  Campbell. 
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page  370,  Chief  Justice  Manslield  laid  it  down,  that  if  any  person  encou- 
rageg,  or  promotes,  or  takes  part  in  riots,  whether  by  words,  signs,  or 
gestures,  or  by  wearing  the  badge  or  ensign — mark  that,  gentlemen— 
by  wearing  the  badge  or  ensign — which  assuredly  all  the  followers  of  thii 
uufortanatB  individual  did — to  wit,  scartet  coats  with  blue  collars — he  is 
himself  to  be  considered  *  rioter ;  for  in  this  case  all  are  principals.  So 
that  yon  see  Jorrocks  has  not  only  placed  himself  in  jeopardy,  but  all 
those  whose  wildness,  weakness,  oi  wickedness,  induced  them  to  join  the 
phalanx  round  bis  standard. 

"  What  was  the  cause  of  its  aupineness  I  know  not,  but  government 
certainly  permitted  these  outrages ;  and  during  the  whole  of  last  winter, 
np  to  the  very  outburst  of  spring,  Mr.  JorroeVs  continued  this  eilraordi- 
naiy  career,  without  let,  suit,  molestation,  hindrance,  or  interruption. 


P^iT  iii^li'Vi  I  ii'i.',^Tr""^'""r 


During  the  whole  of  that  time  he  never  once  visited  the  dty  of  London, 
or  his  commercial  concerns  in  St.  Botolph's  Lane,  or  seemed  to  recollect 
that  be  had  anything  to  attend  .to  but  these  hunt-festivals  or  meetings. 

"  The  expense  of  the  establishment  is  wholly  incalculable,  embracing, 
as  it  does,  items  of  most  miscellaneous  and  extraordinary  description — 
hay,  straw,  corn,  beans,  bran,  curry-combs,  dandy -brushes,  brooms,  balls, 
pails,  pitchforks,  whipcord,  coals,  wood,  oil,  nitre,  sulphur,  Epsom  salts, 
oatmeal,  horse-Qesh,  farrier,  saddler,  wheelbarrows,  soap,  linen,  and  a 
hundred  other  items. 

"  Kor  were  Mr.  Jorrocks's  eccentricities  and  extravagances  confined  to 
the  day-time.  I  am  instructed  that  public  dinnen  were  held,  at  whidt 
he  waa  in  the  chair,  avowedly  fbi  the  porpoae  of  promodng  and  o^niaing; 
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these  illegal  meeiiDgs ;  speeches  were  deliTered  in  praise  of  them,  songs 
were  composed  in  honour  of  their  doings  by  day,  and  night  brought  no 
rest  to  the  unquiet  spirits  that  reigned  triumphimt  at  Handley  Gro«s. 

*'  Spring,  it  appears,  puts  an  end  to  these  hunt-festiyab  or  meetings ; 
and  one  would  naturally  infer,  that  with  the  dose  of  them  would  end  the 
tom-foolery  of  the  business.  Not  so  with  Mr.  Jorrocks.  He  convened  a 
public  meeting  of  all  the  disorderly  inhabitants  of  Handley  Gross,  and 
deliyered  a  speech  or  lecture  in  praise  of  himself  and  his  doings,  and  in 
eulogy  of  the  unaccountable  amusement  that  has  brought  him  into  this 
unhappy  position.  It  is  true  that  other  matters  were  mixed  up  in  his 
speech;  but  the  yery  jumble  of  which  it  was  composed  bears  eyiaenoe  of 
a  highly  disordered  imagination,  and  he  stated  that  his  feelings  on  the 
point  were  too  acute  to  admit  of  his  adhering  closely  to  the  text  he  had 
prescribed  for  his  oration. 

'*  After  this,  Mr.  Jorrocks  returned  to  his  house  in  Ghreat  Coram  Street, 
and  resumed  his  attendance  in  St.  Botolph  Lane  with  his  former  punctu- 
ality, to  the  great  joy  of  his  friends,  who  began  to  flatter  themselyes  that 
he  had  fairly  got  oyer  his  frenzy ;  when,  unfortunately,  it  broke  out  with 
redoubled  yiolence.  The  first  symptoms  of  it  were  visible  on  the  morning 
of  the  2nd  of  October.  He  had  been  taking  his  usual  ride  in  the  Eegent*s 
Park,  when  the  sight  of  some  black  and  blighted  dahlias,  hanging  their 
heads,  and  drooping  in  all  directions,  completely  upset  his  philosophy.-  It 
was  not  the  sudden  destruction  of  these  bright  and  many-coloured  beauties 
that  struck  the  feeling  chord  of  a  too  sensible  imagination,  and  coignred 
up  mournful  reflections  on  the  precarious  tenure  of  all  earthly  endearments, 
for  Tar  different,  I  grieve  to  say,  were  his  thoughts  on  that  occasion. 
*  Hurrah !  blister  my  kidneys  1 '  exclaimed  he  in  delight,  *  it  w  a  frost ! — 
the  dahlias  are  dead  I '  G^tlemen  of  the  jury,*'  continued  Mr.  Martin 
Moouface,  throwing  up  his  arms,  and  putting  mmself  in  the  attitude  of  a 
spread  eagle,  "  can  you  imagine  a  sane  man  indulging  in  such  an  exda- 
mation  on  such  an  occasion  ?  *  Hurrah !  blister  my  kidneys !  it  if  a  frost ! 
—the  dahlias  are  dead ! '  And  so,  because  Jenkins's  dahlias  were  cut 
down  by  the  frost,  Jorrocks  saw  cause  to  rejoice  at  the  circumstance — 
unfortunate  individual  I " 

'*  You  are  another  indiwidual  1 "  roared  Mr.  Jorrocks,  in  a  rage  at 
being  considered  a  subject  for  Mr.  Martin  Moonface*s  pity. 

[The  commissioners  interpose  with  great  gravity,  amid  the  uproarious 
laughter  of  the  spectators ;  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  eyes  Mr.  Martin  Moonface 
as  though  he  would  eat  him.] 

*'  Well,  then,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  as  I  was  observing,  the  sight  of 
these  weather-stricken  dahlias  had  such  an  efifect  upon  his  imagination — 
and  awful,  indeed,  is  it  to  contemplate  such  a  visitation — that  instead  of 
pursuing  his  ride,  as  he  was  wont  to  do,  one-and-twenty  times  round  the 
inner  circle,  he  immediately  turned  his  horse's  head  towards  home,  ate  a 
hurried  breakfast,  and  set  off  by  the  Lilywhite-sand  Bailway  for  Handley 
Cross,  without  giving  the  slightest  intimation  to  his  poor  distracted  wife, 
whose  feelings  may  be  imagined  but  can  never  be  described,  and  without 
sending  any  notification  whatever  to  his  partners  in  St  Botolph  Lane. 
Three  bills  of  exchange,  to  a  large  amount,  were  presented  for  payment 
that  day,  one  being  for  oatmeal  supplied  at  Handley  Cross,  of  which 
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partners  knew  nothing ;  and  the  consequence  was  that  a  protest  became 
necessary,  to  the  injury  alike  of  his  private  character  and  his  mercantile 
reputation.  Trae  it  is  that  the  following  day  he  wrote  a  few  hurried 
lines,  ordering  his  servant,  Benjamin  Brady,  to  be  sent  down ;  and  I  will 
now  proceed  to  relate  the  purpose  for  which  he  wanted  him,  and  it  is 
hence  that  the  present  inquiry  more  immediately  originates.  It  appears, 
that  by  some  unaccountable  mystery  the  sight  of  these  withered  dahlias 
had  conjured  up  recollections  of  the  hunt-festivals  of  the  previous  winter, 
and,  determining  to  eclipse  all  his  former  doings,  he  had  gone  down  to 
Handley  Cross  to  inspect  a  numerous  progeny  of  puppies  that  he  had  had 
scattered  about  the  country,  which  he  intended  to  sidd  to  the  extensive 
retinue  of  the  previous  Reason,  and  which  a  man  he  has  in  his  pay,  called 
Pigg,  had  been  left  in  the  charge  of. 

"  On  his  arrival  at  Handley  Cross,  it  appeared  that  a  disease  had  broken 
out  amoDg  the  horses  of  that  place,  which  ended  in  the  deaths  of  very 
many.  Among  others,  Mr.  Flasher,  the  gentleman  coachman  of  the 
Handley  Cross  *  True  Blue  Spankaway,'  lost  eighteen ;  Mr.  Giles  Eden,  a 
post-master,  lost  ten ;  Mr.  Duncan  Nevin,  four;  and  various  other  people 
lost  smalfer  numbers,  amounting,  in  the  aggregate,  to  fifty-three.  Now 
it  would  appear,  so  far  as  any  deduction  can  be  drawn  from  the  conduct 
of  individuals  in  the  unhappy  state  of  this  unfortunate  gentleman,  that  on 
leaving  home  it  was  his  intention  to  return  either  the  same  or  on  the 
following  day ;  but,  hearing  of  the  deaths  of  these  horses  had  altered  his 
determination,  and  he  resolved  to  endeavour  to  turn  the  misfortunes  of 
others  to  some  advantage  to  himself;  and,  certainly,  he  adopted  a  system 
that  no  one  but  himself  would  ever  have  thought  of.  He  commenced  a 
negotiation  with  the  owners  of  the  dead  horses — ^fifty-three  in  number,  I 
beg  you  to  remember — and  bought  up  the  whole  at  an  average  of  nine 
shillings  and  sixpence  a-head,  hide  and  all.  And,  gentlemen  of  the  jury, 
what  do  you  think  he  did  with  them  ? — buried  them  imder  apple-trees  ? 
— retailed  them  to  cat's-meat  mongers  ? — dragged  them  away  to  distant 
places  to  rot  without  tainting  the  air  ?  No  such  thing  1  He  skinned  and 
stacked  them  for  winter  use!— actually  stacked  the  dead  bodies  of  fifty- 
three  horses  that  had  died  of  disease  in  the  precincts  of  the  town  of 
Handley  Cross  !  Was  there  ever  such  a  thing  heard  of?  I  ask,  was  it 
likely  such  a  thing  could  be  tolerated  ?  Certainly  not !  The  authorities 
— the  churchwardens,  overseers,  constables,  kc,,  interfered — a  fracas  took 
place  between  them  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  his  men,  while  in  the  act  of 
stacking,  which  ended  in  the  stackers  being  captured  and  taken  before  the 
magistrates  of  Handley  Cross.  The  sequel  of  the  story  it  is  needless  to 
trouble  you  with.  Your  intelligent  minds  cannot  require  more  than 
evidence  of  the  facts  I  have  imperfectly  laid  before  you  to  enable  you  to 
arrive  at  the  only  conclusion  that  is  open  on  such  an  occasion.  Bemember, 
gentlemen,  this  is  not  a  case  entailing  on  any  party  the  infliction  of  punish- 
ment from  the  law ;  it  is  a  simple  question  of  domestic  policy,  performed 
in  public,  for  the  safety  of  the  subject.  We  ask  you  to  save  this  unfor- 
tunate gentleman  from  himself,  and  from  the  consequence  of  his  own  acts 
— in  fact,  to  save  him  from  ruin,  and  keep  him  in  affluence.    After  the 

Satient  attention  with  which  yon  have  honoored  me,  I  cannot  for  a  moment 
oubt  that  the  circumstances  I  have  related  have  made  the  impression  on 
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jour  minds  that  tbey  must  have  made  on  the  minds  of  every  one  open  to 
conviction ;  and  though  you  might  not  consider  the  exhibition  he  made  of 
himself  as  master  of  the  hunt  reyels,  the  profligate  expenditure  of  his  sub- 
stance in  support  of  his  fictitious  dignity,  the  tenor  t>f  his  lectures,  taken 
singly,  of  sufficient  weight  to  warrant  you  in  depriving  him  of  the  manage- 
ment of  his  afifairs,  yet,  collectively,  that  they  are  amply  sufficient,  even 
without  that  great,  that  crowning  feat  of  all — ^the  staclong  of  dead  horses 
— to  the  danger  of  the  lives  of  Her  Majesty's  liege  subjects. 

"  With  your  permission,  then,  I  will  proceed  to  call  witnesses  to  sub- 
stantiate the  statements  I  have  made." 

The  commissioners  here  intimated  they  would  like  to  retire  for  a  few 
minutes ;  and  during  their  absence,  the  court  became  a  scene  of  great 
uproar,  Mr.  Jorrocks  protesting  at  the  top  of  his  voice  against  the  whole 
proceedings,  inquiring  most  emphatically — **  'Ow  vas  I  to  know,  wen  I 
stacked  the  'osses,  that  it  was  a  goin'  to  turn  'ot  weather  again?  "  The 
return  of  the  commissioners  restored  silence,  who  having  got  settled  in 
their  seats,  Mr.  Moonface,  with  great  dignity,  exclaimed,  **  Call  Tony 
Lumpkin ;  '*  whereupon  a  diminutive  apology  of  a  man  skipped  into  the 
witness-box,  and,  being  sworn,  proceeded  to  give  evidence,  of  which  the 
following  is  the  material  ouUine: — Is  a  ti^or  at  Handley  Cross  and 
Cranboume  Alley,  London ;  has  had  an  establishment  in  the  former  place 
about  three  years.  Bemembers  Mr.  Jorrocks's  entry  into  Handley  Cross 
when  he  came  to  take  possession  of  the  hounds,  and  heard  his  speech 
from  the  balcony  at  the  Dragon  Inn — ^understood  the  general  purport  of 
it,  but  not  the  detail.  Made  him  a  sky-blue  coat  -lined  with  pink  silk, 
and  two  pair  of  canary-coloured  shorts ;  also  changed  the  green  collar  of 
a  scarlet  coat  into  a  blue  one — understood  the  green  collar  was  the 
costume  of  some  other  hunt.  Often  saw  him  going  out  with  the  hounds, 
but  never  accompanied  him — has  no  curiosity  that  way.  Might  have 
forty  or  fifty  dogs  with  him  at  a  time,  of  different  colours — prevailing 
colour,  he  thinks,  was  drab — there  might  be  some  buff  ones  among  them. 

Cross-examined. — Had  a  quarrel  with  Mr.  Jorrocks  after  be  made  the 
clothes ;  not  because  Mr.  Jorrocks  considered  them  ill-made,  but  because 
he  insisted  on  witness  going  out  to  hunt.  Cannot  ride.  Was  paid  for 
the  clothes,  less  the  discount.  Did  not  consider  Mr.  Jorrocks  insane 
because. he  paid  for  them.  Never  said  be  was  cracked  or  insane.  Made 
sky-blue  coats  and  canary-coloured  shorts  for  many  other  gentlemen. 
Perhaps  thirty  or  thirty-five  others.  Some  paid,  some  didn't — lived  in 
hope.  Some  of  the  hounds  might  be  blue.  Thinks  there  were  no  green 
ones  among  them,  but  is  not  sure. 

Be-examined. — Might  have  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  flighty.  Meant  that 
he  rode  fast ;  not  that  he  was  mad. 

Miss  Sniffle,  a  maiden  lady,  was  next  sworn. — Lives  at  Handley  Cross, 
and  has  done  so  for  the  last  twelvemonth,  for  the  benefit  of  the  waters. 
Keeps  a  pony  chaise  and  a  boy  to  drive  it.  Boy  wears  a  gold  band,  and 
a  red  stripe  down  his  trousers ;  many  buttons  like  peppermint-drops. 
Bemembers  the  ISth  of  December;  was  coming  along  the  Appledove 
Boad,  and  met  an  immense  procession ;  many  men  in  scarlet,  some  in 
black,  but  most  in  scarlet ;  was  dreadfully  alarmed.  There  might  be  an 
hundred  horsemen ;  never  saw  such  a  sight  in  her  life.    Mr.  Jorrod^s 
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rode  second  in  the  procession.  A  man  in  a  black  velvet  cap  and  a  scarlet 
coat  road  a  little  in  advance  of  him.  Mr.  Jorrocks  wore  a  broad-brimmed 
hat.  Did  not  see  the  hounds ;  might  have  been  there  without  her  observing 
them. 

Cross-examined. — Was  staying  at  Handley  Cross  for  the  benefit  of  the 
waters,  she  said,  not  for  the  benefit  of  a  husband ;  does  not  want  one. 
Is  on  her  oath,  and  swears  she  was  dreadfully  alarmed.  Was  alarmed  at 
the  whole  thing,  not  at  Mr.  Jorrocks's  winking  at  her  as  she  passed. 
Did  wink  at  her  certainly.  Swears  she  did  not  drive  in  that  direction  to 
meet  the  hounds.  Could  have  turned  back  when  she  saw  them  coming, 
but  her  presence  of  mind  forsook  her.  Would  not  say  whether  she  had 
ever  been  forsaken  before  or  not.  Never  said  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  mad. 
Came  there  to  state  her  alarm.  Would  be  alarmed  at  a  herd  of  cattle. 
Open  to  alarm  generally. 

Ee-examined. — Had  heard  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  deranged.  Thinks  her 
maid  told  her  first.  Believes  Miss  Dumpling's  maid  told  her  maid,  or 
Miss  Freezer's  maid  told  Miss  Dumpling's  maid,  who  told  her  mnid. 
Might  have  said  she  thought  his  attics  badly  furnished.  Meant  it  in 
the  literal  sense,  if  she  did  say  so. 

Peter  Savoy,  market-gardener  and  green-grocer,  sworn  and  examined. 
— Lives  at  Mountjoy,  five  miles  from  Handley  Cross,  where  he  occupies 
garden  ground  and  a  field  or  two.  Bemembers  the  24th  of  December. 
Mr.  Jorrocks*s  hounds  met  at  the  toll-bar  on  the  Cadby  road.  Witness 
was  working  among  his  winter  cabbages,  when  his  attention  was  attracted 
to  the  cry  of  dogs,  which  grew  louder  and  louder ;  presently  three  or  four 
entered  the  garden  at  the  east  end,  near  where  there  is  a  watering-place 
for  cattle,  and  almost  at  the  same  moment  a  loud  crash  among  the  glass 
at  the  other  end  attracted  his  notice,  and  he  saw  a  man  in  a  black  cap 
and  scarlet  coat,  and  a  brown  horse,  over  head  in  a  melon-frame.  Ban 
to  take  the  man  for  the  trespass,  and  seized  him  by  the  collar,  when  the 
man  struck  him  a  violent  blow  in  the  face  and  made  his  nose  bleed. 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  who  had  come  up  in  the  meantime,  stood  erect  in  his 
stirrups,  looking  over  the  fence  just  by  the  melon-frame,  encouraging  the 
man,  and  blowing  a  horn  to  drown  his  cries  for  assistance.  Has  no 
doubt  whatever  he  would  have  been  killed  but  for  the  timely  arrival 
of  help. 

Cross-examined. — The  man  was  not  on  the  horse  when  he  saw  them 
in  the  melon-frame.  Would  appear  to  have  thrown  a  somerset,  and 
parted  company  in  flying  over  the  fence.  Will  swear  it  was  a  man  and 
not  a  boy.  The  blow  was  heavy  and  stunned  him.  Mr.  Jorrocks 
appeared  to  be  encouraging  him,  crying,  '*  Have  at  him  my  beauty  ! 
have  at  him,  my  darling  I"  and  blowing  his  horn.  Never  told  Tom 
Straw,  the  ostler  at  the  Dragon,  that  Mr.  Jorrocks  kept  crying,  "  Go  it^ 
Binjamn!  Go  it,  Binjamin!^*  Was  not  present  at  the  meet  of  the 
hounds  in  the  morning.  Never  was  at  one.  Had  never  either  hunted 
or  gambled  in  his  life.  The  melon-frame  was  much  injured.  Had  not 
been  paid  the  damage  in  full.  The  account  was  disputed.  If  it  had 
been  discharged,  does  not  know  that  he  might  have  been  there.  Will 
not  swear  that  he  was  in  fear  of  his  life.  Had  had  many  conversations 
with  Mr.  Jorrocks  on  the  subject  of  the  melon-frame,  but  never  could 
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abtsin  mj  Siul  aBturfaetion.  Does  act  kmnr  «iut  the  1 
titer,  or  that  a  Tnx  had  piwed  chroogti  hii  gaideii.  One  of  the  ofajee- 
tMHM  Vr.  Jorroeka  raada  to  pay  tbe  pnee  he  aet  opon  his  neku'^aine 
waa,  that  the  witneaa  bad  tost  them  the  fox  by  rtoppmi^  his  men.  Should 
«y  Mr.  Jorrodu  waa  not  "all  then,"  though  he  mralil  ant  ga  an  ^  as 
to  *KJ  he  waa  aud. 

Janea  Greenwood. — If  one  of  the  keepen  of  the   Be^eafs    Fvfc. 
lites  at  the  Park  Creaeent  Lodge,  and  the  inner  aide  ia  *itfais  At 
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\^r,nn  >It.  Jnmwi-*  well,  and  has  been 
WWM  ^'M<v — |wrtM|t»  tea  or  a  doxea. 
jf  ItaM  a!  TtHit^  in  tlx-  inner  arde  all  that 
tlbiW>'«o«  the  WJwimer  snason,  Genenlly 
f>ir*(%,  ftti  s  linlr  later  as  the  autumn 
«M  tmiMk  iwht^  Mitht  01  Uai  times,  and 
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then  walks  his  'oss  away.  Witness  has  often  conversed  with  him; 
generally  before  he  began  cantering,  or  after  he  was  done.  The  canter 
might  have  been  a  gallop.  Does  not  know  the  difference.  Had  never 
received  any  complaints  against  Mr.  Jorrocks  for  furious  riding.  Once 
had  a  complaint  against  him  for  winking  at  a  nursery-governess.  Believes 
he  winks  at  the  nursery-maids;  but  witness  does  not  consider  it  any 
business  of  his.  Their  conversation  is  generally  about  dogs  and  'osses. 
Understands  he  has  a  great  collection  of  dogs  sdmewhere.  Once  offered 
witness  a  mount  to  go  out  with  the  Surrey ;  but  witness  cannot  ride. 
Considers  Mr.  Jorrocks  a  very  agreeable  gentleman.  Bemembers  him 
once  riding  his  'oss  into  the  ring  with  a  blanket  under  the  saddle.  Told 
witness  the  'oss  had  the  tic-douloureux.  The  blanket  was  folded  when 
he  entered  the  ring,  but  Mr.  Jorrocks  let  it  down  about  the  'oss's  sides 
before  he  began  to  canter.  Bemembers  the  morning  of  the  2nd  of 
October.  There  had  been  a  sharp  frost  during  the  night,  and  the  leaves 
of  many  of  the  shrubs  had  changed  colour  in  consequence.  It  was  a 
fine  bright  morning,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  overtook  him  on  the  bridge  by  the 
Archery  ground,  as  witness  was  on  his  way  to  the  inner  circle.  They 
began  talking  about  the  frost.  "Mr.  J.  thought  it  had  not  been  so  severe 
as  witness  represented.  Witness  showed  him  a  cherry-tree,  the  leaves  of 
which  were  quite  red,  also  a  purple  beech  thtit  had  turned  copper  colour. 
Mr.  Jorrocks  seemed  much  pleased,  and  as  they  entered  the  circle  he 
exclaimed,  as  he  looked  over  the  nursery-ground  palings,  "  Hurrah  I 
blister  my  kidneys,  it  is  a,  frost !  the  dahlias  are  dead  I "  Did  not 
continue  his  ride,  but  after  a  pause  of  a  few  seconds  gave  witness  half-a- 
crown,  and  cantered  away.-  Had  not  seen  him  again  until  he  met  him  on 
the  stairs  of  this  court. 

Cross-examined. — Many  gentlemen  canter  their  'osses  round  and  round 
the  Begent's  Park,  but  not  many  round  the  inner  circle.  Never  thought 
there  was  any  thing  odd  in  Mr.  Jorrocks  doing  so.  When  witness  told 
Mr.  Jorrocks  the  nursery-governess  had  complained  of  his  winking  at 
her,  he  said  he  did  it  to  clear  the  circle  of  her,  for  she  was  so  hugly  she 
frightened  his  'oss.  The  nursery-maids  are  all  fond  of  Mr.  Jorrocks, — 
he  generally  carries  barley-sugar  in  his  pockets  for  the  children.  Does 
not  know  whether  it  is  in  the  shape  of  kisses  or  not.  Many  old  gentlemen 
wink  at  the  maids — some  pinch  them  in  passing.  Does  not  know  that 
pinching  is  altogether  right,  but  should  not  interfere  without  a  complaint. 
Witness  thinks  it  was  a  reddish-coloured  'oss  that  Mr.  Jorrocks  said  had 
the  tic-douloureux.  Grooms  are  not  allowed  to  exercise  'osses  in  clothing 
in  the  Begent's  Park.  Thinks  it  probable  an  'oss  would  sweat  sooner 
with  a  blanket  about.it  than  without  one.  Does  not  know  the  object  of 
sweating  an  'oss.  Mr.  Jorrocks  never  talked  to  witness  about  dahlias, — 
has  heard  him  inquire  after  the  potato-tops, — asked  whether  they  were 
black  or  not.  Seemed  always  very  anxious  for  winter — has  heard  him 
say,  if  he  had  his  own  way,  he  would  strike  summer  out  of  the  almanack. 
Once  proposed  to  witness  that  they  should  publish  an  almanack  between 
them,  and  omit  summer  altogether, — said,  in  a  general  way,  summer  was 
merely  inserted  as  a  sort  of  compliment, — three  'ot  days  and  a  thunder- 
storm being  the  general  amount  of  an  English  summer.  Never  considered 
Mr.  Jorrocks  mad — mad  gentlemen  generally  walk  in  doaks,— -some 
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ride»  and  have  their  keqiers  on  'oss-back  in  livery  after  tbem, — those  are 
of  the  richer  cUua.  Does  not  suppose  every  gentleman  he  sees  with  a 
groom  insane,  bat  considers  it  suspicious.  Sets  every  man  he  sees  in  the 
B^;ent's  Park  in  a  doak,  down  for  mad»  and  no  mistake.  Sees  a  good 
many  mad  gentlemen  in  the  course  df  the  year — ^they  chiefly  live  in  the 
Alpha  Cottages  on  the  west  ude  of  the  Park.  Considers  Mr.  Jorrocks 
quite  the  reverse  of  insane. 

John .  Strong. — ^Is  constable,  and  one  of  the  churchwardens  of  the 
parish  of  St.  James,  Handley  Cross.    Bemembers  the  8rd  of  October, 

.    Michael  Brown,  one  of  the  churchwardens,  called  upon  him,  and 

told  him  that  Mr.  Jorrocks  of  London  was  down,  and  employing  carts  to 
ooUect  all  the  dead  horses,  and  that  they  were  leading  them  to  Grant's 
paddock,  just  at  the  back  of  the  Methodist  chapel.  Went  together  to 
inspect  the  premises — ^found  carts  coming  in  from  all  quarters  with 
dead  horses,  and  three  or  four  men  skinning  them.  Mr.  Jorrocks  was 
not  present.  Witness  returned  to  his  house,  and  after  a  consultation 
with  the  other  churchwardens,  wrote  Mr.  J.  the  following  note : — 

"The  churchwardens  of  the  parish  of  St.  James,  Handley  Cross, 
present  their  respectful  compliments  to  Mr.  Jorrocks,  and  having  heard 
that  you  have  bought  all  the  dead  horses  in  Handley  Cross,  desire  to  be 
informed  what  purpose  you  intend  putting  them  to. 

"  Your  humble  Servant, 

"  To  J.  Jorrock%  Esq."  ^        "  John  StronO. 

Sent  the  beadle  in  his  gold-laced  coat,  cocked  hat,  and  staff,  with  it.  He 
found  Mr.  Jorrocks  in  the  paddock,  superintending  the  stacking  of  the 
carcasses,  which  were  placed  one  upon  another  like  a  stack.  Mr.  Jorrocks 
having  read  the  note,  took  a  pencU  out  of  his  pocket-book,  and  wrote  at 
the  bottom : — 

"Soup!  soup! 

"  Yours,  Sec., 

"J.J." 

and  re-directed  the  note  to  the  churchwardens.  Witness  and  the  other 
churchwardens  made  a  second  visit  of  inspection,  about  three  o'clock,  and 
finding  the  stack  was  getting  very  high,  wrote  a  second  note,  headed  :•— 

"Victoria  Rbx. 
"  The  churchwardens  and  overseer  of  the  parish  of  St.  James,  Handley 
Cross,  hereby  reauire  you  to  desist  and  abate  the  nuisance  you  are  now 
creating  in  Grant  s  paddock,  by  stacking  sundry  dead  horses,  or  he  will 
proceed  against  you  according  to  the  form  of  the  statute  in  that  case  made 
and  provided,  and  against  the  peace  of  our  Sovereign  Lady  the  Queen, 
her  crown  and  dignity. 

(Signed)  "John  Strong, 

"  M.  Brown, 
"  T.  Hoggins, 
jtXo  Mr.  J.  Jorrocks.**  *  « Churchwardens. 
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Witness  sent  this  note  per  beadle,  in  state,  as  before,  who  found  the  stack 
nearly  finished,  and  a  man  and  a  boy  dressing  off  the  top  with  horses' 
heads.    Mr.  J.  took  the  note  as  before,  and  wrote  at  the  bottom  : — 

«  You  be 

"Tours,  &c., 

"J.J." 

saying,  as  he  handed  it  back,  "  Peace  of  our  Sovereign  Lady  the  Queen, 
indeed  1  Wictoria  must  have  a  werry  good  nose  if  she  can  wind  this  at 
Windsor." 

The  special  constables  were  then  called  out,  and  after  a  desperate 
conflict,  succeeded  in  capturing  Mr.  Jorrocks,  James  Figg,  and 
Benjamin. 

Cross-examined. — There  had  been  a  sharp  frost  at  Handley  Cross  for 
two  or  three  days  before  Mr.  Jorrocks's  arrival, — seemed  as  if  we  were 
going  to  have  an  early  winter.  The  mortality  among  the  horses  was  very 
sudden,  they  all  died  within  a  short  time  of  each  other.  Had  an  idea 
that  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  buying  the  horses  up  to  feed  his  hounds  upon. 
Don't  understand  about  hounds.  Does  not  know  how  many  hounds 
he  keeps,  or  whether  they  could  eat  a  horse  for  breakfast,  another  for 
dinner,  and  another  for  supper.  Will  not  swear  that  Mr.  Jorrocks  bought 
the  whole  fifty-three  horses  that  died — knows  that  there  were  a  great 
many  by  the  size  of  the  stack.  It  was  in  the  usual  form  of  a  corn-stack, 
and  the  slope  of  the  top  was  formed  of  horses*  heads  put  lengthways,  so 
that  the  rain  might  run  off  down  their  noses.  Was  very  cleverly  made. 
Had  a  novel  appearance.  Many  people  came  to  see  it.  Flesh  may  keep 
a  month  or  six  weeks,  but  witness  does  not  know  that  it  will.  Supposing 
the  hounds  to  consume  three  horses  a-day,  and  the  flesh  to  keep  for 
a  month,  does  not  know  that  Mr.  Jorrocks's  act  was  otherwise  than 
prudent. 

Sebastian  Mello,  whose  name  had  been  called,  and  bellowed,  and  voci- 
ferated up-stairs  and  down,  and  along  the  passages  after  the  examination 
of  each  witness,  having  announced  his  arrival  by  sending  his  card  up-stairs 
by  a  powdered  footman,  vacated  his  brougham,  and,  proceeding  up-stairs, 
tendered  himself  for  examination  on  behalf  of  the  promoters  of  the  inquiry. 
Sebastian  was  got  up  with  uncommou  care,  and  the  most  scrupulous 
nicety.  His  yellow  silken  locks  flowed  over  his  coat-collar,  exhibiting  the 
boldness  of  his  forehead  and  the  regularity  of  his  features.  He  was 
dressed  in  studied  black,  with  a  snow-white  cravat,  whose  tie  entwined 
among  the  four  lace-frills  of  a  curiously-wrought  shirt-front.  He  wore 
lace  ruffles  at  his  wrists,  and  a  massive  diamond  ring  on  his  right-hand 
little  finger,  and  a  beautiful  pearl  one  on  his  left,  while  the  corner  of  a 
richly  embroidered  cambric  handkerchief  peeped  from  the  breast-pocket 
of  his  coat. 

Mutual  salutations  being  exchanged  between  Mr.  Moonface  and 
Mr.  Mello,  the  former  began  his  examination  with  the  following 
inquiry, — 

"  You  are.  I  believe,  Mr.  Sebastian  Mello,  a  physicia^  in  very  extensive 
practice  at  Handley  Cross  Spa  ?  " 
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*'  I  am,*'  replied  Mr.  Mello,  with  a  slight  indinatioii  of  the  head. 

*' And  you  haye,  I  belieye,  resided  there  for  a  considerable  length  of 
timeP''  continued  Mr.  Moonfaoe. 

"  I  haye,"  answered  Mr.  Mello. 

"  In  short,  yon  are  the  principal  resident,  or  head  of  the  place,  I 
belicyeP" 

"  I  am,''  said  Mr.  Mello. 

"  Now,  then,  sir,  would  you  haye  the  kindness  to  tell  the  jury  what  you 
know  respecting  the  unfortunate  gentleman,  Mr.  Jorrocks,  whose  case  we 
are  met  here  to  inquire  into  ?  " 

"  Excuse  me,  sir,  if  before  I  answer  your  inquiry  I  take  the  liberty  of 
correeting  yoitr  description  of  the  person  refened  to.  If  the  indindnal 
you  allude  to  is  Jolm  Jorrocks,  whom  I  see  sitting  there,"  looking  at 
Mr.  J.  with  ^[reat  disdain,  "  I  should  say,  a  person  conducting  himaeff  as 
he  has  done  is  unworthy  the  flattering  appellation  with  which  you  haye 
honoured  him." 

"  True,"  obseryed  Mr.  Moonface ;  "but,  for  the  sake  of  brefity,  perhaps 
you  would  condescend  to  waiye  that  point,  and  inform  us  what  you  know 
about  him.v 

"  Know  about  him !  "  replied  Mr.  Mello,  with  a  toss  of  his  flowing 
head  and  a  curl  of  his  lip ;  "I  really  know  nothing  about  him,  finther 
than  that  he  is  a  great  nuisance.  He  came  to  Hanmey  Gross'the  bq^iii- 
ning  of  last  winter,  eyer  since  when  the  place  has  been  in  a  state  of 
tumult,  and  the  religious  portion  of  the  community  sadly  scandalised  and 
terribly  annoyed.  For  my  own  part,  I  haye  suffered  all  sorts  6f  indignities 
at  his  hands.  Besides  his  rayenous  hounds,  he  keeps  a  pugnadona  pea- 
cock that  kills  all  the  poultry  in  the  place. 

"  He  took  it  into  his  liead  to  stroll  eyery  day  with  his  flock  of  dogs 
and  seryants  into  the  open  immediately  below  the  front  of  my  house, 
where  he  would  stay  for  hours,  surrounded  by  all  the  riff-raff  and  irre- 
ligious people  of  the  place.  Because  I  stated  that  my  piety  was  outraged, 
he  got  a  wild  beast-show  established  there,  and  paid  the  band  five 
shillings  for  every  hour  they  played  after  nine  o'clock  at  night.  The 
anonymous  letters  I  received  were  extraordinarily  numerous,  and  full 
of  the  most  insulting  expressions ;  and  when  I  refused  to  take  them  in, 
baskets  and  boxes  began  pouring  in  by  the  railway  and  coaches,  con- 
taining dead-cats,  donkey-haunohes,  broken  dishes,  and  other  rubbish. 
I  never  saw  John  Jorrocks  out  hunting,  but  I  understand  his  general 
conduct  is  of  the  most  extraordinary  and  extravagant  description,  and 
his  proceedings  subversive  of  morality  and  true  religion— only  to  be 
palliated  on  the  score  of  downright  insanity.  I  consider  him  a  mis- 
chievous maniac." 

"  You're  a  warmint  1 "  growled  Mr.  Jorrocks,  stuffing  a  ham  sandwich 
into  his  mouth. 

'*  Go  it,  Ned  !  "  continued  he  in  the  same  strain,  as  Mr.  Moonface, 
having  extracted  as  much  as  he  wanted  out  of  the  doctor,  sat  down,  in 
order  to  let  his  "  learned  friend  "  endeavour  to  counteract  what  he  had 
said,  by  cross-examination. 

"  And  so  you  are  a  physician  in  a  great  way  of  practice,  are  you  ?  " 
drawled  Mr.  Coltman,  through  his  nose,  in  a  (»reless,  colloquial  sort  of 
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style,  u  if  he  meant  to  have  a  good  deal  of  conTereation  with  Mello  before 
he  was  done. 

"  I  am,"  replied  Sebastian  Mello,  with  a  alight  tinge  of  red  on  his 
countenance. 

"  You  are  sure  of  that  F  "  asked  UJr.  Coltman,  careleuly  turning  over 
the  pages  of  his  brief,  as  if  he  were  thinking  of  something  else. 


"  I  am,"  replied  Mr.  Mello. 

"  Foa  are  !  "  rejoined  Mr.  Coltman,  looking  him  full  in  the  faee.  "  Now, 
sir,"  said  he,  very  slowly,  "  do  you  mean  to  attert  that  t  Do  you  mean  to 
say  you  have  ever  taken  a  degree  F  " 

"  I  mean  to  assert,  sir,  tbat  I  am  a  physician  in  fuU  practice." 

"  Will  you,  on  your  oatk,  tir,  say  that  you  are  a  regularly  qualified  and 
admitted  physician  P  On  your  oath,  air,  will  you  say  it  P  " 

Mr.  Sebastian  Mello  was  silent. 

"  Will  you,  sir,  swear  ?  "  continued  the  iuesorahle  Mr.  Coltman,  "  that 
you  have  any  diploma,  save  what  your  own  assurance  and  the  credulity 
of  jour  patients  has  conferred  upon  you  ?  " 

Mr.  Mello  was  silent. 

Mr.  Coltman,  throwing  out  his  hands,  made  a  pantomimic  appeal  to  the 
jury  with  his  eyes,  and  then,  with  a  waive  of  his  head,  motioned  Mr.  Mello 
to  retire. 
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*'  Weny  good,"  growled  Hr.  Jorrocksy  thrusting  the  last  ham  sandwidi 
into  his  mouth. 

This  was  the  case  of  the  promoters ;  and  a  waiter,  with  a  napkin  twisted 
round  his  thumb,  having  whispered  something  in  the  ear  of  the  chief 
oommissioner,  the  learned  gentleman  looked  at  his  watch,  and  immediatdy 
adjourned  the  court. 


CHAPTER  LXVII. 


THE  COMMISSION  KE8UMXU. 


The  court  resumed  its  sittings  next  morning  at  nine  o'clock  pieciadT, 
and  as  soon  as  the  doors  were  open  such  a  rush  of  people  forced  their 
way  iuj  that  every  seat  and  place  was  occupied,  and  some  time  elapsed  ere 
room  was  obtain^  for  the  counsel  and  professional  gentlemen  engaged  in 
the  inquiry.  Mr.  Jorrocks  was  accommodated  with  a  seat  in  the  reporters* 
place,  immediately  behind  his  counsel.  The  jury  having  all  answered  to 
their  names,  and  silence  being  at  length  obtained,  Seijeant  Horsefield  rose 
to  address  the  jury.  He  spoke  in  so  low  a  tone  of  voice  at  the  commence- 
ment, that  it  was  with  difficulty  the  reporters  could  catch  what  he  said : 
but,  with  his  usual  urbanity,  he  obl^;ingly  supplied  the  deficiency  by 
revising  their  reports. 

"  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,"  said  he,  "  if  my  learned  friend,  Hr.  Martin 
Moonface,  with  his  splendid  talents  and  vast  acquirements,  rose  under  cir- 
cumstances of  difficulty  and  embarrassment,  how  much  greater  must  be 
my  perplexity,  in  introducing  myself  to  your  notice,  to  attempt  to  grapple 
with  and  rebut  the  grave  and  voluminous  charges  with  which  his  speech 
has  loaded  the  inquiry,  standing  as  I  do  without  the  manifold  advantages 
of  which  my  learned  friend  is  so  pre-eminently  possessed  P  The  learned 
gentleman  well  observed,  that  nothing  but  that  high  sustaining  power — 
a  moral  consciousness  of  right — could  induce  any  member  of  our  pro- 
fession to  undertake  the  conduct  of  a  case,  and  I  claim  for  myself  the  same 
degree  of  credit  for  a  similar  assertion  that  my  learned  friend  bespoke  for 
himself.  I  ask — I  implore  you,  gentlemen  of  the  jury — I  beseech  you,  as 
enlightened — as  able — as  conscientious  citizens,  to  regard  my  assertions 
and  my  protestations  of  sincerity  in  the  same  light — and  give  them  the 
same  weight  that  you  have  given  to  the  assertions  and  asseverations 
of  my  learned  friend."     Here  tlie  learned  gentleman  made  a  long  pause. 

At  length  he  resumed.  "  In  opening  this  great  and  important  case — 
great,  I  may  call  it,  for  it  involves  the  liberty  of  many  of  the  aristocracy 
of  this  country,  and  important  it  most  certainly  is,  as  regards  the  position 
of  my  most  respectable  client — my  learned  friend,  Mr.  Martin  Moonface, 
introduced  Mr.  Jorrocks  with  an  exordium  upon  the  singularity  of  his 
name.  I  will  not  imitate  the  example  of  my  learned  friend,  or  speculate 
on  the  difference  a  change  of  name  might  have  produced,  but  I  will  endea- 
vour closely  and  sedulously  to  apply  myself,  and  the  best  energies  of  which 
I  am  possessed,  to  the  real  merits  and  peculiarities  of  the  case.    A« 
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mercantile  men,  you  are  doubtless,  many  of  you,  acquainted  with  the 
exalted  position  occupied  by  my  client  in  the  commercial  world ;  and  if  I 
can  show — as  show  I  believe  I  undoubtedly  can — that  the  amusement 
which  he  now  follows  is  not  incompatible  with  the  honest,  industrious 
habits  «nd  occupations  of  a  British  merchant,  I  feel  confident  I  shall 
receive  a  verdict  at  your  hands.  My  client,  as  you  may  see,"  pointing  to 
Mr.  Jorrocks  in  the  reporters*  place,  "  is  one,  whose  hey-day  of  youth  has 
been  succeeded  by  the  autumn  of  maturer  years ;  and  shall  I  surmise  for 
one  moment  in  the  presence  of  a  jury,  drawn  from  the  very  heart  of  this, 
the  first  city  of  the  world— that  a  man  entering  trade  binds  himself  irre- 
vocably-to  the  counter — with  no  bright  prospect  of  affluence  and  ease  to 
gild  the  evening  of  his  days,  flitting  in  the  vision  of  his  mental  horizon  ? 
Is  a  '  youth  of  labour '  no  longer  to  be  crowned  '  with  an  age  of  ease  ? ' 
Are  the  toils,  the  cares,  the  speculations,  the  enterprises  of  a  British 
merchant  to  end  but  with  his  death  ?  Is  trade,  in  short,  to  be  regarded 
as  but  another  name  for  perpetual  slavery  ?  That,  gentlemen,  is  the  real 
question  in  its  pure,  unadulterated  form,  divested  of  the  technicalities — 
freed  from  the  mystifications  and  jargon — with  which  my  learned 
friend's  logic  and  eloquence  have  attempted  to  envelope  it.  How  stands 
the  matter  ? 

"  Eive-and-thirty  years  ago,  my  client,  John  Jorrocks,  entered  the  firm 
of  Grubbins,  Muggins,  Potts,  .Crow,  and  Tims,  wholesale  grocers  in  St. 
Botolph's  Lane.     Mr.  Jorrocks  was  then,   gentlemen,  just  out  of  his 
apprenticeship,  which  he  had  served  with  such  credit  to  himself  and  satis- 
faction to  the  firm,  that  they  took  him  into  partnership  the  moment  they 
were  able,  and  the  firm  then  became  Grubbins,  Muggins,  Potts,  Crow, 
Tims,  and  Jorrocks.     Gentlemen;  Grubbins  and  Muggins  shortly  after 
paid  the  debt  of  nature  ;  but  so  great 'was  the  attention  and  ability  of  my 
client,  that,  instead  of  adding  the  number  these  deplorable  events  deprived 
the  firm  of,  by  fresh  partners,  Crow  and  Jorrocks  divided  the  duties  of 
one  partner  between  them,  and  took  in  Mr.  Simpkins,  who  had  long  filled 
the  office  of  western  traveller,  and  the  partnership  deed  was  then  drawn 
out  in  the  names  of  Potts,  Crow,  Tims,  Jorrocks,  and  Simpkins.     I  need 
not  follow  my  respectable  client  through  the  long  labyrinth  of  years  that 
followed,  or  through  the  weary  mazes  of  commercial  transactions  and  spe- 
culations which  throve  under  his  auspices ; — suffice  it  to  say,  that  revolving 
years  found  Mr.  Jorrocks  constant  and  sedulous  at  his  warehouse,  until 
the  man  who  entered  as  the  junior  partner  of  the  house  stood  at  the  head 
of  a  firm  so  long  and  so  extensive,  that  it  became  necessary  to  condense 
its  name  under  the  title  of  Jorrocks  &  Co.     I  will  give  my  learned  friend 
the  benefit  of  the  admission,  that  for  many  years  my  client  was  in  the 
habit  of  devoting  his  Saturdays  to  what  Mr.  Moonface  calls  hunt-festivals, 
and  I  will  also  give  him  the  benefit  of  the  admission  that  the  county  of 
Surrey  was  the  arena  of  his  operations.      So  far  back  as  during  the 
management  of  Mr.  Maberly,  my  client's  name  appears  as  a  subscriber  to 
the  Surrey  hunt,  and  the  same  punctuality  of  payment  characterises  this 
matter  that  characterises  all  his  other  transfictions.     My  learned  friend 
commenced  with  a  broad  general  rule,  that  any  man  following  a  pursuit 
at  variance  with  trade  must  necessarily  follow  it  to  the  detriment  of  the 
former^  forgetting  all  the  while,  that  though  in  trade,  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  so 


494  HANDLET  CROSS; 

far  independent  of  it  as  to  be  able  to  recreate  himself,  how  and  when  he 
pleases,  just  as  though  he  never  had  anything  to  do  with  it.  But, 
gentlemen  of  the  jury,  though  you,  and  I,  and  Mr.  Martin  Mooniaoe, 
may  not  be  aware  of  it,  I  am  instructed  to  state  that  hunting  is  not  only 
compatible  with  trade,  but  may  even  be  followed  with  advantageous 
results." 

*'  So  it  may ! "  exdaimed  Mr.  Jorrooks ;  *'  so  it  may  1  wenr  good  1  say 
it*s  the  sport  of  kings ;  the  image  of  war,  without——"  "  O^vfer, 
order^  order  !^*  cried  dl  three  commissioners  at  once.  "Beally,  Mr. 
Jorrocks,"  observed  the  chief,  '*  we  shall  have  to  order  you  out  of  court 
if  you  persist  in  interrupting  counsel."  "Now  do,  Mr.  Jorrocks," 
interposed  the  learned  Sergeant,  very  mildly,  "  let  me  argue  your  case  for 
you,  or  else  take  it  in  hand  entirely  youn^;  for  between  us  we  shall 
make  nothing  of  it" 

"  True,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  true ;  too  many  cooks  always  spoil 
the  broth ;  but  just  say  now  that  'unting  is  the  sport  of  kings,  the 
image  of  war  without  its  guilt,  and  only  five-and-twenty  per  cent  of  its 
danger." 

**  But  though  I  make  this  statement  broadly  and  unequivocally,**  con- 
tinued the  learned  Seijeant,  without  noticing  Mr.  Jorrocks's  suggestion, 
"  I  take  a  still  higher  ground,  and  say  that  my  client's  means  entitle  him 
to  follow  what  pursuit  he  pleases,  r^ardless  of  all  pecuniary  considera- 
tions. He  is  a  wealthy  man ;  and  unless  the  promoters  of  this  inquiry 
can  show  that  he  is  spending  such  a  sum  upon  the  maintenance  of  hu 
dogs  as  involves  a  probability  of  injury — ^injury  of  such  an  extent,  mind 
you,  as  to  amount  almost  to  utter  ruin — ^unless  they  can  do  this,  I  say, 
the  success  of  their  case  is  absolutely  hopeless.  This,  gentlemen,  I  dd^ 
the  promoters  of  this  inquiry  to  do.  I  hold  in  my  hand  a  number  of  an 
able  work,  by  Mr.  Blaine,  who  says,  '  that  the  practice  of  field-sporting 
is  both  convenient  and  useful  we  presume  may  be  made  evident,  and  it  is 
only  when  these  rural  amusements  are  followed  so  unceasingly  as  to  rob 
us  of  that  time,  wealth,  and  energy,  which  were  given  us  for  other 
purposes,  that  the  pursuit  of  them  can  be  censured.'  Oefuured,  gentle- 
men, you  observe,  is  the  term ;  so  that  even  if  Mr.  Jorrocks  had  devoted 
both  day  and  night,  and  the  whole  of  his  income  and  energy,  to  the 
amusement  of  hunting,  censure,  and  not  a  commission  of  lunacy  to 
deprive  him  of  the  management  of  his  affairs,  would  be  all  that  he 
merited. 

'*  Bat  let  me  proceed  a  little  farther  with  this  author.  '  The  severest 
moralist  must  allow,'  says  Mr.  Blaine,  '  that  worldly  .wealth  is  a  desirable 

Kssession ;  but  when  the  miser  brings  upon  himself  premature  decay, 
^  the  extent  of  his  daily  toils  and  nightly  speculations  to  amass  riches 
which  he  neither  uses  himself  nor  permits  others  to  ei^'oy,  the  impartial 
observer  sees  in  his  conduct  a  flagrant  abuse  of  wealth : — ^waiped  dj  his 
cupidity,  he  is  poor  in  the  midst  of  his  plenty,  and  remains  fast  locked 
in  the  embraces  of  Want,  that  very  fiend  he  supposes  himself  to  be  ever 
flying  from.'  So  that  you  see,  gentlemen,  so  far  from  Mr.  Jorrocks's 
pastime  being  fitting  subject  of  censure,  it  even  becomes  matter  of 
enconuum  and  recommendation.  My  pursuits,  like  those  of  my  learned 
friend's  on  the  other  side,  have  been  of  such  a  nature  as  to  afford  me  but 
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little  insight  into  the  detail  of  these  hunting  proceedings.  I  believe, 
however,  my  learned  friend  was  right  in  describing  a  hunt-establishment 
to  consist  of  a  multitude  of  dogs,  over  which  the  head  or  chief 
reigns  supreme.  It  is,  I  believe,  the  business  of  the  establishment  to 
muster  at  a  certain  hour  of  a  morning,  and  then  find  a  fox  or  other  wild 
animal,  who  leads  the  mounted  field  a  gallop  across  a  country ;  and  those 
who  know  the  pleasure  there  is  in  being  proudly  borne  on  the  back  of  a 
noble  generous  horse  can  appreciate  the  sensation  of  delight  that  must  be 
experienced  in  riding  at  the  head  of  a  vast  assembly,  composed  of  all  the 
choice  and  gallant  spirits  of  the  land.  The  very  thought  is  exhilarating ! 
The  clear  sky  above,  the  wide  expanse  of  country  around,  the  refineahing 
air,  the  jovial  spirits,  the  neighing  steeds  and  chiding  hounds,  all  in 
one  rush  of  indescribable  joy !     Who  does  not  exclaim  with  Shakspeare, 

'I  was  with  Hercules  and  Cadmus  once, 
When  in  the  wood  of  Crete  they  bayed  the  bear 
With  hounds  of  Sparta :  never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding ;  for,  besideB  the  groves. 
The  skies,  the  fountains,  every  region  near, 
Seem'd  all  one  mutual  cry :  I  never  heard 
So  musical  a  discord,  such  sweet  thunder  !  * " 

"  Bravo !  **  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  "  werry  good  indeed — ^werry  good 
indeed ;  say  it's  the  sport  of  kings,  the  image  of .**  The  commis- 
sioners again  interpose,  and  vow  they  will  turn  Mr.  Jorrocks  out,  or 
commit  him  for  contempt  of  court.  The  sergeant  again  acts  as  mediator, 
Mr.  Jorrocks  growling  something  about  ^'  werry  'ard  that  a  man  mightn't 
kick  up  a  row  in  his  own  court ! " 

"  But  shall  it  be,"  continued  the  learned  Serjeant,  '*  because  a  man 
enters  into  and  enjoys  the  enlivening  scene, — because  for  a  time  he  casts 
off  the  cares  of  the  counter,  and  'this,  every-day  working  world,' and 
roves  unfettered  in  Nature's  wildest,  most  sequestered  scenes,  that  he  is 
to  be  declared  insane  and  incompetent  to  the  management  of  his  affairs  ? 
Forbid  it,  reason !  Forbid  it,  ye  nobler  and  more  generous  feelings  of 
our  nature !  Bather  let  us  suppose,  that,  with  mind  refreshed  and  body 
strengthened,  he  returns  to  the  peaceful  occupations  of  his  trade,  grateful 
for  the  exercise  he  has  enjoyed,  and  thankful  for  the  means  of  partaking 
of  it." 

**  Better  to  rove  in  fields  for  'ealth  unbought, 
Than  fee  the  doctor  for  a  nasty  draught ;  ** 

observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  himself,  in  one  of  his  whispers,  which  produced 
a  roar  of  laughter,  during  a  long  pause  the  learned  Seijeant  made. 

"  My  learned  friend's  feelings  were  shocked  at  Mr.  Jorrocks's  exultation 
at  the  sight  of  the  drooping  dahlias,  and  would  fain  draw  a  conclusion 
that  a  person  who  rejoiced  at  the  return  of  winter  must  necessarily  be 
insane ;  but  consider,  gentlemen,  before  you  adopt  such  an  idea  what 
might  be  your  situation  if  the  sight  of  the  snowdrop  or  crocus,  drawing 
from  you  an  exclamation  of  delight  at  the  sight  of  returning  spring,  was 
to  deprive  you  of  the  management  of  your  flairs,  and,  perhaps,  of  your 
liberty! 

**  All  you  have  heard,  the  evidence  of  Lumpkin,  the  evidence  of  Sniffle, 
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— ^Miss  Sniffle  I  should  say,  the  eTidence  of  Sa? oy,  and  the  eridence  of 
Greenwood,  prove  nothing  but  the  devotion  of  Mr.  Jorrodcs  to  a  highly 
popular  pleasurable  sport ;  and  even  the  constable  Strong,  when  ddul- 
ing  the  act  which  principally  caused  the  issuing  of  this  eommission, 
admitted  that,  for  aught  he  knew  to  the  contrary,  the  purchase  and  stad:- 
ing  of  the  horses  was  a  prudent  and  commendable  act.  Fortunately, 
however,  I  am  in  a  situation  to  prove  that  whatever  Mr.  Jorrocks  has 
done  in  the  way  of  management  has  been  prudent  and  cautious,  that  his 
character  is  humane  and  moderate,  and  his  uniform  conduct  all  that  can 
be  desired  of  an  honest  grocer  and  a  good  man.  My  fervent  hope  is, 
that  my  excellent  client  may  not  suffer  through  the  deficiency  of  his 
advocate.  I  am  aware  that  I  have  not  acquitt^  myself  to  the  unfor- 
tunate gentleman — unfortunate  in  being  plaoed  in  such  a  situation — in  the 
manner  I  could  have  wished  ;  but  I  feel  confident,  when  you  have  heard 
the  evidence  I  shall  now  proceed  to  offer,  that  you  will  come  to  the 
only  conclusion  open  from  the  premises,  namely,  that  Mr.  Jorrocks  is 
not  only  a  rational,  but  a  highly  talented  man." 

A  buzz  of  applause  followed  the  close  of  the  learned  Serjeant^s  address, 
of  which  the  foregoing  is  merely  an  outline,  and  the  Court  availed  itself 
of  the  break  in  the  proceedings  to  retire  for  a  few  minutes. 

Mr.  Jorrocks,  whose  spirits  rose  thirty  per  cent,  with  the  eloquence  of 
his  advocate,  now  mounted  upon  the  table,  and,  dancing  about  on  one 
leg,  declared  he  would  **  beat  them  arter  all," — offering  to  lay  any  one 
a  guinea  'at  to  a  sou'-wester  that  he  did ;  upon  which  Pigg,  seeing  the 
Jury  eyeing  him,  exclaimed,  "  Had  the  gob  thou  ard  gouk."  Where- 
upon nothing  would  serve  Jorrocks  but  Pigg  should  sing  them  one  of  his 
national  melodies, — should  sing  them, 

"  Unrivalled  the  *ound8  o'er  which  Jorrocks  presides.'* 

but  Pigg  was  impervious,  telling  bis  master  "  he'd  desarve  arl  he  gat  gin 
he  went  ramin'  on  that  way." 


CHAPTER  LXVIII. 

THE   COURT   RESUMES. 


Mr.  Serjeant  Horsefield,  having  refreshed  himself  with  a  glass  of 
sherry  and  a  water  biscuit,  now  rustles  back  into  court ;  and  all  parties 
being  again  prepared,  he  glances  at  his  brief  and  exclaims,  "  Call  William 
Bower !  '*  whereupon  our  versatile  friend  Bill  emerges  from  a  side  room, 
or  rather  a  closet,  in  which  he  had  been  ensconced,  attired  in  the  incon- 
gruous habiliments  that  theatrical  people  and  cockneys  consider  peculiar 
to  sportsmen.  What  a  sight  it  is  to  see  a  fox-hunter  put  upon  the  stage  ! 
Mr.  Bowker,  who  has  come  to  assist  his  great  patron  out  of  trouble,  by 
assuming  the  character  of  a  fox-hunter  at  short  notice,  has  got  himself, 
as  he  thinks,  becomingly  up.  He  has  on  a  pair  of  Mr.  Jorrocks's  drab 
shags  and  top-boots ;  and,  as  a  red  coat  would  be  inappropriate  in  a  court 
of  justice,  he  preserves  the  character  in  a  bright  green  one,  with  a  black 
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velvet  collar,  and  a  hare  on  a  dead  (i^old  button,  with  a  burnislied  rim. 
His  capacious  chest  is  covered  with  foxts*  heads  on  a  double-breasted, 
worsted-worked,  brown  waistcoat,  and  his  green  cashmere  neckcloth  is 
secured  in  front  with  a  gilt  coach-and-four  brooch.  He  has  a  cane-whip 
stick  in  one  hand,  and  a  hat  with  a  red  cord  to  it  in  the  other. 

"  You  are,  I  believe,  Mr.  Bowker, — a  great  merchant  ?  "  said  Seijeant 
Horsefield,  eyeing  him  intently,  as  one  does  a  person  we  think  we  have 
seen  before. 

"  Head  of  the  great  house  of  Bowker  and  C!o.'*  replied  Bill  with  a 
slight  bend  of  his  body,  as  he  dived  his  forefinger  and  thumb  into  a 
massive  gilt  snuff-box  set  round  with  brilliants,  and  a  huge  mock  diamond 
in  the  centre  of  the  lid. 

And  a  great  sportsman,  I  believe  ?  "  continued  the  SeijeanL 
And  a  great  sportsman,"  repeated  Bill,  drawing  the  immense  pinch 
off  his  thumb  up  his  nose  with  a  long  and  noisy  snitf. 

''  You  have  hunted  in  many  countries,  I  believe  ?  *'  continued  the 
Seijeant,  **  and  are  well  acquainted  with  the  minutite  of  the  management 
of  a  pack  of  fox-hounds  ?  " 

"Perfectly  so,"  replied  Bill,  twirling  his  hat-string  round  his  fore- 
finger. 

'*  You  are  well  acquainted  with  Mr.  Jorrocks,  the  gentleman  respecting 
whom  we  are  met  together  this  day  ?  " 

Mr,  Bowker, — "  Have  known  Mr.  Jorrocks  long  and  intimately." 

"  Then  would  you  have  the  kindness  to  state  to  the  Court  your  opinion 
generally  of  that  gentleman  ?  " 

'*  My  opinion  generally,"  said  Bill  running  his  many-ringed  fingers 
through  his  sandy  locks ;  "  my  general  opinion  is — ^is — ^is — that  he  is 
quite  the  gent  J* 

"Ah I  but  the  Court  would  like  to  know  what  vou  consider  of  him  in 
relation  to  general  life  ?  " 

"  In  relation  to  general  life,"  repeated  Bill ;  "  I  should  say  he  is  a  very 
good  relation, — good  as  a  grandmother  to  me,  I'm  sure, — liberal — 
hospitable — dines  at  five  and  never  waits  for  any  one." 

"  I  think  you  do  not  exactly  understand  the  point  I  wish  to  arrive 
at.  I  wish  you,  as  an  old  and  intimate  friend  of  Mr.  Jorrocks,  to 
state  the  impression  that  gentleman*s  general  conduct  creates  in  your 
mind." 

Mr.  Bowker, — "  Mr.  Jorrocks'  general  conduct,  I  should  say,  is  very 
much  the  conduct  of  opulent  merchants  generally, — he  takes  care  of  the 
pence  and  lets  the  pounds  take  care  of  themselves, — he's  very  rich." 

"  Then  you  consider  him  a  good  9ian  of  business  ?  " 

"  Capital  man  of  business — double  entry— cash  at  Christmas,  bill- 
book  off  by  heart,  and  so  forth." 

"  And  in  his  amusements  you  consider  him  sober  and  rational?  " 

"  Oh,  quite !  He's  president  of  our  free-and-easy,  chairman  of  the 
incorporated  society  of  Good  Fellows,  and  recorder  of  the  Wide-awake 
Club." 

Serjeant  Horsefield, — "  Are  those  high  ofiices  ?  " 

"  Undoubtedly  so." 

"  And  conferred  on  men  of  talent  and  standing  P  " 


OR,  WBL.  JOREOCKS'S  HUKT.  499 

fifty-six  horses  per  calendar  month,  and  fifly-six  horses  per  calendar 
month  is " 

Serjeant  Uorsefield, — "  Never  mind  any  further  calculation.  Am  I  to 
understand,  then,  that  you  consider  buyinji:  and  stacking  the  horses  was  a 
prudent  step  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Jorrocks  ?  " 

Mr,  Bowker. — "  Undoubtedly  so  ; — war  and  aU  things  considered,  he 
must  either  have  stacked  or  potted  them." 

.  "Pray,  Mr.  Bowker,"  inquired  Mr.  Smith,  the  Islington  toy-shop- 
keeper, looking  uncommonly  wise,  "  may  I  inquire  if  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  a 
Poor-law  guardian  ?  " 

"  No  he's  not,"  replied  Mr.  Bowker,  with  a  sneer. 

Mr.  Martin  Moonface  now  proceeded  to  take  Bill  in  hand. 

"  I  think  I  understood  you  to  tell  my  learned  friend  that  you  are  a 
great  sportsman  ?  "  observed  he. 

"  Right  1 "  replied  Bill,  taking  a  huge  pinch  of  snuff. 

"  Pray  do  you  keep  hounds  yourself?  " 

Mr.  Bowker  (flattered  by  the  supposition). — "  No,  sir,  not  at  present 
at  least." 

Mr,  Moonface, — "  Then  you  have  kept  them  ?  " 

Mr.  Bowker. — "  Why,  no,  not  exactly — thinking  of  it." 

Mr.  Moonface. — "  It  will  depend,  perhaps,  upon  the  verdict  of  this 
case?" 

Mr.  Bowker  (nodding). — "  Perhaps  so." 

Mr.  Moonface. — "  Then  you  merely  hunt  with  other  people's  hounds  ?  " 

Mr.  Bowker. — *'  Merely  hunt  with  other  people's  hounds." 

Mr,  Moonface. — "  Pray  whose  hounds  do  you  hunt  with  ?  " 

Mr,  Bowker, — "  Oh,  just  any  that  come  in  the  way, — the  Clueen's, 
Prince  Albert's — Prince  Albert's,  the  Queen's." 

Mr.  Moonface. — "  Then  you  are  not  speaking  from  your  own  knowledge 
when  you  say  Mr.  Jorrocks'  hounds  would  eat  a  brace  of  horses  a-day  ?  " 

Mr.  Bowker. — "Not  of  my  own  knowledge  exactly." 

Mr.  Moonface. — "  Then  what  made  you  say  so  ?  " 

Mr.  Bowker  (looking  rather  disconcerted). — "Why,  I  suppose  they  must 
eat — couldn't  hunt  if  they  didn't  eat." 

Mr»  Moonface. — "  But  might  not  they  eat  more  than  a  brace  of  horses 
a-day  ? " 

Mr.  Bowker. — "  Undoubtedly  they  might." 

Mr.  Moonface. — "Now  might  they  not  eat  three  just  as  well  as  two, 
for  anything  you  knew  to  the  contrary  ?  " 

Mr.  Bowker. — "  For  anything  I  know  to  the  contrary." 

Mr.  Moonface. — "  Ah,  but  say  yes  or  no." 

Mr.  Bowker.—'*  Yes  or  no  ?  " 

Mr.  Moonface. — "  Come,  sir,  don't  fence  with  the  question.  I  want  you 
to  give  a  direct  negative  or  a  direct  affirmative  to  that  question, — whether, 
for  anything  you  know  to  the  contrary,  Mr.  Jorrocks's  hounds  might  not 
eat  three  horses  a-dav,  as  well  as  two." 

*'  What  I  five  a  day  P  "  replied  Bill: 

Mr,  Moonface. — "  No,  sir ; — ^might  not  Mr.  Jorrocks's  honnds  eat  three 
horses  a-day  for  anything  you  know  to  the  contrary  ?  " 

Mr,  Bowker. — "  Perhaps  they  might.'* 
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Mr.  JToof^/bce.—- "  Well  now,  sir,  haviDg  got  that  question  answered, 
let  me  ask  you  another." 

''Certainly/'  interrupted  BUI. 

'*  What  would  be  the  value  of  each  horse  P  " 

Jfr.  Bcwker. — *'  Value  of  each  horse ! — how  can  I  tell  withont  seeing 
them  ?    I  give  a  couple  of  'undred  for  some  of  mine.'* 

"  I'm  talking  of  dead  horses." 

"  I  know  nothing  about  dead  horses — ^I'm  not  a  Whitechi^  knacker !  '* 

Mr.  MooHface. — '*Well,  sir,  but  you  talked  just  now  of  horseflesh 
rising  in  price  in  consequence  of  the  war." 

"  That  was  de^logicsUy  considered/'  replied  BiU,  with  a  smile. 

Mr.  Moonfaee. — '*  You  say  Mr«  Jorrocks  is  a  good  man  of  business — 
takes  care  of  the  pence  and  leaves  the  pounds  to  take  care  of  themselves^ 
— ^I  suppose  from  that,  you  mean  to  say  he  is  penny  wise  and  pound 
foolish." 

Mr*  Bowker. — "  Pardon  me ;  no  such  thing — pounds  are  supposed  to 
be  better  able  to  take  care  of  themselves  than  pence— Mr.  Jorrocks  has  a  ' 
very  proper  respect  for  a  sovereign — very  loyal!  " 

"  Ton  mentioned  some  dubs,  I  think,  Mr.  Bowker,  that  Mr.  Jorrocks 
belongs  to ;  pray  what  is  the  nature  of  them  ?  " 

"  Nature  of  them,  sir — nature  of  them,  sir, — convivial,  inteUectual, 
musical — musical,  intellectual,  convivial ! " 

Mr.  Moonfaee, — "  The  free-and-easy,  for  instance,  what  is  that  ?  '* 

*'  Convivial,  musical — musical,  convivial ! " 

Mr.  Moonfaee. — "  Where  does  it  hold  its  sittings  P  " 

"  Sky-parlour  of  the  '  Pig  in  Trouble,'  Oxford  Street ;  sign,  *  Pig  in 
the  Pound ;'  motto, — 

*  Self-praise,  we  know,  is  all  a  bubble, 
Do  let  me  out,  I  am  in  trouble  !* " 

*'  Never  mind  the  motto— tell  the  Court  now  what  are  the  rules  of  that 
society." 

"  Certainly, — sir,  certainly.  Fundamental  rules  of  the  *  Sublime 
Society  '  are,  that  members  eat  nothing  but  chops  and  Welsh  rabbits  ; 
drink  nothing  but  port  wine,  porter,  or  punch,  and  never  take  offence  at 
what  each  other  say  or  do." 

Mr.  Moonfaee, — '*  The  members  may  take  all  sorts  of  liberties  with 
each  other  ?  " 

"  Undoubtedly !  cut  all  sorts  of  jokes !  " 

Mr.  Moonfaee. — **  Call  each  other  names,  play  tricks,  and  practical 
jokes — like  the  officers  of  the  Forty-Sixth  ?  " 

"Undoubtedly  so  —  undoubtedly  so;  jokes,  tricks,  names  —  names, 
tricks,  jokes ! — just  like  the  officers  of  the  Forty-Sixth." 

'*  And  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  the  president  of  this  society  ?  " 

Mr,  Bowker, — '*  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  the  president  of  this  society."  . 

"  And  what  are  the  distinguishing  characteristics  of  a  president  ?  " 

Mr,  Bowker,'^**  AH  the  distinguishing  characteristics  in  the  world — 
sits  on  a  throne— ^wears  the  crown  and  robes — collar,  grand  order  of 
jMaMJM^pssses  sentence  on  offenders — month   in  a  muffin-shop-— 

f-water — ^kiss  the  cook — ^no  appeal" 
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Mr,  Moonface. — "  And  what  offences  do  you  try  P  " 

Mr,  Bowier, — "Anything — not  particular — anything  to  make  fun- 
try  a  man  for  saying  a  good  thing— try  a  man  for  saying  a  bad  thing,—- 
whatever  comes  uppermost." 

*'  And  this  you  consider  intellectual  ?  " 

Mr,  Bowker, — "  Pardon  me,  conviviaV* 

"  Do  you  adqnit  strangers  to  the  *  Sublime  Society  ?  *  " 

Mr,  Bowker. — "On  certain  days — grand  days,*in  fact,  when  the  regalia 
is  used — bishop's  mitre,  caps  and  bells,  and  so  on." 

"  And  do  you  proceed  on  the  free-and-easy  principle  with  strangers  ?  " 

Mr.  Bowker.'^**  Undoubtedly  so." 

"  Then  you  must  astonish  them  a  little." 

Mr.  Bowker  (with  a  wink). — "Galvanise  them  /" 

Mr.  Moonface. — "  And  pray  what  is  the  collar  with  the  grand  order  of 
Jerusalem  like  ?  " 

Mr.  Bowker, — "  Gold  and  enamel  —  enamel  and  gold,  like  my  lord 
mayor's." 

Mr,  Moonface. — "  And  the  order  of  Jerusalem,  what  is  it  like  ?  " 

Mr.  Bowker, — "  Simply  a  Jerusalem,  suspended  to  a  collar." 

Mr,  Moonface, — "  But  what  is  a  Jerusalem  P  " 

Mr.  Bowker. — "  Jerusalem — jackass  ! — jackass — Jerusalem  ! "  (Roars 
of  laughter.) 

Mr. Moonface. — "And  the  club  has  a  button,  I  believe  ?  " 

Mr.  Bowker. — "  Jerusalem  button — motto,  *  Ge-o,  Neddy !  "  (Re- 
newed laughter.) 

Mr.  Moonface. — "And  where  does  the  Wide-awake  Glub  hold  its 
sittings  ?  " 

Mr.  Bowker. — "  At  the  '  Cauliflower,*  in  Cateaton  Street." 

"  And  what  are  the  distinguishing  features  of  that  club  ? — What  style 
of  men,  in  fact,  is  it  composed  of  ?  " 

•*  All  stylish  men — velvet  collars,  Hessian  boots,  kid  gloves  !  " 

"  No,  I  mean  what  class  of  men  is  it  composed  of !  " 

Mr.  Bowker. — "First-class  men — merchants,  bankers,  private  gentle- 
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"  And  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  recorder  of  that  society  ? 

Mr.  Bowker. — "  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  recorder  of  that  society.' 

"Does  he  sit  in  state  there  also,  in  a  crown  and  robes,  with  a  Jerusalem 
round  his  neck?"  (Great  laughter.) 

Mr.  Bowker. — "  No ;  the  president  is  chosen  every  evening.  Afier  a 
constitution  is  obtained,  the  first  member  that  says  a  good  thing  takes  the 
chair,  and  it  is  the  duty  of  the  recorder  to  enter  the  saying,  and  the 
circumstances  that  led  to  it,  in  the  book.'* 

"  And  then  what  do  you  do  ?  " 

Mr,  Bowker  (after  a  pause). — "  Drink  brandy  and  water  I  '* 

"And  that  is  intellectual  ?  '* 

Mr.  Bowker. — "  Pardon  me ;  convivial — convivial  decidedly. 

"  Then  what  is  the  intellectual  portion  of  your  entertainments?" 

Mr.  Bowker. — "Oh  1  why  when  somebody  sings  or  spouts,  that  is  both 
musical  and  intellectuaL" 

"  And  then  you  all  get  very  drank,  I  suppose  P" 
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Mr,  Bowker. — "  Pardon  me ;  drunkenness  is  forbidden." 

'*  Then  how  far  may  you  go  with  impunity?" 

Mr.  Bowker. — "  By  the  twenty-first  canon  of  the  *  Sublime  Sodety '  of 
the  free-and-easy  club,  it  is  enacted,  that  no  member  shall  be  considered 
drunk  or  b'able  to  the  pains  and  penalties  contingent  upon  intoxication,  if 
he  can  lie  without  holding." 

Mr.  Moonface, — *'  Then  after  he  is  incapacitated  from  walking,  if  he 
can  lie  still  on  the  floor  he  is  considered  sober  P  " 

Mr.  Bowker, — "  He  is  not  considered  drunk." 

Mr.  Mooitface  (eyeing  the  jury). — "  He  is  not  considered  drunk."  To 
Mr.  Bowker,  "  You  may  stand  down." 

*'  With  all  my  heart ;  "  adding  as  he  went,  "  never  had  such  a  wigging 
in  my  life." 

Our  old  fi'iend  Eoger  Swizzle  was  the  next  witness.  Time,  we  are 
sorry  to  say — and  perhaps  port  wine — had  done  little  towards  improving 
Roger's  figure  and  complexion.  His  once  roseate  face  had  assumed  a 
very  ripe  mulberry  hue,  while  his  snub  nose  bore  some  disfiguring  marks, 
called  by  the  florists  grog-blossoms.  Hia  bristly,  brushed  back  hair  was 
still  strong,  but  sadly  bleached,  and  his  bright  twinkling  eyes  were  about 
the  only  features  remaining  as  they  were.  Neither  was  his  costume  more 
becoming.  His  puddingy  neckcloth  was  more  clumsy,  his  brown  coat 
more  uncouth,  his  black  waistcoat  more  stained,  his  drab  trousers  shorter, 
and  his  high-lows  thicker  and  more  developed. 

Serjeant^  Horsefield  received  him  with  a  bow.  **  You  are,  I  believe," 
said  be,  "  a  medical  gentleman  in  extensive  practice  at  Handley  Gross,  and 
well  acquainted  with  Mr.  Jorrocks  ?  " 

"  I  am,"  replied  Mr.  Swizzle. 

"Then  will  you  have  the  kindness  to  favour  the  Court  with  your 
opinion  of  that  gentleman  ?  " 

Roger  Swizzle. — "  Certainly,  sir.  He's  what  I  should  call  a  verv  good 
feUow." 

"  No,  I  mean  with  respect  to  his  intellect.  Do  you  consider  him  of 
sound  mind  ?  " 

•*  Sound  as  a  bell." 

"  And  capable  of  managing  his  affairs  ?  " 

"No  doubt  about  it.— Why  shouldn't  he ?  " 

"  That's  a  trump  !  "  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  aloud  to  himself,  adding, 
"  No  doubt  about  it.'* 

Mr.  Moonface  then  proceeded  to  cross-examine  Roger  Swizzle  : — 

"  You  say,  Mr.  Swizzle,"  said  he,  "  that  you  arc  in  a  great  way  of 
practice;  pray  is  it  among  gentlemen  afflicted  with  Mr.  Jorrocks'  infirmity?" 
(Mr.  Moonface  putting  his  finger  to  his  forehead.) 

"Why,  no,"  replied  Mr.  Swizzle,  "principally  among  gentlemen 
afflicted  with  this  infirmity,"  (poking  his  finger  against  his  stomach). 

Mr.  Moonface. — "  Just  so  ;  you  are  what  they  call  a  diet  doctor." 

Roger  Swizzle. — "  I  don't  know  I'm  sure  what  they  may  call  me." 

Mr.  Moonface. — "  Suppose  they  were  to  call  you  a  *  lushy  cove,*  would 
there  be  any  truth  in  that  ?  " 

Roger  Swizzle. — "  None  whatever  I  " 

"  And  yet  you  like  your  wine?  " 
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Roger  Swizzle, — "  Good  wine." 

"  And  what  do  you  consider  good  wine." 

Roger  Swizzle, — "  Two  bottles  of  port  is  the  best  of  all  wine." 

James  Pigg  was  the  last  witness. 

"  Now ;  Pigg,"  said  Serjeant  Horsefield,  "  you  are,  I  believe,  hunts- 
man to  Mr.  Jorrocks,  and  as  such,  have  the  management  of  his  hounds 
and  horses  P  "  , 

"  Ar  has,"  replied  Pigg,  with  a  sniff  of  his  hand  across  his  nose,  and 
a  hitch  of  his  braceless  breeches. 

"And  as  such  you  have  frequent  opportunities  of  seeing  and  judging  of 
your  master's  conduct  at  home  and  abroad  ?  " 

"  Yeas,"  drawled  out  Pigg.     "  Out  a-huntin'  that's  to  say." 

"  Will  you  now  favour  the  Court  with  your  opinion  of  it  generally  ?  " 

Pigg. — "  Why,  noo,  ar  should  say  he's  a  varra  good  ard  man,  baith  at 
fayeam  and  abroard— he  gives  me  monny  a  shiUin',  and  monuy  a  glass  o' 
brandy  i*  card  weather,  and  sic  like  times." 

Serjeant  Horsejield. — **  Ah,  but  I  want  to  know  more  about  his  head- 
piece, you  know — more  how  you  think  he  manages  his  establishment 
in-doors  and  out." 

Pigg. — "Why,  noo,  ar  should  say  he  manishes  'em  all  gaily  well, 
barrin'  that  bit  bowdekite,  Ben ;  but  sink  him  !  gin  ar  had  him,  ard  soon 
manish  him." 

Serjeant  Horsefield. — "  And  his  hounds,  how  do  you  think  he  manages 
them  ?  " 

Pigg, — "  Why,  noo,  ar  think  the  hunds  'ill  be  just  'bout  the  war$t 
thing  he  does.  He*s  all  for  stuffin'  of  their  bellies  till  they're  not  fit  to 
gan,  and  his  back  casts  are  parfectZ^^  ridicklus." 

Serjeant  Horsejleld, — "  Well,  but  that  is  mere  matter  of  opinion, 
isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Ar,  hut  ar  say  it  im*t  matter  o'  pinion  !  "  roared  Pigg.  "  Ye  gan 
and  ax  Payne,  or  Goodall,  or  any  on  'em,  if  iver  they  mak  back  casts 
first,  unless  they  see  it  fox  has  bin  hidded." 

Serjeant  Horsefield, — "But you  don't  mean  to  say  that,  because  a^man 
makes  back  casts  first,  he  is  necessarily  mad  ?  " 

Pigg, — "  !Mad,  aye !  ne  doot !  what  else  could  he  be  ?  " 

The  Serjeant  looking  sadly  disconcerted,  sat  down. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Pigg,"  commenced  Mr.  Moonface,  in  a  familiar  tone,  "  and 
«o  you  fill  the  distinguished  post  of  huntsman  in  this  celebrated  hunt,  of 
which  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  the  head  ?  " 

"  Ar  does,"  replied  Pigg,  wondering  what  they  were  going  over  the 
«ame  ground  again  for. 

Mr,  Moonface, — "  And  if  I  am  rightly  informed,  you  were  selected  on 
account  of  your  great  knowledge  and  experience  in  these  matters  ?  " 

"Ar's  warn'd  ye,"  replied  Pigg;  "it  wasn't  like  they'd  chose  me 
because  ar  was  a  feul !  " 

Mr,  Moonface, — "  Well,  now,  you  told  my  learned  friend  something 
about  back  casts.  Will  you  allow  me  to  ask  you  if  you  think  any  man  in 
his  senses  would  make  back  casts  ?  " 

"  Niver  such  a  thing  1  Not  at  first  hand  like ;  always  make  the  head 
good  first.     Sink  it  1  ar's  talked,  and  ar'a  battled,  and  ar's  cussed  wor 
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hu  horn,  flnd  taken  tbem  back  o  ei  the  tbttit  aame  grnnd,  while  the  fox 
all  the  time  was  ganniu'  gtraight  away." 

Mr.  Moon/ace. — "  And  that  you  consider  very  ridiculous  t " 

"  Parrecl?M  ridicVlua  1  " 

Mr.  Moon/ace. — "  And  what  no  man  that  knew  what  he  waa  about 
would  do  P  " 

i't;^  (vehemently). — "NiTeraec  a  thing  1  Ni»er  sec  a  thing  I  Ax 
nrd  Sebright,  or  ony  on  'em.  Wliati*er  ye  de,  always  cast  forrarl  for  a 
fox;"  saying  which,  Pigg  hitched  np  his  breeches  again,  and  rolled 
frantically  out  of  the  witness-box. 

The  Commissioner  proceeded  to  address  the  jury : — 
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"  This  was  a  case  of  great  peculiarity,"  he  observed,  "  but  he  thought 
of  little  difficulty,  inasmuch  as  the  main  question — the  existence  of  a  most 
extraordinary  establishment — was  admitted,  and  the  only  question  for 
them  to  decide  was  whether  such  an  establishment  was  compatible  with 
their  ideas  of  rational  life  and  the  steady  course  of  mercantile  pursuits. 
If  he  mistook  not,  they  were  all  merchants ;  and  it  was  for  them  to  say 
what  effect  one  of  their  body,  arraying  himself  in  a  scarlet  coat  with 
a  blue  collar ;  or  a  sky-blue  coat  with  pink-silk  lining  and  canary-coloured 
shorts ;  or,  again,  in  the  crown  and  robes  of  a  member  of  the  Sublime 
Society,  with  the  grand  order  of  Jerusalem  round  his  neck,  would  have 
upon  their  minds.  The  evidence,  though  slightly  conflicting  in  some 
parts,  was,  he  thought,  very  clear ;  nor  did  he  think  either  Mr.  Bowker 
or  Pigg  had  done  anything  towards  lessening  the  force  of  it.  Indeed, 
the  latter  seemed  to  consider  the  very  way  in  which  the  unfortunate 
gentleman  managed  his  extraordinary  establishment  of  hounds  was 
strongly  symptomatic  of  incompetence. 

"  There  was  no  doubt  that  a  man  might  be  mad  upon  hunting  as  well 
as  upon  any  other  point.  It  was  for  them  to  consider  whether  Mr. 
Jorrocks  bad  carried  the  thing  so  far  as  to  amount  to  insanity.  It  was 
immaterial  that  other  men  were  equally  enthusiastic.  It  was  no  reason 
for  permitting  one  madman  to  remain  at  large,  that  there  were  many 
others  equally  mad.  The  Court  would  consider  their  cases,  and  deal 
with  them  if  their  next  of  kin  thought  proper  to  bring  them  before  it. 
It  certainly  did  appear  a  most  extraordinary  pursuit  for  a  rational  being  to 
devote  himself  to,  in  the  manner  Mr.  Jorrocks  appears  to  have  done ; 
and  with  that  observation  he  should  leave  the  case  in  the  hands  of  the 

jury. 

The  jury  thereupon  retired^  more  for  the  sake  of  appearances  or  for 
having  a  parting  crack,  than  from  any  difference  of  opinion  as  to  the 
state  of  our  friend's  mind. 

If  indeed  any  doubt  had  existed,  it  would  have  been  speedily  dispelled 
by  Hobbs,  the  court  head-dress  maker,  putting  himself  in  attitude,  dis- 
tending his  great  flobby  cheeks,  and  exclaiming — "  Fancy  me  in  a  red 
coat  and  cap  ridin'  about  'Amstead  'eath,  with  a  pack  of  'ounds  at  my 
'eels  1 " 

"  Aye,  fancy  him  ! "  exclaimed  Coxon,  the  poulterer,  who  kept  a 
trotting  pony  and  called  himself  a  sportsman. 

They  then  talked  Jorrocks  over. 

One  knew  his  face,  another  his  figure,  a  third  his  "  fist,"  having  had  a 
bill  of  his  once. 

It  was  generally  admitted  that  he  was  "  respectable,"  indeed,  as  Mr. 
Rounding  observed,  if  he  hadn't  been  his  friends  wouldn't  have  troubled 
a  commission,  and  as  Eounding's  feeding  time  was  then  long  past, 
he  got  them  to  return  into  Court,  where  he  delivered  a  verdict  of 
"  Insanity,"  adding  that  *'  Mr.  Jorrocks  had  been  incapable  of  managing 
his  affairs  since  he  took  the  Handley  JDrons  Houndt** 
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CHAPTER  LXIX. 

BELINDA  AT  SUIT  DOLEFUL. 

Great  was  the  astonishmeiit,  both  at  Handley  Cross  and  in  London, 
at  the  intelligence  of  this  verdict. 

It  was  viewed  and  commented  upon,  according  as  the  tastes  and 
inclinations  of  the  parties  inclined  towards  mirth  or  took  a  serious 
turn.  Some  thought  it  quite  right ;  others,  that  the  jury  were  mad 
themselves.  The  Swizzleites  and  the  Melloites  divided,  as  usual.  The 
annoyance  of  such  a  thing  as  a  oonmiission  of  lunacy  is  enough  to  drive 
a  sane  man  mad ;  and  Mr.  Jorrocks's  indignant  outburst  and  threatening 
conduct  were  construed  into  violence,  and  a  removal,  for  quiet  insisted 
upon  by  the  promoters  of  the  commission.  To  Hoxton  then  he  went, 
to  the  large  brick  house,  with  the  pond  behind,  and  the  tall  poplars  before 
it,  which  stands  so  gloomily  secluded  as  almost  to  mark  itself  out  for 
such  an  asylum. 

Among  the  earliest  visitors  that  called  upon  Mrs.  Jorrocks  from  Handley 
Cross  was  Captain  Doleful  Hearing  of  the  verdict,  he  bethought  him 
that  something  might  be  done  in  the  matter  of  the  horse,  either  by  way 
of  total  or  partial  refunding ;  and,  accordingly,  he  took  a  second-class 
fare  by  the  early  train  of  the  Lilywhite-sand  railway,  and  sought  the 
"  lovely  retirement "  of  Great  Coram  Street. 

Mrs.  Jorrocks  received  him  with  fervour,  for  she  remembered  his 
attention  at  the  fancy-ball,  and,  moreover,  had  an  idea  that  "  Jun  '*  had 
been  rather  too  many  for  him  in  the  matter  of  the  'oss. 

Both  sat  silent  for  some  time,  Mrs.  Jorrocks  heaving  heavy  sighs,  and 
the  captain  playing  with  tiie  broad  crape  that  enveloped  his  newly  lined 
old  hat. 

*'  Sad  business  this,  captin,"  at  length  observed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  with 
a  groan. 

"  Melancholy  in  the  extreme,"  replied  the  captain. 

"  Poor  Jun  1  it's  a  pity  but  he*d  stuck  to  the  Surrey — ^might  have  gone 
on  with  them  for  long." 

"  I  dou't  know  that,"  rejoined  the  captain,  recollecting  that  he  was  the 
man  who  got  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  take  the  Handley  Cross  Hounds ;  "  it 
would  have  broken  out  some  other  way — set  fire  to  his  house,  perhaps, 
or  some  such  thing." 

" Oh,  dear !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  who  dreaded  fire ;  "it  seems 
like  a  hinterposition  of  Providence,  that  he  did  take  them  then." 

"  Been  better  for  me  if  he'd  set  fire  to  his  bouse,"  observed  Captain 
Doleful,  with  a  ghastly  smile. 

**  'Ow  so  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Jorrocks. 

"  I  shouldn't  have  been  done  with  the  horse,"  replied  he. 

"Ah,  true!"  recollected  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  ''that  'oss  business  was  a 
bad  'un ;  Jun  understands  'osses  rayth^r  too  well ;  but,  howsomever,  you 
are  rich,  and  well  able  to  bear  it." 

"  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  rich,  too,"  observed  Captain  Doleful. 
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He  was  afore  be  took  the  'ounds,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks. 

Oh,  but  the  hounds  couldn't  hurt  him — small  establishment — ^large 

subscription.** 

"  I  doesn't  know ;  it's  the  'ounds  that  have  done  the  mischief  how- 

somever,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks. 

"  They  might  turn  his  head,  but  they  couldn't  hurt  his  pocket — at 

least,  if  he  has  what  people  say." 

**  Well,  I  doesn't  know  nothin'  about  that,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks, 

heaving  a  sigh. 

♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  * 

'*  I  suppose  there'll  be  no  difficulty  in  the  way  of  an  equitable  arrange- 
ment about  the  horse,"  observed  Captain  Doleful,  after  a  pause ;  '*  it's 
hard  for  me  to  bear  the  whole  of  the  brunt." 

"  Tm  sure  I  should  be  werry  *appy  to  do  wot's  genteel,"  replied  Mrs, 
Jorrocks :  '*  but  I  s'pose  the  Chancellor's  the  person  that  must  be  applied 
to — he's  to  keep  the  cash-book,  I  hear.  Doesnt  know  how  he's  to 
imderstand  about  mexin'  the  teas,  I*m  sure.** 

"  Then  you'll  give  me  your  good  word  ?  "  inquired  the  captain,  still 
harping  on  the  horse. 

",  Indeed  I  will,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "  I'm  sure  you  were  always 
most  purlite  to  me ;  that  fancy-ball  I  never  shall  forget." 

Doleful  grinned,  and  thought  how  good  sometimes  came  of  evil. 

******* 

**  And  how's  your  lovely  niece  ?  "  at  length  inquired  Captain  Doleful, 
with  a  feature-wrinkling  grin.  '*This  business  will  not  defer  her 
nuptials,  I  hope?  " 

"  Oh,  I  knows  nothin'  about  nuptials !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  an 
idea  suddenly  striking  her  that  will  develop  itself  as  we  proceed.  *'  I 
s'posc  you  allude  to  Charles  Stobbs  ?  " 

**  Exactly  so,"  replied  the  captain. 

''  He  vonH  do,*  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  with  an  ominous  shake  of  the 
head. 

"  Indeed  I "  exclaimed  Captain  Doleful ;  "  I'm  surprised  to  hear  that — 
thought  he  was  rich." 

"  Rich,  certainly,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks  ;  "  at  least  he  will  be ;  but  we 
must  look  to  somethin'  besides  riches  in  these  matters.     Stobb%  vonCt  do^ 

Captain  Doleful  wondered  how  that  was. 

"  It's  a  hawful  responsibility  wot  dewelopes  upon  me  now  that  poor 
Jun  is  *  non  compus,'  "  sighed  Mrs.  Jorrocks. 

**  It  must  be,"  replied  Captain  Doleful. 

"  I'm  sure  I've  no  wish  but  for  Belinda's  welfare,  and  have  neither 
mercenary  nor  hambitious  views ;  but  that  'are-brained  Yorkshireman  can 
never  do.  Indeed,  her  uncle's  malady  seems  like  a  hinterposition  o' 
Providence  on  her  be'alf.  Fancy  what  a  sitivation  hers  would  a'  been 
had  she  married  this  Stobbs,  and  he'd  gone  *  non  compus '  down  in 
Yorkshire ! — wild,  out-o'-the-way  country,  scarcely  inhabited,  and  nobody 
to  lock  him  up." 

"  Dreadful  I "  ejaculated  the  M.C.,  half  laughing  at  her  ideas  of  the 
country. 

*'  No,"  observed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  thoughtfully ;  "  if  she  marries  at  all,  it 
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most  be  a  diffoent  sort  o'  nun — tome  nice,  steidy  poracMi,  wot  wiD  laep 
hat  right,  and  be  kind  to  her  when  her  poor  hunck  and  I  are  gone.** 

Mrs.  Jorrocks  bant  into  tears  at  the  idea  of  her  dissolntioD.  "  Had 
Jnn  been  dead,  she'd  hare  looked  ont  for  another  investment  before  she 

thought  of  that." 

««««■*«  • 

'*I  wonders  jro«  don't  think  o*  marryin*,  eaptin?"  obscrred  Mrs. 
Jorrodu,  after  a  pause. 

*'  Time  enough  for  that  1 "  replied  he,  with  a  grin,  running  his  fingers 
through  his  straggling  hair. 

**  'Arue,"  obsenred  ICrs.  Jorrocks,  **  but  youth,  you  know,  don't  last 
for  erer.  Howsomever,  Tm  sure,'*  added  she,  **  you  are  lookin* 
unoommon  well ;  I  always  said  black  was  quite  your  beorane.** 

The  captain  grinned,  and  thought  a  flirUition  with  Belinda  might  not 
be  amiss. 

*'  Then  Mr.  Stobbs  is  gone  ?  '*  inquired  he  casually,  thinking  perhaps 
Charles  might  cast  up  and  kick  him. 

*'  Gone,  deeidedfy"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "  at  least,  he  don*t  ahow 
here  no  more." 

"Belinda  seems  a  sweet  girl,*'  obsenred  Captain  Doleful,  thoughtfully. 

*'  She's  a  hangel ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "  so  aflSectionate,  so 
tractable,  and  so  engagin' !  Whoerer  gets  Belinda,  gets  a  treasure. 
She'll  have  a  nice  fortin',"  added  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  casually. 

"  Will  she  ?  "  obsenred  Captain  Doleful,  brightening  up. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "  her  father  left  summut  'andsome.** 

(It  was  "an  'andsome"  amount  of  debt,  for,  poor  man!  he  died 
insolTcnt.) 

"  Two  or  three  hundred  a-year,  perhaps  ?  *'  obeerred  Captain  Doleful, 
carelessly. 

"  I  dare  say,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  "  besides  wot  we  leaves  her.** 

"  It's  worth  thinking  of,"  thought  Captain  Doleful. 

"  You,  who  are  so  rich,  fortin'  makes  little  matter  to,"  observed  Mrs. 
Jorrocks  ;  "  but  Belinda's  a  beautiful  figure — all  nattural,  and  not  a  heap 
of  feathers,  like  a  Jinney  Howlet,  as  some  gals  are.  If  Exchequer  Bill,  as 
my  poor  dear  'usband  used  to  call  *im,  had  put  the  bustle-tax  on,  tiiat 
folks  talked  about,  he'd  a'  got  nothin'  out  o'  Belinda." 

"  How  nice  1 "  grinned  Captain  Doleful,  thinking  what  a  contrast  she 
was  to  Miss  Crabstick. 

"  Oh,  she's  a  sweet  gal,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "  you  oouldn*t  *elp 
likin'  of  her  if  you  know'd  her." 

"  I'm  half  in  love  with  her  already,"  quoth  the  captain ;  "  she  wouldn't 
be  difficult  to  come  over,  I  suppose  ?  "  inquired  he,  pulling  up  hia  gills, 
and  fingering  his  straggling  whiskers. 

Not  by  you,  I  dare  say,"  said  Mrs.  Jorrocks.    "  The  gals  ean*t  atand 

fortune  in  the  funds  ?  "  inquired  Captain  Doleful,  after  a  pause. 

^*  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  "partly  in  somethin'  else;    out  I 

understand  these  matters,  Jun  used  to  do  them  all ;  but 

e  in  herself.    S'pose  you  come  and  dine  with  ua  some 

her  to  adwantage." 
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**  Most  happy,  I'm  sure/*  grinned  the  captain. 

"  Then  come  to-morrow  at  four,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "just  we 
three — you  understand!  *' 

^*  Perfectly!**  replied  the  captain,  dropping  on  his  knee,  and  imprinting 
a  kiss  on  Ikb^.  Jorrocks*  mutton-fist. 

That  was  carrying  a  sudden  thought  out  quickly,  and  the  captain 
having  taken  his  departure,  Mrs.  Jorrocks  began  considering  how  she 
should  manage  matters  with  Belinda. 


CHAPTER  LXX. 

BELINDA  AT  BAY. 


"  I  HAVE  had  your  old  friend,  Captin  Doleful,  here,"  observed  Mrs. 
Jorrocks  to  Belinda,  as  they  sat  at  their  early  tea. 

"  Indeed  !  "  replied  Belinda. 

'*  Lookin'  so  well  and  so  'andsome ;  I  really  think  you'd  have  been 
smitten  with  him." 

"  Me^  aunt !  "  exclaimed  Belinda,  with  unfeigned  astonishment. 

"  And  vy  not,  miss  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Jorrocks. 

"  Why,  in  the  first  place,  he's  quite  an  old  man,  and 

"  Old  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  "  men  are  never  old !  " 

"  Well,  but  he's  anything  but  good-looking,  and  is  such  a  horribly 


i> 


<c 
« 


mean  wretch ;  I- 

'*  Fiddle  his  meanness  !  no  meaner  than  other  folks.  He's  werry  rich 
— a  thousand  a-year,  paid  quarterly." 

"  So  much  the  better  for  him,"  observed  Belinda. 

"  Now  don't  be  perwerse — ^you  know  what  I  means  jest  as  well  as  I  do 
myself,"  observed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  looking  irate. 

"  Indeed  I  don't,  aunt !  "  replied  Belinda,  turning  frightened. 

"  Well,  then,  stoopid !  I  thinks  he's  worth  you  settin*  your  cap  at." 

"i/(?,  aunt!**  exclaimed  Belinda,  blushing  deeply;  "you  know  I 
can't — Fm  engaged  /  " 

Fiddle,  engaged  !  soon  get  off  that, — ^nothin's  finished  till  it's  done." 
Oh,  aunt  I  "  exclaimed   Belinda,  burying  her  face  in  her  hands, 
** don't — -fray  don^t  talk  to  me  in  this  way — / cannot  hear  it!  " 

*•  Foolish  gal !  "  rejoined  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "  don't  know  what's*  good 
for  you.  The  captin 's  worth  fifty  of  your  fly-away,  break-neck  fox- 
'unters, — nice,  agreeable,. quiet  gentleman,  wot' 11  take  his  tea  with  you  of 
an  evenin',  instead  of  snorin'  and  sleepin'  as  your  huncle  does,  or  startin* 
up,  thinkin'  he's  gettin'  run  away  with  or  kicked  over  a  wall." 

**  You  are  not  in  earnest,  aunt?  "  replied  Belinda,  turning  her  beautiful 
blue  eyes,  with  their  silken  lashes  suffused  with  tears,  upon  her  aunt  as 
she  spoke. 

"  Vy  not  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Jorrocks. 

"  Oh,  aunt  I  you  cannot  be  in  earnest — you,  who  have  always  encooraged 
Charles,  and  encouraged  me  to  like  him ;  and " 
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"  It  wu  jonr  knnde  wot  eneoimged  him  ! "  exdaimed  Iba.  Jorrocki, 
"notmel" 

"  And  jon,  too,  auat,"  replied  Belinda,  calmlj,  bnt  finnly ;  "  don't 
yon  Temembei  the  night  nncle  and  he  van  benighted,  and  I  aat  asxioiulj 
waiting  their  coming,  trembling  for  their  ufety,  how  you  consoled  nw  fa; 
praiiing  Charles,  and  talking  of  what  a  nice  huiband  he  would  make  m^ 
and  how  pleasant  it  woold  be  viiiting  lu  in  Torkahire,  and " 

"  No  doubt,"  replied  Hn.  Jorrocka ;  "  no  doubt — and  now  that  a 
better  chance  turns  hup,  I  encourages  yon  to  think  of  it, — r  gal  ahould 


never  be  without  an  admirer ;  bst  it's  a  reg'lar  rule  always  to  take  the 
beat, — nothin's  done  till  it's  tinished,  as  I  said  afore," 

"I  want  no  better !"  exclaimed  Eeliada;  "  Charlea  is  my  first — my 
only  love,  and  I'll  never  marry  another !  " 

"  Jbo;/ "  qaculated  Mra.  Jorrocka  ;  "  that's  the  way  all  gala  talk  1 — 
got  your  'ead  stit&ed  full  of  boordin'-school,  novelish  nooaense." 

Belinda  was  silent — the  eloquent  tears  chased  each  other  lapidiy  down 
her  beautiful  cheeks. 

"Now,  don't  be  foolish!"   said  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  in  a  milder  tone; 

'  insider  wot  hobligations  you  are  under  to  me  and  your  huncle— 

ight  you  liDp,  and  edikaled  you,  and  hintroduced  you  to   people 
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of  tlie  first  extinction,  and  all  the  return  I  ax  is,  that  you'll  oblige 
me  by  makin'  a  helligible  match.  There  isn't  a  gal  in  'Andley  Cross 
but  would  jump  at  such  a  chance.  Charles  may  be  a  werry  respectable 
young  man,  but  he's  wild  and  thoughtless;  besides,  we  doesn't  know  wot  he 
has,  and  it's  werry  imprudent,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  for  a  gal  to  fall  in 
love  with  a  man  till  she  knows  wot  he  has, — /  didn't  do  so,  I  knows.'? 

"  He  will  have  enough  for  me,''  replied  Belinda ;  "  money  alone  will 
not  constitute  happiness." 

**  Provokin'  gal!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "you  are  just  one  of 
those  silly,  romancin',  love-iu-a-cottage  sort  o'  gals  that  one  sees  in  the 
plays ;  "  and  Mrs.  Jorrocks  vented  an  inward  malediction  on  Mr.  Bowker, 
and  all  patrons  and  frequenters  of  the  drama. 


"  Obkge  me  now,  Belinda,"  continued  she,  after  a  pause^  "  by  thinkin' 
of  the  captin." 

"  Aunt,  I  couldn't  for  the  world !  I  know  the  gratitude  I  owe — and 
Heaven  knows  the  gratitude  I  feel,  for  all  you  have  done  for  me,  but  this 
can  never  be ; — I  should  detest  myself  could  I  think  myself  capable  of 
entertaining  the  idea." 

"  There,  again  1  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  reddening  up !  "  stage- 
players  again  1  Wish  you  would  be  a  little  rational.  Tell  me,  now,  in 
plain  English,  why  can't  you  entertain  the  idea?  " 

"  Because  you  know,  aunt,"  replied  Belinda,  slowly  and  calmly,  "  that 
I  accepted  Charles  with  the  full  approbation  of  you  and  my  uncle." 

"  And  wot  of  that  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Jorrocks. 

''  Simply  that  my  word  is  pledged,  and  I  am  precluded  from  thinking 
of  another." 

"  No  such  thing ! "  rejoined  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "  'appens  every  day, — 
sayin'  you  love  each  other  is  nothin'  towards  a  match.  I  tells  you,  no 
prudent  gal  accepts  a  man  till  she  knows  wot  he  has.  Look  at 
Mrs.  Wrigglesworth !  She  was  engaged  to  Walter  Leigh,  and  her 
acquaintance  congratilated  her,  and  made  her  bags,  and  said  nothin'  could 
be  nicer,  when  Wrigglesworth  turned  hup  with  just  double  Leigh's  fortin', 
and  she  chopped  over  to  him,  and  her  friends  congratilated  her  again, 
and  said  nothin'  could  be  nicer,  and  made  her  duplicate  bags,  slippers, 
scent-' olders,  and  I  don't  know  wot." 

**  Sincere  their  congratulations  must  have  beeni,"  observed  Belinda ; 
"  I'm  sure  I  should  not  like  to  be  talked  of  as  people  talk  of  her, — pointed 
out  as  the  lady  who  cheated  the  government  by  not  paying  the  auction 
duty  on  herself,  and  I  don't  know  what  else." 

"  Let  them  laugh  as  wins,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "  she  has  a  futman 
— and  would  only  have  had  a  Betsy  with  Leigh.  But  there's  no  puttin' 
old  'eads  on  young  shoulders,"  sighed  Mrs.  Jorrocks.  "  Take  my  word 
for  it,  howsomever,"  continued  she,  "  if  you  live,  you'll  see  these  things 
in  a  werry  different  light ; — if  you  kicks  the  ball  away,  you  may  never 
'ave  it  at  your  foot  again." 

"  I  don't  wish  for  such  a  ball  as  Captain  Doleful,  I'm  sure,"  replied 
Belinda,  smiling. 

"And  tell  me,  Aliss  Pert,  wot's  the  matter  with  the  captin?" 
inquired  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  tartly. 
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"  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  is  the  matter  with  him,  exactly,*'  replied 
Belinda ;  **  but  I  should  not  think  he  was  a  man  that  any  woman  would 
ever  take  a  fan<^  to." 

'*  Fiddle  fancy  I "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  **  it's  your  fandful  mar- 
riages wot  breed  misery — foolish,  moon-struck,  stage-play  sort  of  bothen- 
tions,  that  breed  bastiles,  and  I  doesn't  know  what ; "  for  Mrs.  JomdkB 
had  only  got  the  smattering  of  that  idea.  "  I  tells  you,"  oontinued  shSt 
"  that  you^re  a  fool  I  " 

Belinda  was  silent. 

"  I  do  wonders,"  observed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  '*  that  any  gal  can  be  so 
ungratefully  hobstinate  as  persewere,  in  spite  of  the  adwioe  and  hadmoid- 
tions  of  her  friends — wot  good  can  you  get  by  it  ?  If  you  doesn't  like 
partin'  with  the  books  and  things  Stobbs  gave  you,  I'll  tell  him  yon 
prefers  keepin'  of  them,  so  you'll  lose  nothin'  by  the  transaction.*' 

"  Oh,  aunt !  "  exclaimed  Belinda,  "  doiCi  torture  me  thus — dotCt  make 
yourself  appear  little  by  insinuating  that  such  an  idea  could  enter  wmr 
head." 

"  And  vy  not  P  "  inquired  Mrs.  Jorrocks.  "  It's  nattral  that  you 
should  like  keepin'  the  things." 

"  Indeed  no,  aunt,  it  isn't.  If  I  could  bring  myself  to  think  that  the 
connexion  on  which  I  have  set  my  heart  was  not  to  be,  the  gpreatest  favour 
you  could  do  me  would  be  to  remove  from  my  sight  every  trace,  ereiy 
recollection,  that  could  remind  me  of  my  loss." 

"Zow,  tWeerf.'"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  sneeringly.  "Pretty  loss, 
forsooth !  it's  wot  I  should  call  gainin'  a  loss — gettin'  a  nice,  steady 
captin,  with  a  large  fortin',  to  a  young  harum-scarum  scamp  of  a  boy, 
that  nobody  knows  nothin'  about — nasty,  'oss-copin',  ditch-jumpin' 
beggar ! " 

Belinda  was  silent. 

"  Well,  you  may  be  perwerse  and  hobstinate,  too ;  but,  take  my  word 
for  it,  you'll  get  nothin*  by  it.  I'm  missus  here,  and  I'll  be  hobeyed  ; 
and  my  borders  are  that  you  receive  the  captin  at  dinner  to-morrow,  and 
be'ave  like  a  lady.  Put  on  your  Ilindia  muslin,  or  I'll  let  the  Chancellor 
know  ; "  so  saying  Mrs.  Jorrocks  flounced  out  of  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  LXXI. 

DOLEFUL   FBEFARED   FOa  THE  SIEGE. 

Having  returned  to  his  quarters  at  the  George  and  Blue  Boar,  High 
Holbom,  Captaiu  Doleful  reconnoitred  his  wardrobe,  for  the  purpose  of 
seeing  bow  killing  he  could  make  btmaelf  on  the  following  da^.  He  bad 
on  the  auit  of  black  be  bad  turned  for  Miss  Crabatick's  funeral ;  a  patent 
tubular  tie,  a  finely  flowered  front  with  two  rowa  of  littJe  frills,  and  a 
pair  of  cbeap,  open-work  black  silk  socks,  with  French  polish  on  his  old 
pumps,  would  make  bim  a  very  respectable  candle-light  sweU. 

Passing  down  Holboro,  be  was  struck  with  the  display  iu  Mr.  Frizwig 
the  advertiaing  bair-dresser's  window — such  wax-busts,  such  wigs  and 
TiDglels  I  "  Uaik  cut  FOk  SiXFEtiCE."  The  captain  thought  he  would 
have  a  clip. 
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The  obsequious  "  perruquier '*  ushered  him  iaio  the  eaiting-rooni 
through  the  shop,  and  Captain  Doleful,  divesting  himself  of  his  coat  and 
seedy  Joinville,  got  his  person  enveloped  in  a  bun  cotton  wrapper. 

Taking  a  hard  brush  out  of  his  apron-podcet,  Mr.  Frizwig  proceeded  to 
brush  -  the  captain's  lank  locks  over  his  flat  head.  He  then  produced  a 
comb  and  scissors. 

"  'Air  getting  rayther  thin  on  the  crown,  Fm  sorry  to  perceiYe,** 
observed  Mr.  Frizwig,  as  though  he  were  a  partner  in  the  concern. 


That's  no  news,"  growled  the  captain,  eyeing  his  unbecoming  ap- 
pearance in  the  unflattering  mirror  against  the  walL 

"  Your  'air  requires  a  good  deal  of  moisture,"  observed  Mr.  Frizwig, 
nothing  daunted  by  his  customer's  grufloess. 

"  Does  it  ?  "  growled  the  captain. 

*'  Thin  in  parts — strong  in  parts,"  continued  the  perraquier,  snipping, 
and  clipping,  and  combing.  "The  grand  Scandinavian  extract  of 
Patagonian  cream  would  restore  it  all ; "  adding,  half  to  himself  and  half 
to  his  foreman,  "  Must  have  had  a  flne  'ead  formerly." 

The  captain  grinned.     "  What  is  it  a  bottle  ?  "  inquired  he. 

''All  prices,"  replied  the  hairdresser,  wondering  the  extent  of  his 
customer's  gullibility — '*  all  prices,  from  two-and-six  up  to  ten  shillings. 
The  largest  pots  cheapest  in  the  end." 

"  How  long  is  it  in  acting  ?  "  inquired  the  captain. 

"  Depends  upon  how  you  use  it :  well  rubbed  in  twice  a  day,  it  would 
begin  immediately.  Eenovates  what's  gone,  and  imparts  a  beautiful 
healthy  gloss  to  what  remains." 

"  A  leeile  off"  the  whiskers  ?  "  inquired  he. 

**  A  little,'*  replied  the  captain,  with  an  emphasis,  thinking  there  was 
not  much  to  spare. 

"  Just  the  pints  off","  observed  the  hairdresser,  pretending  to  be  very 

exact. 

♦  **•♦♦• 

"  If  I  might  take  the  liberty,  sir,  I  would  recommend  one  of  my  patent, 
self-ventilating,  porous  zephyr  scalps  with  invisible  spring  d'Orsay 
whiskers — the  most  surprising  deception  ever  witnessed ! — Impossible  to 
detect !  " 

Captain  Doleful  was  silent,  for  he  thought  they  would  be  dear. 

**  Sell  an  immense  number  of  them,"  continued  Mr.  Frizwig,  still 
trimming  the  whiskers.  "  Perhaps  you  know  Captain  Orlando  Smith, 
the  gentleman  who  stood  for  Tauuton  at  the  last  election  ?  " 

The  captain  said  "  No." 

"  Indeed !  s'cuse  the  liberty,  but  you  are  so  like,  I  thought  you  might 
be  brothers.  Well,  his  'air  was  just  like  yours — thin  at  the  top,  strons^ 
be'ind,  and  I  rigged  him  out  with  a  scalp  and  whiskers,  so  neat  and  so 
natural  that  he  won  all  the  gals'  'earts  in  the  borough.  If  they'd  had  votes 
he'd  have  been  returned.  Gals  like  whiskers.  You  never  see  a  newly 
married  man  but  his  whiskers  have  alwavs  increased." 

**  And  what  is  the  price  of  them  ?  "  inquired  the  captain,  recollecting 
how  Miss  Jelly  had  admired  him  in  his  fancy-dress  moustache. 
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'*  All  prices,  sir !  all  prices ! — ^Tfirenty  shillings  upwards.  Allow  me 
to  show  you  some.  Enoch ! "  calling  to  his  foreman,  "  bring  half-a- 
dozen  patent  zephyr  scalps,  dark,  with  invisible  spring  d'Orsay 
whiskers." 

While  the  apprentice  was  looking  them  out,  Mr.  Frizwig  took  a 
pair  of  large  scissors  and  cut  a  great  patch  off  the  captain's  thin-haired 
crown. 

**What  are  you  after  now,  man?*'  exclaimed  he,  jumping  off  the 
chair. 

"  Only  preparing  a  place  for  the  spring  to  act  upon,"  replied  Mr.  Friz- 
wig,  coolly.  "  You  are  exactly  like  Captain  Orlando  Smith,  the  gentleman 
who  stood  for  Taunton  at  the  last  election.  He  would  have  that  I  had 
spoiled  him  when  I  did  so,  but,  my  word !  when  he  saw  himself  in  his 
new  ornaments,  I  heard  no  more  of  that. — jdllow  me  now,  sir,'*  continued 
he,  bowing  most  obsequiously,  and  pointing  to  the  chair,  '^  to  have  the 
honour  of  rigging  you  out  the  same  way." 

Captain  Doleful,  somewhat  testy,  but  hoping  for  the  best,  then  resumed 
his  seat,  and  Mr.  JBVizwig,  with  the  aid  of  Enoch,  proceeded  to  exhibit 
sundry  scalps  and  whiskers.  "  Too  light,"  said  Mr.  Frizwig,  rejecting 
three  or  four  in  succession.  **  Too  dark,"  continued  he,  holding  one  to 
Captain  Doleful's  head.  "Haven't  you  one  with  a  shade  of  grey 
in  it?" 

**  There  is  a  alight  tinge  of  grey  in  your  'air,"  whispered  Mr.  Frizwig 
confidentially,  as  Enoch  returned  to  the  shop,  **  which,  I  have  little  doubt, 
the  grand  Scandinavian  extract  of  Patagonian  cream  will  entirely  remove; 
but,  as  you  only  intend  wearing  the  scalp  until  your  own  'air  gets  strong, 
it  will  be  better  to  match  it  now,  than  to  get  a  scalp  of  the  colour  your 
'air  will  be  'ereafter." 

"  But  I  haven't  made  up  my  mind  to  have  one  at  all  yet,"  observed  the 
captain,  snappishly. 

"  Ah,  you're  exactly  like  Captain  Orlando  Smith,  the  gentleman  who 
stood  for  Taunton  at  the  last  election,"  repeated  the  audacious  perruquier. 
*'  Nothing  could  persuade  him  that  I  was  not  cheating  him,  and,  indeed, 
he  threatened  to  call  the  police ;  but,  when  he  saw  himself,  he  was  so 
delighted  that,  in  his  'urry  to  show  himself,  he  left  his  new  alpaca 
umbrella  and  cotton  gloves  on  the  counter.  Ah,  now  this'U  be  the 
ticket ! "  added  he,  taking  an  iron-grey  scalp  out  of  Enoch^s  hand — 
''Allow  me,  sir,"  to  the  captain,  putting  the  scalp  on  his  head  and 
expanding  it  over  the  crown. 


"  Delightful  1  '*  exclaimed  he  getting  in  front  and  looking  the  captain 
full  in  the  face. — **A  ^etle  farther  back,  Enoch.  That'll  do.  Now 
fasten  the  clasp.     Charming  match  !     Don't  think  I  ever  saw  a  better." 

"  Now  down  with  the  d'Orsays,"  continued  he,  proceeding  to  lower  his 
side  of  the  bushy  whiskers  under  the  Captain's  chin ;  adding,  as  they 
fell  by  the  sides  of  his  cadaverous  countenance,  **  beautiful  indeed  !  the 
very  man  himself. — ^D'Orsay,  sir,  was  the  greatest  sweU,  sir,  the  worid 
ever  saw,  sir.  Yes,  sir,  the  greatest  swell,  sir,  the  world  ever  saw,  sir ; 
and  you  are  amazingly  like  'im,  sir ;  yes,  sir,  amazingly  like  'im,  sir." 

L  L  2 
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"Bat  I  don't  look  a  bit  like  myself,"  exclaimed  the  captain,  tartlj, 
eyeing  his  hirsute  appearance  in  the  glass. 

"  Paradoxical  as  it  may  appear,  sir,  my  motto  is  *  art  before  nature,' " 
replied  Mr.  Frizwig.  "  This  scalp  and  whiskers  possess  an  elegance  and 
gracefulness  of  contour  almost  unattainable.  Stop  till  you're  used  to 
them  a  little,"  added  he,  giving  the  horse-hair-looking  beard  an  inward 
twitch.  "  There  may  be  a  leetle  fulness  round  the  chin,  but  that  is  easily 
remedied,"  added  Mr.  Frizwig,  taking  the  large  scissors  and  cutting  about 
half-an-inch  off.     "  Now,"  said  he,  "  how  do  you  like  it  ?  " 

"Why,  it's  more  like  the  thing,"  replied  Captain  Doleful,  grinning 
through  the  great  collar  of  horse-hair ;  "  but  I  should  say  it  is  still  much 
too  full." 

"  You  mnai  have  it  full,  you  know,  or  where  would  be  the  use  of  having 
a  porous  zephyr  scalp  and  d'Orsay  whiskers  at  all  ?  I  should  say  you 
look  now  as  you  ought  to  do,  and  as  you  did  before  your  'air  got  so 
thin.  Wouldn't  you,  Enoch?"  Enoch  thought  it  a  charming  match 
and  fit,  too. 

"  The  hair  matches  well  enough,  perhaps,"  observed  the  captain ;  "  but 
it  is  the  whiskers  I  object  to.  They  are  too  large — too  bushy,  and  look 
altogether  too  much  like  what  one  sees  on  a  barber's  block." 

"  That's  the  perfection  of  the  thing  !  They  look  like  art  naturalised. 
Nobody  would  even  suspect  that  they  were  not  your  own  whiskers. 
They're  too  large  to  be  false.  As  you  walk  up  street  now,  you'll  hear 
the  ladies  exclaim,  '  Whart  beautiful  whiskers ! '  Just  as  they  did  to 
Captain  Orlando  Smith,  when  he  stood  for  Taunton." 

The  captain  twitched  and  pulled  the  whiskers  and  beard,  and  scanned 
himself  minutely. 

"  If  you  would  allow  me  to  cut  off  the  remnants  of  your  own  whiskers," 
observed  Mr.  Frizwig,  '*  these  new  ones  would  sit  much  closer  and  have  a 
more  natural  air ;  "  saying  which  he  gently  lifted  a  whisker,  and  with  his 
large  scissors  laid  one  cheek  bare  before  the  captain  had  time  to  say 
nay. 

**  C59«found  it,  I  wish  you  wouldn't  be  quiie  so  handy  with  your 
scissors,"  observed  the  captain  with  a  frown. 

**  Beg  pardon,"  bowed  the  obsequious  barber,  "  but  I  think  you'll 
agree  with  me,  that  that's  a  c^ecided  improvement — Isn't  it,  Enoch  ?  " 

"  Looks  uncommon  well  now,"  replied  Enoch,  grinning.  "  Does'nt  the 
gen'leman  think  so  himself?  " 

Doleful  did  not  deign  a  reply.  He  sat  twisting  and  turning  and 
examining  himself  first  in  the  mirror,  then  in  the  hand-glass,  then  in  the 
hand-glass  and  mirror  conjointly,  trying  if  he  could  make  himself  believe 
he  looked  as  he  did  when  he  came  in.  The  whiskers  certainly  were  tre- 
mendous— strong,  coarse,  black  hair,  with  a  uniform  inward  curl. 
Still  we  do  not  mean  to  say  that  we  have  not  seen  as  big  a  pair, 
though  certainly  not  on  so  unhealthy  a  soil  as  the  captain's  cheeks. 


"  What's  to  pay  ?  "  at  length  inquired  he,  adjusting  his  embroidered 
collars  over  his  mohair  stock,  and  putting  on  his  coat :  "  you'll  not  charge 
for  cutting ^  of  course  ?  " 


(( 
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"  Let  me  see,"  replied  Mr.  Frizwig,  rubbing  his  hands — "  any  'air- 
brushes, tooth-brushes,  sponges,  soap,  wanted  ?  " 
JVb,"  said  Captain  Doleful,  dryly. 

Just  a  ten-shilling  pot  of  Scandinavian  extract. — No  curling  fluid, 
tooth-powder,  lavender  water  ?  Got  some  uncommonly  genuine  Eau  de 
Cologne.*' 

"  No  /  No  !  "  interrupted  the  captain ;  "  I  only  want  a  half-crown  pot 
of  extract,  that,  and  a  shilling  discount  off  the  sovereign,  will  be  a  guinea 
and  sixpence— say  a  guinea." 

"  Beg  pardon,  scalp,  six-and-twenty." 

"  How's  that  ?  you  said  a  sovereign." 

**From  a  sovereign." 

**  I  understood  you  to  say  that  a  sovereign  was  the  price,  or  I  wouldn't 
have  had  one." 

*'  Beg  pardon,  sir,  you  quite  misunderstood  me.  No  doubt  you  could 
have  one  for  a  sovereign,  but  it  would  be  a  thing  like  a  door-mat,  without 
the  invisible  spring  d'Orsay  whiskers." 

"  Invisible  spring  d'Orsay  fiddle-sticks ! "  growled  the  captain.  "  I 
wanted  nothing  of  the  sort." 

"Beg  ten  thousand  pardons,  sir, — shall  be  happy  to  take  it  back, 
I'm  sure." 

"And  what  am  I  to  do  without  my  own  whisker  that  you  cut  off?" 
inquired  the  captain  angrily. 

**  The  Scandinavian  extract  'ill  soon  restore  it !  " 

"  Scandinavian  devil ! Well,  come,  six-and-twenty,"  repeated  the 

captain,  producing  his  old  leather  purse. 

"  Scalp,  six-and-twenty ;  invisible  spring-whiskers,  ten— one  pound 
sixteen." 

"  Hold  !  "  cried  the  captain,  "  I  won't  be  imposed  upon !  " 

'*  Sir  I  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Friz  wig,  in  a  tone  of  dignified  astonishment^ 
drawing  himself  up.     "  We  are  not  accustomed  to  such  language  here." 

"  I  tell  you,  sir,"  said  the  captain,  "  that  you  gave  me  to  understand 
the  scalp  and  whiskers  were  a  pound." 

"  I  don't  know  what  your  comprehension  may  be  equal  to,"  replied 
Mr.  Erizwig,  rubbing  his  bands,  "  but  I  assure  you,  one  pound  sixteen 
shillings  is  my  price,  and  one  pound  sixteen  shillings  I  mean  to  have,  or 
you  may  doff  your  head-dress  as  soon  as  you  like.  Enoch,  mind  the 
door !  "  giving  his  foreman  a  wink. 

•  •*•«*• 

"  Take  it  then !  "  screamed  the  captaiuy  dashing  the  money  on  the 

counter ;  "  and  if  ever  I  set  foot  in  your shop  again,  I  hope  I  may 

be ." 

"  Shut  up  shop,  Enoch ! — shut  up  shop  ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Frizwig  to 
his  apprentice.  "  It's  all  over  with  us  :  this  venerable  ourang-outang  says 
he  won't  come  back;"  saying  which  master  and  man  burst  into  a  loud 
guffaw,  in  the  midst  of  which  Captain  Doleful  hurried  away. 
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CHAPTER  LXXII. 

Mas.  lOKBOCKa  FUEIOUS. 

S.  JOBBOCKS  re- 
ceived the  captaiB  u  a 
lad;  would  ber  in- 
tended nepbew.  She 
woa  somewhat  stmck 
with  the  change  ia  his 
appearance,  but  said 
nothing ;  and  Belinda, 
not  havJDg  seen  bim 
for  some  time,  and 
not  trnderstanding  the 
management  of 
whiskers,  thought  no- 
thing of  it. 

Dinner  being  an- 
nounced.Mrs.  Jorrocks 
motioned  the  captain  to 
take  Belinda,  while  she 
complacently  followed 
in  the  rear,  admiring 
Belinda's  beautifully 
rounded  form,  set  off 
by  the  simple  drapeiy 
of  Indian  muslin,  and 
the  captain's  gaunt  figure — the  handsomest  couple  she  had  ever  seen 
— seemed  made  for  each  other — the  usual  "  common  form,"  in  fact,  as 
Bill  Bowker  would  say. 

They  had  mutton-broth  and  mackerel  for  dinner,  roast-beef,  boiled 
chickens,  and  tongue  ;  niid  the  captain,  having  only  had  a  second-class 
coffee-room  breakfast  (bread  with  one  egg),  played  an  uncommonly  good 
knife  and  fork — ratJier  better,  perhaps,  than  might  have  been  expected, 
considering  the  delicacy  of  his  situation.  Belinda  trifled  with  her  dinner, 
for  the  sake  of  drowning  the  comparisons  that  every  moment  arose 
between  her  death's -head -looking  neighbour  and  he  who  so  long  had  sat 
at  her  side. 

Immediately  after  dinner,  at  least  immediately  alter  her  second  bumper 
of  port,  Mrs.  Jorrocks  had  ananged  to  be  called  out  by  Betsy  i  and 
answering  the  summons,  she  desired  Belinda  to  entertain  the  captain 
until  her  return. 

Our  hero  now  began  to  take  fright,  and  wrinkling  his  face  like  a  man 
with  a  very  tight   shoe,  he  attempted   to  force  a  conTeraation   about 
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indifferent  things  :  "  Did  she  like  Handley  Cross  or  London  best  ? 
Great  Coram  Street  was  certainly  a  very  charming  situation,  airy  and 
clean.  But  nothing  could  be  nicer  than  Diana  Lodge.  Supposed  she 
knew  the  Bamingtons  were  not  going  to  return — ^had  gone  to  live  at 
Boulogne,  where  they  were  quite  the  head  people  of  the  place.  Hoped 
the  hounds  would  not  be  given  up  at  Handley  Cross,  and  had  she  heard 
of  Mr.  Stobbs  lately  ?  " 

This  last  was  too  much  for  poor  Belinda.  Her  utterance  became 
choked.     She  rose  from  her  seat,  and  hurried  out  of  the  room. 

******* 

"  Is  that  you,  Belinda?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  in  a  suppressed  tone 
of  anger,  hearing  a  light  footstep  pass  the  drawing-room  door  and 
proceed  up-stairs. 

Without  waiting  for  an  answer,  our  hostess  hurried  out  to  see,  and 
caught  a  glimpse  of  Belinda's  petticoats  whisking  round  the  landing- 
place. 

"  Didn't  I  tell  you  to  sit  with  the  capt'in  till  I  came  down?  "  inquired 
Mrs.  Jorrocks,  in  a  voice  stifled  with  rage,  "  and  here,  you  minx,  you 
have  the  unmannerly  imperance  to  leave  him  all  alone — Tot  do  you 
mean  ?  "  screamed  she,  closing  the  door. 

"Aunt,"  replied  Belinda,  firmly,  "  you  can*t  frighten  me.  Where  no 
hope  is  left,  is  left  no  fear,  and  I  tell  you  most  decidedly,  that  sooner  than 
marry — oh  !  sooner  than  think  of,  that  horrid  man,  I'll  throw  myself  out 
of  the  window?" 

"  Fool  ! "  ejaculated  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  hurrying  down-stairs  to  the 
captain. 

"And  'ow  do  you  get  on?  "  inquired  she,  entering  the  parlour  mth  a 
smile  on  her  countenance. 

"Oh,  pretty  well,  I  think,"  replied  the  captain,  who  had  taken 
advantage  of  Belinda's  absence,  to  fall  foul  upon  a  preserved  orange,  with 
which  he  had  his  mouth  plentifully  crammed.  "  She's  shy,  you  know, 
but  I  make  no  doubt  she'll  soon  come  to.'* 

"All  gals  are  shy  at  first,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "indeed  they 
wouldn't  be  fit  for  wives  if  they  weren't.  Bless  us !  I  remember  how 
frightened  I  was  the  first  hoffer  I  got.  You  must  be  gentle  with  her, 
poor  thing! — she's  never  been  used  to  no 'arshness,"  continued  Mrs. 
Jorrocks,  as  the  captain  scraped  up  the  syrup  with  a  spoon. 

"  That  I  will,"  said  he,  licking  his  lips ;  *'  she  shall  have  everything 
she  wants — sable  tippets,  chinchilla  muff — phaeton — ^footman " 


Tea  followed,  and  Mrs.  Jorrocks  having  apologised  for  the  absence  of 
Belinda  on  the  usual  plea  of  headache,  and  the  captain  and  she  having 
played  at  cross  purposes  about  the  relative  fortunes  until  each  was  tired, 
he  at  length  took  his  departure,  promising  a  speedy  return. 

Mrs.  Jorrocks  then  applied  herself  seriously  to  the  consideration  of 
Belinda's  case.    She  was  sadly  bothered  how  to  manage  her. 

The  captain  evidently  was  to  be  had,  but  how  to  get  rid  of  that 
"  'orrid  Yorkshireman  "  was  more  than  1^.  Jorrocks  could  devise. 
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She  had  certainly  encouraged  Belinda  to  like  him,  and  there,  perhaps 
she  was  to  blame  (without  knowing  what  he  had),  but  then  Mr.  Jorro^ 
was  the  great  promoter  of  the  thing,  and  she  had  only  now  acquired  the 
power  of  putting  a  veto  upon  it.    That  power  she  was  determined  to  use. 

Mrs.  Jorrocks  was  a  woman  without  personal  friends ;  all  her 
acquaintance  being  the  acquaintance  of  her  husband,  and  partaking 
more  or  less  of  his  honest  integrity.  Long  and  anxiously  did  she  ruminate 
who  she  could  call  to  her  counseis,  and  who  would  be  most  likely  to  aid 
her.  Mrs.  Barker  woidd  blab ;  Mrs.  Brown  would  rather  hurt  her  than 
aid  her ;  if  she  let  Mrs.  Plower  into  the  secret,  she  would  try  to  get 
Charles  for  one  of  her  own  *'  ugly  gals ; "  and  altogether  Mrs.  Jorrod^s 
was  very  much  puzzled. 

The  only  person  to  whom  she  thought  she  could  with  safety  apply  was 
Mr.  Bowker,  and  to  him  she  addressed  the  following  note  : — 

"  Mrs.  Jorrocks's  compK  Mr.  Bowker,  and  I  will  thank  you  to  come 
and  see  me  as  soon  as  you  can. 

'*  Great  CoramHBtreet." 


''  Curse  your  impudence !  what  do  you  mean  by  knocking  that  way, 
you  little  brazen  beggar!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Bowker,  opening  the  door  of 
old  Twister's  chambers  to  a  long  and  loud  rat-tat'tat'tai'tcm  from  onr 
friend,  Mr.  Benjamin  Brady,  whom  Mrs.  Jorrocks  had  reinstated  in  his 
pagehood. 

Mr.  Bowker  was  deeply  engaged,  looking  out  "  common  forms  **  for  a 
settlement  for  parties  "  in  a  desperate  hurry,"  and  Mr.  Brady's  summons 
startled  both  him  and  old  Twister. 

"  What  an  audacious  little  rascal  vou  are ! "  continued  Bill ;  "  vou 
knock,  I  declare,  just  as  if  you  were  a  Queen's  counsel." 

"  And  so  I  am  a  Queen's  counsel,"  replied  Benjamin, — "counsel  to  the 
old  gal  in  Great  Coram  Street ;  and  here,  I've  brought  you  a  brief," 
presenting  Bill  with  the  note. 

"  Curse  the  old  fool !  what  can  she  want  with  me  ?  "  muttered  Bill,  as 
he  read  it.  "  Mischief ^  1*11  be  bound, — ungrammatical  old  jade !  •  Com- 
pliments Mr.  Bowker ' — Mr.  Bowker  wants  none  of  her  compliments ! 


>» 


"Make  my  compliments  to  your  mistress,"  said  Bill,  with  great 
dignity,  "  and  say  1*11  be  with  her  at  dinner-time — that's  to  say,"  one 
o'clock,  or  a  little  after ;  and  see,  the  next  time  you  come,  that  you  knock 
a  little  quieter,  or  I'll  knock  your  head  off  your  shoulders !  " 

"  Vill  you  ?  "  rejoined  Benjamin ;  "  you'll  find  yourself  in  the  wrong 
box,  if  you  do,"  said  he,  spitting  upon  Bowker,  and  running  down-stairs 
as  hard  as  ever  he  could  go. 

"Nasty  little  beast!"  exclaimed  Bowker,  returning  from  the  chaae, 
and  wiping  his  tights  as  he  ascended  the  stairs ;  "  that  boy'll  be  hung  as 
sure  as  a  gun! "  with  which  comfortable  assurance  Bill  returned  to  his 
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office,  and  busied  himself  with  his  common  forms,  and  in  thinking  what 

Mrs.  Jorrocks  could  want. 

******* 

When  one-o'clock  came,  instead  of  repairing  to  "  The  Feathers,"  or  to 
any  of  his  familiar  dining-houses,  Mr.  Bowker  wended  his  way  to  Great 
Coram  Street.  Many  were  his  conjectures  as  to  the  cause  of  his 
summons,  his  ideas  partaking  of  the  character  of  the  streets  through 
which  he  passed — ^gloomy  when  in  narrow  ones,  and  brightening  as  he 
entered  upon  the  wider  expanse,  and  purer  atmosphere,  of  the  Foundling 
Hospital  and  Brunswick  Square.  At  length  he  stood  at  Mrs.  Jorrocks's 
door — that  door  at  which  he  had  so  often  stood  in  sadness  and  in  joy,  but 
which  he  had  never  re-passed  uncomforted. 

Mrs.  Jorrocks  was  alone  in  the  front  drawing-room.  The  chintz 
covers  were  on  the  chairs  and  screens,  and  a  blue  cloth  covered  the  round 
table  at  which  she  sat,  with  a  pile  of  bills,  letters,  papers,  and  memo- 
randum-books before  her. 

"  Good  momin',  Mr.  Bowker,"  said  she,  in  a  melancholy  tone, 
motioning  our  friend  to  a  vacant  chair  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  table. 

Bowker  pulled  a  long  face,  and,  unbuttoning  his  leopard-like  Taglioni, 
sidled  a  respectful  portion  of  his  person  on  to  the  chair,  and,  bending 
forward,  rested  his  right  hand  on  his  gold-headed  cane. 

**Sad  business,  this,  Mr.  Bowker,"  observed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  with 
a  sigh. 

**  Fery  sad,  indeed,**  replied  Bill. 

"  You  never  suspected  uothin'  of  the  sort,  did  you,  Mr.  Bowker  ?  " 

"  Oh,  never,  indeed  !  " 

"  Werry  shockin',"  continued  Mrs.  Jorrocks  ;  "don't  know  what's  to 
become  on  us." 

"I  should  hope  there's  no  fear  of  your  being  well  provided  for," 
observed  Bill. 

**  Oh,  it  aru't  myself  that  I  cares  about,  Mr.  Bowker,"  replied  Mrs. 
Jorrocks  ;  "  but  what's  to  become  of  that  poor  dear  child — she  who  has 
lived  with  us  so  long,  that  I  looks  upon  her  in  the  light  of  a  darter  ?  " 

''Oh,  I  should  hope  there  will  be  no  difficulty  abqut  her,"  replied 
Mr.  Bowker. 

"  They  won't  allow  nothin'  for  her  keep,"  continued  Mrs.  Jorrocks, 
wiping  her  eye. 

"  Indeed !  "  replied  Mr.  Bowker. 

"  They  say  the  Chancellor's  to  manage  matters,  both  here  and  in  the 
Lane,  and  I  shall  only  have  as  much  as  will  keep  myself  genteel.*' 

"  Indeed  !  "  replied  Mr.  Bowker ;  adding,  "But  what  is  Mr.  Stobbs 
about  ?     Why  doesn't  he  marry  her  P  " 

"  Don*t  mention  his  *orrid  name  I "  screamed  Mrs.  Jorrocks.  "  I 
werrily  believes  he's  been  the  cause  of  all  the  mischief." 

"  Indeed  !  "  repeated  Mr.  Bowker,  wondering  what  had  happened. 

••  Idle  feUer !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks. 

"He  certainly  was  not  a  worker  when  he  was  with  us,"  observed 
Mr.  Bowker ;  "  but  he'll  have  a  nice  fortune,  won't  he  ?  " 
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"  Oh,  I  knows  nothin*  about  fortin*,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  **  money 
alone  won't  make  'appiness." 

"  True,"  observed  Mr.  Bowker,  thinking  it  went  a  long  way. 

"  I  should  like  to  see  her  marry  some  nice,  quiet,  respectable  person, 
wot  would  be  kind  to  her  when  her  poor  hunde  and  I  are  gone,"  sobbed 
Mrs.  Jorrocks,  covering  her  face  with  a  dirty  linen  handkerchief. 

Mr.  Bowker  was  beat  for  an  answer ;  he  couldn't  see  his  way. 

•*  Such  a  man,  now,  as  Capt'in  Doleful,"  resiuned  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  finding 
Mr.  Bowker  remained  silent:  "any  religious,  quiet,  charitable  person, 
rather  than  that  hare-brained  Yorkshireman.  Fox-'unters  are  all  queer," 
added  she,  putting  her  finger  to  her  forehead  ;  "  get  shook  out  *unting." 

"  Captain  Dolefurs  a  very  nice  man,  I  suppose,"  observed  Mr.  Bowker, 
looking  at  his  Hessian  boots. 

"  Oh,  he's  a  cAanwtV  man,"  responded  Mrs.  Jorrocks;  ••you  don't 
know  what  a  comfort  he  was  to  me  at  the  Spa." 

••Indeed  !  "  observed  Mr.  Bowker,  ••very  genteel,  too,  isn't  he?  " 

••  He's  quite  the  go  at  'Andley  Cross,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks. 

••  Then  he'd  be  the  go  anywhere,  I  should  think,"  observed  Mr. 
Bowker,  tucking  the  ends  of  his  blue  satin  neckcloth  into  his  red  tartan 
waistcoat,   and  contemplating  his    drab    stocking-net    pantaloons    and 

Hessian  boots. 

******  • 

••Mr.  Bowker,"  said  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  after  a  long  pause,  during  which 
she  shuffled  among  some  papers,  and  applied  a  large  blue  smelling-bottle 
to  her  nose, — "  Mr.  Bowker,"  repeated  she,  **  in  lookin'  through  Jun's 
drawer's,  I  find  some  mems,  about  some  money  you  owes  him." 

•*  Indeed  !  "  said  Bill,  colouring  up  to  the  redness  of  his  waistcoat. 

••  A  hundred  pounds  and  interest,"  continued  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  eyeing 
him  intently. 

••  One  year's  interest  on  fifty,  and  half  a  year's  on  the  same  sum  ;  I 
have  it  all  down  in  my  cash-book,  in  Eagle  Street.  I'll  give  you  a  check 
for  it  now,"  continued  Bill,  diving  into  his  back  pocket  in  search  of  his 
cheque-book — a  search  that  he  might  have  continued  some  time,  had  not 
Mrs.  Jorrocks  relieved  him  by  observing  that  she  didn't  want  the  money, 
she  only  wished  to  know  that  all  was  right. 

•*  Quiie  right !  "  repeated  Bill,  in  his  usual  off-hand  way ;  ••  interest  on 
fifty,  for  a  year,  two  pund  ten  j  on  fifty,  for  half  a  year,  one  pund  five — 
three  pund  fifteen,  and  principal,  a  hundred — a  hundred  and  three  pund 
fifteen — you  can  have  it  any  day  for  sending  for.  We  always  have  as 
much  in  the  till  as  will  answer  that." 

•*Mr.  J.  'ill  be  a  great  loss  to  society,"  observed  Bowker,  in  a 
melancholy  tone,  anxious  to  turn  the  conversation. 

•*  Poor  man  !  "  responded  Mrs.  Jorro«ks,  with  a  sigh. 

•*  Don't  know  who  we  shall  get  for  a  chairman  of  our  Free-and-easy, 
or  president  of  our  incorporated  society  of  Good  Fellows ;  the  recorder- 
ship  of  the  Wide-awake  Club  will  be  vacant,  too.  Do  you  think  Captain 
Doleful  would  take  office?  "  inquired  Mr.  Bowker. 

••  Not  of  them  sort  of  things,  I  should  think,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks, 
toss  of  the  head  ;  ••  the  capt'in's  more  a  tea-and-Terpsichore  sort 
genteel" 
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"  True,"  observed  Mr.  Bowker ;  "  but  just  for  the  sake  of  popularity, 
I  thought  perhaps  he  might  lend  us  a  hand^  The  recordership's  a  high 
office." 

"  He  cares  nothin*  for  poppilarity  now,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks  ; 
"  wot  should  a  man  with  a.  thousand  pounds  a-year  care  for  poppilarity  ?  " 

"  True,"  assented  Mr.  Bowker,  wishing  he  had  half  of  it.  "  Why 
shouldn't  he  make  a  good  match  for  Miss  Belinda  P  "  inquired  Bowker, 
willing  to  help  Mrs.  Jorrocks  to  her  point. 

"  That's  just  what  I've  been  a  plannin'  of,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks, 
with  a  knowing  leer, — "  that's  just  what  I've  been  a  plannin'  of.  Now," 
continued  she,  after  a  pause,  during  which  she  scrutinised  Mr.  Bowker 
and  bagged  her  dirty  pocket-handkerchief,  "  it's  no  use  you  and  I 
'umbuggin'  each  other." 

Bill  bowed  assent. 

"  Well,  then,  I  may  as  well  tell  you  at  startin'  that  I  knows  all  about 
the  money  and  the  shop — you  can  no  more  pay  me  than  you  canjly  !  " 

Bill  coloured  brightly. 

"  But  if  you  can't  pay  me  in  cash,  you  can  pay  me  in  kind,"  continued 
Mrs.  Jorrocks,  anxious  to  relieve  her  visitor's  uneasiness.  "  You  think 
Capt'in  Doleful  will  do  for  BeUnda  ?  " 

"  Undoubtedly,  if  he  has  what  you  say,  and  will  keep  her  a  gig." 
(The  possession  of  a  gig  was  the  summit  of  Bill's  worldly  ambition.) 

"  kfe-a-ton  !  "  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  with  a  look  of  exultation. 
•    ^^  He  muU  be  had  !  "  observed  Bill,  with  a  wink  and  a  nod. 

"  So  say  I,"  replied  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "  the  thing  is  how  to  get  him." 

"There  can't  be  any  difficulty,  I  should  think,"  observed  Bill 
"Beautiful  blue-eyed  girl — nice  foot  and  ankle — swelling  figure — just 
leave  them  together  a  bit,  he'll  soon  come  to,  I  warrant." 

"Oh,  he's  all  right,"  said  Mrs.  Jorrocks.  "It's  Belinda  that 
bothers  me."  \ 

"  She'll  surely  take  your  advice,"  observed  Bill,  in  a  tone  of  con- 
fidence— "  at  least,  if  she  wont,  you  can  make  her." 

"  But  there's  that  confounded  Yorkshire  scamp  in  the  way ! "  said 
Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "  and  she  vows  nothing  shall  make  her  marry  another  so 
long  as  he  remains  faithful." 

"Silly  girl!"  exclaimed  Bowker;  "that's  the  way  with  them  all — 
just  as  if  there  weren't  as  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  came  out  of  it. 
She  should  be  whipped  for  throwing  away  such  a  chance.  Far  better  to 
ride  about  town  in  a  Fe-a-ton  than  pad  the  hoof  in  the  country,"  observed 
Bill,  looking  at  the  slanting  heels  of  his  Hessians. 

"  Far !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks. 


"  Girls  are  queer  cattle,"  observed  Bowker,  after  a  pause.  "  Lucky 
when  they  have  older  heads  than  their  own  to  keep  them  right." 

*'  'Deed  is  it  I "  said  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  adding,  with  a  shake  of  her  head, 
"  Belinda's  werry  obstinate." 

"  Pity !  "  said  Mr.  Bowker,  who  was  a  great  admirer  of  beauty.  "  I 
always  thought  she  was  very  andable." 

"  Fiddle  hamiabU  I  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  angrily.  "  Hugly 
girls  are  hamiable." 
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"Well,  but  I  thought  she'd  have  done  what  you  liked/'  said  Mr. 
Bowker.     *'  I'm  sure  she  ought,  after  all  your  kindness." 

"  Well ;  but  it's  not  never  of  no  use  speckilatin'  on  wot  she  ought  to 
do,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  anxious  to  make  her  point,  "  I  tells  you  she 
iDonH^  and  that's  poz  1  '* 

"  Then  we  must  see  if  we  can't  make  her,"  said  Bill,  somewhat  reluct- 
antly ;  for,  rogue  as  he  was,  he  had  still  a  tinge  of  kindness  left  in  his 
composition. 

"  And  you'll  help  me  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  inquiringly. 

Bill  bowed  again. 

"  Well,  now,  I'll  tell  you  wot,"  said  Mrs.  Joprocks,  turning  Bill's 
1. 0.  U's.  over  in  a  careless  sort  of  way,  "  if  you  can  manage  to  choak 
Stobbs  off,  and  get  the  capt'in  on,  I'll  put  these  writin's  in  the  fire." 

"  I'll  do  my  best,  I'm  sure,"  said  Bill,  delighted  at  the  prospect  of  a 
clearance. 

"  It  must  be  managed  gingerly,"  observed  Mrs.  Jorrocks. 

**  *  Love  may  die  by  alow  decay. 

But  by  sudden  wrench  believe  not 
Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  away,*  " 

replied  Mr.  Bowker,  flourishing  his  right  hand  as  he  spoke. 

"  Y(»ill  manage  it,  I  think,"  said  Mrs.  Jorrocks  cheerfully. 

"  If  she's  of  womankind,"  replied  Bill. 

"Get  Stobbs  off,  and  there  will  be  little  difficulty  in  gettin*  the 
capt'in  on,"  said  Mrs.  Jorrocks ;  "  only  you  know,"  added  she,  "  a  woman 
never  gives  hup  a  man  short  o*  the  church  door." 

"  No,"  mused  Bill — "  no,  but  I  think  I  can  choak  her  off — make  her 
believe  he's  married  already,  how  would  that  do  ?  " 

"  Capital,"  exclaimed  ilrs.  Jorrocks,  clapping  her  hands,  "  nothin' 
could  be  better.  That  would  settle  the  business  at  once  " — added  she, 
"  for  a  man  that's  married  is  as  good  as  dead  to  any  other  woman." 

"  But  my  hour  is  almost  come !  "  observed  Bill,  starting  up,  as  he 
drew  a  richly  chased  pinchbeck  watch  from  his  waistcoat-pocket,  and  saw 
it  wanted  but  ten  minutes  to  two,  at  which  time  he  had  **  to  render  up 
himself"  to  old  Twister  and  present  him  with  a  ship-biscuit  for  luncheon. 
He  bid  Mrs.  Jorrocks  a  hasty  adieu,  and  half  happy,  half  wretched, 
retraced  his  steps  to  Lincoln's  Inn. 

"  Needs  must  when  the  devil  drives  1 "  said  Bill,  as  he  hurried  along ; 
"  but  I'd  rather  do  anything  than  injure  that  poor  blue-eyed  beauty. 
Nice  little  thing,  with  her  pretty  taper  fingers,  that  used  to  shake  hands 
with  me  so  kindly  ;  "  and  the  more  Bill  thought  of  his  task,  the  less  he 
liked  it.  Still  he  saw  no  way  of  helping  himself,  for  weU  he  knew  that 
Mrs.  Jorrocks  was  merciless,  and  having  got  him  in  her  power,  she  would 
grind  him  to  the  ground. 

He  wanted  no  dinner,  for  his  appetite  had  fled  ;  added  to  which,  old 
Twister  was  in  the  sulks,  and  did  nothing  but  abuse  him  for  bringing  the 
wrong  common  forms. 

Diflicult  was  Mr.  Bowker's  task.  He  paced  round  his  little  cage  of  an 
office  like  a  wild  beast  on  the  fret.  No  settled  plan  of  proceeding  occurred 
to  his  inventive  genius.  We  question  if  he  could  have  succeeded  single- 
handed  ;  but  wisely  judging,  that  where  women  are  concerned  women 
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would  be  the  best  advisers,  he  enlisted  Mrs.  Bowker's  cunniag  in  the 
cause,  by  the  lure  of  a  long  wished-for  ring. 

A  third  person  was  afterwards  added  in  Miss  Slummers,  or  rather  Miss 
Howard,  of  Sadlers  Wells  Theatre,  with  whom  it  ultimately  was  aiTanged 
a  sham  register-office  marriage  should  be  concocted,  the  certificate  of 
which  should  be  handed  to  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  who  was  so  delighted  with  the 
scheme  and  with  Bill's  sagacity  that  she  presented  him  with  a  five-pound 
note  for  his  trouble.  It  was  just  what  Bill  wanted  to  enable  him  to 
purchase  a  beautifully  carved  Prince  Le  Boo  nigger  he  had  seen  down  in 
Shad  well,  which  he  thought  if  he  only  could  get  for  his  shop  door  it 
would  be  the  making  of  him.  He  therefore  immediately  slipped  on  his 
old  broken-down  bargain-making  clothes,  and  partly  by  walking,  and 
partly  by  bussing,  arrived  at  the  "  marine  store,"  where  the  object  of  his 
errand  stood.  Prince  Le  Boo  was  a  magnificent  nigger,  six  feet  high, 
stout,  and  well  formed.  He  had  a  splendid  diadem,  full  of  parti- 
coloured feathers,  and  wore  the  dress  of  a  savage  chief.  He  had  been  the 
property  of  some  East-end  Bowker,  who,  in  classical  language,  had  "  gone 
to  the  wall;"  and  Bill, in  his  nautical  perambulations,  had  often  admired 
the  stately  ease  with  which  the  Prince  faced  the  street,  offering  the  con- 
tents of  his  snuff-box  to  the  world.  When  the  owner  failed,  Bill  traced 
the  Prince  to  his  purchaser,  and  often,  on  a  Saturday  afternoon,  he  would 
stroll  down  to  see  if  he  was  safe,  and  envy  the  possession  of  him.  The 
reader  may  judge  with  what  joy  Bowker  placed  his  prize  in  a  cab,  and 
drove  up  to  Eagle  Street,  as  proud  as  though  he  were  riding  alongside 
the  Prince  of  Wales.  The  new  purchase  threw  the  blue-jacketed,  red- 
stripe-trousered  predecessor  into  the  back-ground,  and  Bill  spent  10/.  in 
advertising  his  establishment  as  Bowker's  "  Splendid  Prince  Le  Boo  Snuff 
and  Tobacco  Warehouse,  and  Cigar  Divan,  &c.     The  Trade  supplied." 

A  sparkling  paste  necklace  propitiated  Mrs.  Bowker  for  the  apparent 
extravagance,  and  Bill  replaced  Stobbs'  wheat  earrings,  with  a  coral  neck- 
lace, and  added  a  false-diamond  bandeau  as  an  equivalent  for  Susan's  share 
in  the  venture  and  prize-money. 

That  no  man  is  a  match  for  a  woman  till  he's  married,  is  an  axiom 
most  Benedicts  will  subscribe  to,  and  Mrs.  Jorrocks  plied  the  "  marriage 
lines  "  so  skilfully  and  successfully  that  there  was  little  occasion  to  follow 
up  Belinda's  ultimatum  with  the  following  production  of  her  own : — 

"Mrs.  Jorrocks'  Comp*«  Mr.  Stobbs,  and,  sir,  I  am  shocked  and 
'orrified  beyond  all  mensuration  at  his  onprincipled  conduct  to  my  niece, 
which  must  be  extremely  painful  both  to  Mrs.  Jorrocks's  pride  and  deli- 
cacy ;  and,  sir,  Mrs.  Jorrocks  begs  to  say  most  implicitly,  that  upon  no 
consideration  at  all  can  she  admit  Mr.  Stobbs  into  my  house  in  Great 
Coram  Street  again  any  more. 

"  Mrs.  Jorrocks  considers  it  an  interposition  of  Providence .  that  has 
disclosed  Mr.  Stobbs'  wickedness,  and  saved  Mrs.  Jorrocks'  niece  from 
Mr.  Stobbs'  rascality.  Mrs.  Jorrocks  considers  Mr.  Stobbs  far  worse 
than  Mr.  Carden. 

"P.S. — The  hat  and  trousers  you  left  with  her  are  left  at  Mr.  Bowker's; 
and  the  books  and  things  Mr.  Stobbs  gave  Belinda,  Belinda  will  prefer 
keeping  if  you  have  no  objection." 
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CHAPTER  LXXin. 

M£.  BOWS:£B's  BEPLECnONS. 

'*Thxj8  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  aU/'  muttered   Mr. 
Bowker ; 

"  And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 
Is  sicklied  o*er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought ; 
And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment, 
With  this  regard  their  currents  turn  awry. 
And  lose  the  name  of  action/' 

continued  he,  pacing  home  from  Lincoln's  Inn  to  Eagle  Street. 

The  shades  of  night  were  drawing  on.  The  gas  men  harried  from 
pillar  to  post;  early  shops  were  shutting  up;  and  it  was  time  to 
illumine  the  cigar-divan  for  the  genteel  young  people  they  were  letting 
loose. 

Mr.  Bowker  was  unhappy — Prince  Le  Boo  had  not  brought  him  the 

comfort  he  expected.    The  snuff-merchant  was  conscience-striken he 

had  had  no  peace  since  he  sold  himself  to  Mrs.  Jorrocks.  Still  he 
couldn't  help  himself,  nor  could  he  help  repeating  the  lines  already  quoted. 
Belinda,  as  he  had  often  seen  her  at  Mrs.  Jorrocks',  appeared  before  him 
— so  young,  so  graceful,  and  so  agreeable, — 

"  Sweet  as  the  dewy  milk-wliite  thorn ; 
Dear  as  the  raptured  thrill  of  joy." 

Then  he  thought  of  Stobbs — recalled  his  first  coming  to  chambers 
— his  open,  hearty  manner  —  and,  above  all,  how  differently  Charles 
treated  him  to  the  generality  of  old  Twister's  pupils.  What  might  he  be 
doing  then  P  Perhaps  brooding  over  his  misfortunes — racking  his  brain, 
to  remember  anything  that  had  passed  that  could  be  construed  into  a 
promise  of  marriage. 

"  Why  have  I  done  all  this  ?  "  asked  Bill.  "  Oh,  curse  the  day  that 
saw  me  in  the  clutches  of  that  old  hag  !  "  continued  he,  as  his  interview 
in  Great  Coram  Street  came  to  his  recollection.  "  *  Who  would  fardels 
bear  to  groan  and  sweat  beneath  a  weary  life,  but  that — '  B—  boy's 
shoved  the  comer  of  the  shutter  right  into  the  pit  of  my  stomach  I " 
exclaimed  Bill,  breaking  off,  and  doubling  himself  up ;  "  Cursed  little 
scamp  1  "  added  he,  straightening  himself,  and  seizing  the  boy  by  the 
cuff  of  the  neck,  and  bastinadoing  him  with  his  cane.  "  What  do  you 
mean  by  flourishing  your  shutter  about  in  that  way  ?  "  whereupon  Bill 
gave  the  boy  two  or  three  more  hearty  whacks,  and  then  kicked  him  into 
the  hosier's  shop. 

"  Little  unmitigated  scamp  !  "  continued  Bill,  hurrying  on,  muttering 
as  he  went,  "  By  Jingo  !  it  would  have  been  just  the  same  thing  if  Td 
been  the  lord-mayor." 
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Eearing  he  might  be  followed,  Bill  cut  on  as  quick  as  he  could.  He 
kept  close  to  the  wall,  and  rounded  the  corner  into  Bed  Lion  Street  at 
something  between  a  walk  and  a  run.  Unfortunately,  a  gentleman  had 
just  stepped  aside  to  tie  his  shoe-string,  and  Bill  went  a  somerset  over  him 
with  his  face  and  hands  in  the  kennel. 

♦  ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

Great  was  the  hubbub!  Women  screamed  —  dogs  barked — men 
stood  and  laughed — and  boys  jumped  about,  cheered,  and  clapped  their 
hands. 

Bill  was  sadly  damaged ;  both  hands  and  one  cheek  were  covered  with 
mud,  and  his  drab  tights  were  split  across  the  knees. 

•  *•**** 

"Confound  you,  sir!"  roared  Bill,  'gathering  himself  up,  and 
addressing  the  gentleman ;  "  what  the  d — 1  did  you  do  that  for  ?  " 

"  I  was  only  tying  my  shoe-string  1 "  replied  a  timid-looking  little 
powdered  man  in  black,  eyeing  Bill  with  unfeigned  fear. 

"  Tying  your  shoe-string  !  "  roared  Bill ;  "  d — n  you,  sir,  you're 
always  tying  your  shoe-string.  IVe  a  deuced  good  mind  to  comnlit 
you  for  an  assault! — Cb/tfounded  good  mind  to  commit  you  for  an 
assault !  By  Jove,  I  will  commit  you  for  an  assault !  Hanged  if  I  worCt 
commit  you  for  an  assault !  JFhat^s  your  name  ?  1*11  send  you  to 
Newgate ! " 

♦  ♦  ♦  ►  *  ♦       .       ♦ 

Mr^  Bowker's  temper  was  sadly  ruffled.  His  neighbour  Bullpit's 
apprentice  shouted  and  roared,  and  Mrs.  Bowker  even  was  graceless 
enough  to  laugh  at  him,  as  he  entered  his  shop  fresh  from  his  fall ;  added 
to  which,  she  had  done  no  business  during  the  day,  and  Mrs.  Jorrocks 
had  sent  to  say  sl^  wanted  to  see  him  again. 

As  he  was  purging  himself  from  his  contempt,  as  lie  called  it,  and 
beginning  to  regain  his  usual  equanimity,  a  Hansom  cab,  as  these  ugly 
things  are  called,  rolled  rapidly  up  the  street,  and,  passing  his  door, 
pulled  up  short  with  a  skate  before  his  window. 

"  Thafs  here !  "  exclaimed  Bill,  from  the  back  shop,  where  he  was 
washing ;  "  why  don't  you  light  up,  woman,  and  let  our  clients  see  where 
we  live  ?  "  inquired  he  of  his  wife,  hurrymg  on  his  night-coat,  and 
bustling  behind  the  counter. 

A  youth  in  a  dark  macintosh  jumped  out  of  the  cab,  and  entered  the 
shop.  The  collar  was  up,  but  Bowker  immediately  recognised  the  hat 
and  eyes. 

"  Did  you  get  a  letter  from  me  ?  "  inquired  Charles,  hastily,  undoing 
the  collar  of  his  macintosh  as  he  spoke. 

"  No — yes — no,"  replied  Mr.  Bowker,  confusedly,  "  all  right." 

"  All  right!— hwi  it's  not  aU  right,"  repeated  Charles,—"  I  think  it's 
all  wrong.     Who  told  Mrs.  Jorrocks  this  confounded  lie?  " 

"  Mrs.  Jorrocks !  "  repeated  Mr.  Bowker ;  "  Mrs.  Jorrocks — Mrs. 
Jorrocks — the  old  girl  in  Great  Coram  Street  I     Taith,  I  don't  know." 

"Beal  Havannahs,  those,  sir,"  turning  to  a  customer  who  had  just 
entered  the  shop.     "  The  ship  only  arrived  the  day  before  yesterday,  and 
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I  took  the  whole  cargo — ^two  hundred  ton  in  my  warehouse.  Thank  ye, 
sir — want  a  case  to  put  them  in — great  variety  in  the  window — all  prices. 
New  one  there ! — ^Prince  Albert  in  kilts,  Shooting  in  Scotland — most 
popular  pattern — sold  three  dozen  to-day — only  five  shillings.  Thank 
you,  sir.  You  don't  snuff,  I  suppose? — got  some  of  the  purest  Lundy- 
foot  I  ever  received — forty  barrels — four  hundred  pounds  worth,  in 
fact ! "       - 

The  customer  did  not,  and  therefore  took  his  departure. 

"  Now,  Bowker,  tell  me  candidly,"  said  Charles,  as  soon  as  he  was 
gone,  "  what  all  this  means — tell  me  the  worst  at  once." 

**  'Faith,  I  have  no  worst  in  the  matter,"  replied  Bill;  "you  seem  to 
know  just  as  much  about  it  as  I  do,  if  not  more." 

"Nay,  don't  say  that — don't  deceive  me — ^you've  seen  old  mother 
Jorrocks — ^you've  some  idea  what  she's  driving  at." 

Bill  was  silent. 

**  You  know  the  story  about  Susan's  all  made  up." 

"  Indeed  I  don't,"  replied  Mr.  Bowker,  confidently — "  Indeed  I  don't 
— I've  no  reason  to  doubt  my  wife's  sister — none  whatever.  Qruite  the 
contrary." 

"  Nay  then  !  "  exclaimed  Charley,  subsiding  into  a  seat. 

"  Why,  really,"  replied  Bill,  looking  very  solemn,  "  I  should  be  veiy 
happy  to  befriend  you  in  any  way  in  my  power,  but  there's  an  old  saying, 
blood's  stronger  than  water ;  and  I  must  consider  my  wife's  sister  first. 
Matrimony's  not  so  easily  got  over  as  a  cane  and  rice  fence,  as  poor  old 
Jackey  would  say." 

*•  Stuff  and  nonsense,"  growled  Charles  in  disgust. 

"  Aye,  stuff  and  nonsense,  indeed,"  retorted  Mr.  Bowker,  "  stop  till 
you've  had  your  nose  at  the  matrimonial  grindstone  as  long  as  I  have, 
and  you'll  know  it's  not  stuff  and  nonsense."  • 

"  Come,  old  Bill,"  exclaimed  a  well-musked  youth  in  a  blue  Spanish 
cloak,  with  a  profusion  of  ringlets  and  rings,  "  sarvc  me  out  a  couple  of 
your  confounded  dried  cabbage-leaves,  you  brandy-faced,  big-looming 
beggar." 

"  Certainly,  sir,"  replied  Bill,  strewing  a  handful  along  the  counter — 
"  there's  no  standing  your  insinuating  manner  1  Your  politeness  exceeds 
your  beauty.   Those  cigars,  sir, — though  I  say  it, — are  not  to  be  equalled." 

The  youth  lit  one  of  them,  and  sticking  his  back  against  the  counter^ 
proceeded  to  draw  long  respirations,  puffing  out  volleys  of  smoke  at 
intervals.  His  great  unmeaning  eyes  rested  first  on  Prince  Le  Boo,  then 
on  the  other  nigger,  next  on  Charles,  then  back  on  the  Prince,  then  again 
on  the  nigger. 

Mr.  Bowker  lighted  the  revolving  fan-light  in  the  window,  which,  with 
the  gas  on  the  counter,  made  a  goodly  illumination.  He  leaned  with 
folded  arms  against  the  well-canistered  shelves,  and  Charles  seated  himself 
on  the  make-believe  snuff-barrel  in  which  Mrs.  Bowker  kept  her  muff. 

Bowker  eyed  Charles  intently.  Anguish  had  bleached  his  cheek,  and 
there  was  a  subdued  melancholy  in  his  dark  eye  that  told  of  intense 
suffering. 

*'  Rot  it.  Bill ! "  exclaimed  the  smoker,  taking  the  cigar  from  his 
mouth,  "  what's  that  rakish  old  nigger  got  his  fisherman's  boots  on  for?" 
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"They're  not  boots,  they're  his  black  legs,"  replied  Mr.  Bowker, 
snappishly.  "  Don't  you  know  that  a  nigger  has  black  legs?"  inquired 
he,  in  a  tone  of  contempt. 

"  They  look  uncommon  like  boots  by  this  light,'*  replied  the  smoker, 
"  I  wonder  you  don't  gild  his  toes  to  let  people  see  what  they  are." 

"  He's  not  a  candle-light  beauty,"  replied  Mr.  Bowker,  carelessly. 

The  smoker  threw  open  his  cloak,  and  jumping  up,  seated  himself  on 
the  counter. 

"  You're  fiat  old  chap !  "  observed  he  to  BiU,  after  a  long  puff — "  no 
jump  in  you  to-night — what's  the  matter  ?  " 

'*  Bad  tooth-ache,"  replied  Mr.  Bowker,  putting  his  hand  to  his  cheek. 

"  Poor  beggar ! "  repUed  the  customer,  "  why  don't  you  smoke  one  of 
your  own  cigars  ?  It'll  either  cure  you  or  make  you  sick — come,  accept 
the  Chiltern  Hundreds,  and  let's  off  for  the  night — Coal  Hole,  Cider 
Cellar,  Offley's,  or  somewhere." 

**  I  think  not,  shall  return  myself  for  J9^^fordshire  before  long,"  replied 
Mr.  Bowker,  yawning  and  stretching  his  arms — most  heartily  wishing  his 
customer  gone. 

In  vain  Mr.  Bowker  tried  to  get  rid  of  him  ;  the  smoker  was  evidently 
one  of  those  who  consider  tobacconists  public  property — ^bound  to  find 

conversation  and  house-room. 

•  ***••• 

At  length  he  went. 

"  Mr.  Stobbs,"  said  Bowker  hurriedly,  as  he  passed  round  the  counter 
where  Charles  sat,  and  laid  his  hand  upon  his  arm.  "  Lend  me  your 
ear — I  mean,  let  me  have  a  word  with  you.  You'll  think  me  a  scoundrel, " 
I  dare  say,"  said  he,  his  utterance  almost  choked,  '*  but  if  you  knew  my 
necessities  you'd  pity  me :  I  can't  bear  to  see  the  misery  I'm  creating. 
/  know  the  story  about  Susan* 8  all  my  eye,** 

Bill  burst  into  tears. 

"  You  don't  say  so  ! "  exclaimed  Charles,  brightening  up  ;  "  what's 
the  meaning  of  it,  then  ?" 

Bowker,  more  composed,  proceeded  to  tell  him  all.  When  he  came  to 
the  end  he  got  so  excited,  that  seizing  a  wooden  roll  of  pigtail  off  the 
counter,  he  aimed  such  a  blow  at  Prince  Le  Boo's  head,  as  sent  it  flying 
through  the  milkman's  window  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street. 


M  M 


580  HAia)LKT  CROSS; 


CHAPTER  LXXIV. 

MB.  JOBBOCKS  TAKING  HIS  OTIUM   CUH  DIOOIKO   A   TATY. 

Next  day  saw  Mr.  Bowker  and  Charley  Hansoming  it  to  Hoxton  to 
see  Mr.  Jorrocks,  for  it  was  the  unanimous  opinion  of  all  the  common  law 
clerks  with  whom  Bowker  associated,  that  the  Terdict  could  not  be 
sustained.  Indeed,  Mr.  Shoestring,  Serjeant  Mustymug's  derk,  con- 
tended that  all  people  were  more  or  less  mad  on  some  subject  or  other, 
and  that  it  would  be  quite  as  consistent  to  shop  Mr.  Catchball  for 
constant  cricketing,  or  Mr.  TroUer  for  fishing,  as  Mr.  Jorrocks  for 
hunting.  Altogether,  this  great  legal  luminary,  a  far  greater  man  than 
his  master,  was  of  opinion  that  the  verdict  would  not  hold  water.  An 
application  to  the  Chancellor  was  recommended. 

After  much  parleying  and  bullying  from  Mr.  Bowker,  and  liberal 
allusion  to  Mr.  Perceval,  and  the  Lunatics'  Priend  Society,  they  at  length 
got  admission,  and  found  our  old  friend  much  as  a  pent-up  fox-hunter 
might  be  expected  to  be.  He  had  been  digging  potatoes  in  the  garden, 
and  as  they  had  deprived  him  of  his  wig,  he  had  supplied  its  place  with 
a  red  pocket-handkerchief. 

"  Now  this  is  werry  kind  o'  you  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks,  nmning 
to  receive  them,  "  werry  kind  indeed,"  continued  he,  jumping  about  on 
one  leg,  exhibiting  a  pair  of  clogs  in  which  he  had  been  digging ;  <'  these 
are  most  comfortless  quarters.  IVe  had  nobody  to  talk  to,"  continued 
he,  "  since  I  came  here,  except  yon  poor  booby  among  the  cabbages,  and 
a  most  uneasy  companion  he  is.  Thinks  he's  made  o'  glass,  and  that  the 
buoys  are  sliyin'  stones  at  him.  I  tells  him,  he*d  better  be  mad  upon 
'unting  than  mad  upon  such  nonsense  as  that — haw  !  haw  !  haw  !  15ut 
come,  sit  down — make  yourselves  at  'orae,  in  fact,  and  tell  me  the  news  o' 
the  willage. — Trade  brisk  or  only  middlin'  ?  " 

Thus  Mr.  Jorrocks  rattled  on  in  his  usual  strain,  first  on  one  subject, 
then  on  another,  and  not  always  waiting  for  an  answer  to  his  questions. 

Of  course  Dr. maintained  he  was  mad.     He  had  lucid  intervals 

certainly,  but  as  soon  as  ever  tlie  subject  of  hunting  was  mentioned,  oflf 
he  went  at  a  tangent.  Charles  said  he  had  seen  many  men  that  way,  and 
the  doctor's  eyes  glistened,  for  he  thought  he'd  like  to  fill  his  house  with 
them  :  call  it  the  "  United  Fox -hunters'  Asylum,"  or  some  such  name. 

Mr.  Bowker  rather  disconcerted  him,  when  he  hinted  that  he  would 
like  the  Chancellor  to  see  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  and  when  he  proclaimed  himself 
to  be  a  gentleman  of  the  law,  and  talked  about  a  "  habeas  corpus,**  the 
doctor's  countenance  feU  amazingly. 

After  much  shuffling  backwards  and  forwards  work,  many  protestations 
from  the  mad  doctor,  that  the  indiscretion  of  his  friends  would  very 
materially  retard,  if  not  altogether  prevent,  ^Ir.  Jorrocks's  recovery,  the 
solicitors  at  length  agreed  upon  requesting  a  private  examination  by  the 
Chancellor,  which  was  kindly  vouchsafed,  his  lordship  having  been  sti-uck 
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by  the  perusal  of  the  proceedings  as  published  in  the  newspapers,  and 
having,  moreover,  some  little  curiosity  to  see  the  distinguished  subject  of 
the  inquiry. 

Accordingly  it  was  arranged  that  Mr.  Jorrocks  should  wait  in  his 
lordship's  private  room  for  the  rising  of  his  court.  Thither  our  friend 
went,  accompanied  only  by  his  partner,  Mr.  Simpkins,  and  Charley 
Stobbs.  Mr.  Bowker  presented  them  with  great  dignity  to  the  usher, 
and  returned  to  old  Twister.  The  court  sat  late.  His  lordship's  train- 
bearer  lent  them  a  newspaper,  and,  stirring  the  lire,  advised  them  to  sit 
round,  and  make  themselves  comfortable. 

Accordingly  they  did. 

Several  people  looked  in  upon  them ; — a  footman,  an  usher,  a  laundress, 
but  nobody  seemed  inclined  to  stay. 

Towards  dusk  a  gentleman,  with  a  singularly  pleasing  expression  of 
countenance,  who  seemed  more  at  home  in  the  apartment  than  any  of  his 
predecessors  had  been,  entered  the  room. 

"  Is  Mr.  Jorrocks  here  ?  "  asked  he,  after  surveying  the  party  by  the  fire. 

"  Mr.  Jorrocks  is  here  !  "  replied  our  hero,  getting  up. 

"  Don't  let  me  disturb  you,  pray,"  rejoined  the  gentleman,  bowing,  and 
motioning  Mr.  Jorrocks  to  be  seated.  Our  friend,  however,  being  up, 
took  a  coat-lap  over  each  arm,  and  turning  his  back  to  the  fire  confronted 
the  enterer. 

"Coolish  evening,  this,  Mr.  Jorrocks,"  observed  the  gentleman, 
rubbing  his  hands  as  he  approached  the  fire ;  '*  I  hope  your  accommo- 
dation is  comfortable  at  Hoxton  ?  " 

"  Any  thing  bui,^*  repUed  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  "  at  least  I  shall  be  werry 
glad  to  let  you  have  it  if  you  like.  Can't  even  get  a  seidletz-pooder 
without  an  order  from  the  Chancellor." 

The  gentleman  smiled.  "  Bather  be  in  the  City,  perhaps,  among  your 
bills  and  your  books ; — do  you  know  how  the  funds  are  ?  " 

**  Indeed  I  don't,  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks ;  "  consols  were  at  ninety-two 
and  a  quarter  when  they  shopped  me ;  don't  know  what  they  may  be 
now,  wot  with  the  weather  and  Nicholas  Rumenough's  wagaries,"  adding 
half  to  himself  and  half  to  his  interrogator,  "  wish  I  could  send  Pigg  over 
to  fight  him." 

"  You  understand  money  matters,  I  suppose,"  observed  the  gentleman. 
" Can  you  tell  me  the  difference  between  discount  and  interest? " 

**  I  should  think  so,"  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks.  "  Catch  a  merchant  not 
understandin'  that.  Discount's  a  premium  paid  in  'and  for  the  loan  of 
money  for  a  time  yet  to  come,  and  the  chap  wot  gets  the  discount  can 
lend  the  discount  out  again,  while  the  chap  wot  gets  the  interest  has  to 
wait  his  time  afore  he  has  it  to  lend." 
■ "  They  feed  you  pretty  well  where  you  are,  I  suppose  ?  " 

Mr,  Jorrocks. — "  Tol-lol — mutton  !  mutton  ! — toujours  mutton,  as  we 
say  in  France." 

"What!  mutton  every  day?  Can  you  tell  me  how  many  legs  a 
sheep  has  ?  " 

"  Dead  or  alive  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Jorrocks. 

"  They  say  you  are  mad  about  hunting,  I  understand,"  observed  the 
gentleman  after  a  laugh  at  Mr.  Jorrocks's  acuteness. 

mm2 
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"  Ab, — ^'unting's  the  tiling  **— exclaimed  Mr.  Jorrocks — "  the  sport  of 
kings — but,  however,  never  mind,  we  won't  talk  about  that.*'  added 
he,  checkiug  himself,  and  saying,  '*  I  wish  the  old  gentleman  would 
come." 

'*!  suppose  hunting's  a  fine  amusement,"  observed  the  gentlemaii, 
after  a  pause.     **  Did  you  ever  hunt  with  the  stag-hounds  ?  " 

**  Ofice,'*  replied  Mr.  Jorrocks.  "  Once,  I  should  think,  would  be 
enough  for  any  body." 

"  How  so  ?  I  thought  they  were  popular." 

*'  They  may,  but  I  thinks  nothin'  of  them.  The  /ax  is  the  thing ! 
Confound  it !  There  goes"  observed  Mr.  Jorrocks  aloud  to  himself. — 
*'  Well,  never  mind.  Til  tell  you  something,"  continued  he,  after  a  pause 
— '"Unting  exemplifies  wot  the  grammarians  call  the  three  degrees  of 
comparison  : — stag-'unting  is  positively  bad,  'are-'unting  is  comparatively 
good,  and  fox-'unting  superlatively  so.  There's  a  wrinkle  for  ye! 
Haw,  haw,  haw.  Til  give  ye  another,"  continued  he,  **a8  you  seem 
a  goodish  sort  o'  chap.  If  ever  you  keep  'ounds,"  said  he  putting  his 
forefinger  to  his  nose,  and  winking  his  right  eye,  "if  ever  you  keep 
'ounds,  always  'ave  a  year's  meal  in  advance.  Old  goes  'alf  as  far  again 
as  new." 

''Your  lordship's  carriage  is  at  the  door,"  announced  a  footman  in 
undress  livery. 

"  My  vig  !  "  exclaimed  ^Ir.  Jorrocks,  starting ;  "  have  I  been  talking 
all  this  nonsense  to  the  Chancellor?  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear!"  continued 
he,  wringing  his  hands  and  stamping,  "  wot  a  confounded  old  jackass  I 
am  I     Dash  my  vig!  I  don't  thhik  I  shall  ever  grow  wiser." 

"Don't  alarm  yourself,  my  good  friend,"  observed  the  Chancellor, 
mildly ;  "  I  am  glad  to  have  seen  you  in  this  way,  for  it  has  given  me  an 
opportunity  of  judging  how  you  are.  You  may  be  an  enthusiast ;  but  I 
think,  sir,"  turning  to  the  doctor,  "  Mr.  Jorrocks  seems  perfectly  able  to 
do  without  your  assistance,  and  I  should  recommend  your  letting  him 
go  home  quietly  from  here,"  so  saying,  his  lordship  bowed  and  retired. 

"  Dash  my  vig  I  but  that's  soracthin'  like  a  Chancellor  !  "  exclaimed 
Mr.  Jorrocks,  as  his  lordship  got  out  of  hearing ;  and  seizing  the  mad 
doctor  with  one  hand,  and  desiring  Charley  to  take  him  by  tlie  other, 
they  danced  three  reels  with  him  till  the  mad  doctor  could  dance  no 
longer.  !Mr.  Jorrocks  then  having  kicked  out  the  mad  doctor's  hat-crown, 
))olitely  placed  the  remains  on  his  head  and  shoved  him  out  of  the  door. 
Joining  arms  with  Bowkcr,  who  had  now  returned,  and  Stobbs,  he  then 
strutted  away  most  consequentially  for  Great  Coram  Street — just  as  they 
did  on  the  first  night  of  Charles's  introduction. 

"  Now,"  said  he,  when  he  got  to  the  Hunter  Street  turn,  producing 
his  siieck-key  as  he  spoke,  "we'll  give  'em  an  agreeable  surprise." 

Having  arrived  at  the  Great  Coram  Street  door,  he  gently  opened  the 
latch,  and  motioning  them  to  enter  on  tiptoe,  as  quietly  closed  the  door 
after  him. 

There  was  a  solitary  candle  in  the  passage,  and  a  strong  smell  of  dinner 
below.     Knives  and  forks  were  going  in  the  parlour. 
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He  gently  opened  the  door.  There  sat  Mrs.  Jorrocks,  in  a  fine  red 
and  gold  turban,  at  the  top  of  the  tall  ,  Belinda  with  her  back  to  the 
door,  and  Captain  Doleful  in  the  host's  chair,  in  the  act  of  diving  a  fork 
into  the  breast  of  a  boiled  turkey. — "  Holloa  !  you  old  bald-faced  baboon  !  '* 
roared  Mr.  Jorrocks,  an  exclamation  that  caused  Captain  Doleful  to  drop 
his  fork,  his  whiskers  to  fall  from  his  face,  and  Mrs.  Jorrocks  to  swoon 
on  the  floor. 

♦  •♦♦•♦♦ 

Jorrocks  then  installed  himself  in  his  rightful  position,  and  insisted  on 
Doleful  staying  to  see  **  ow  'appy  they  would  all  be."  And  werry  'appy 
J.  got,  so  'appy  that  he  didn't  know  when  Doleful  went  away,  or  how  he 
got  to  bed  himself. 

Doleful  was  desperately  dejected  and  took  to  his  bed  at  Handley  Cross 
as  if  he  would  never  leave  it  again.  At  last  he  got  up,  but  only  to  fall 
into  another  snare.     Let  us  take  a  fresh  chapter  to  detail  it  in. 


CHAPTER  LXXV. 

DOLEFUL  AT  SUIT  BRANTDiGHAME. 

Mr.  Jobrocks's  early,  but  unseen  friend.  Sir  Archy  Depecarde,  had  a 
sister,  one  Mrs.  Brantinghame,  for  whom  he  was  anxious  to  do  some- 
thing at  somebody-else's  expense,  and  hearing  of  Doleful's  disappoint- 
ment, he  bethought  him  it  was  the  very  time  to  fix  a  wife  upon  him, 
knowing  that  when  a  man  has  made  up  his  mind  to  commit  matrimony, 
he  will  often  take  up  with  the  next  best  chance  that  offers,  rather  than  go 
without  a  wife.  Accordingly,  Sir  Archy  despatched  the  following  laconic 
to  Droppingfall  Wells,  where  Mrs.  Brantinghame  was  staying  : 

"  Try  MiserV  Doleful,  at  Handley  Cross." 

And  ns  soon  as  ever  her  week  was  up  at  the  Wells,  she  flew  on  the 
wings  of  steam  to  our  renowned  Spa,  accompanied  by  her  only  remaining 
unmarried  daughter,  Louisa  Letitia  Carolina  Jemima,  for  Mrs.  Brant- 
inghame had  been  most  particular  in  loading  all  her  daughters  with  names, 
well  knowing  the  agreeable  expectations  such  repletion  engenders. 

To  Captain  Doleful,  Sir  Archy  wrote  as  follows : — 

"PluckwellePark. 

"  Dear  Captain  Doleful, 

"  My  sister,  Mrs.  Brantinghame,  purposes  paying  a  visit  to 
your  Spa,  to  consult  our  friend.  Dr.  Mello,  and  any  attention  you  can 
show  her  will  be  gratefully  acknowledged  by 

"  Dear  Captain  Doleful, 

"  I  our's,  very  truly, 

"  Archibald  Depecarde.'* 

And  the  captain,  albeit  out  of  humour  with  the  sex,  on  receipt  of  the 
note,  began  perking  and  simpering  himself  up,  and  when  he  heard  of  the 
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ividow's  arrival  at  her  nice  six  guinea  a-week  bouse,  in  Acacia  Crescent, 
having  given  her  time  to  shake  out  her  feathers  and  get  settled,  he  put  on 
his  best  grin,  and  went  minciDg  and  picking  his  way,  taking  care  of  his 
Moliere  shoes,  to  pay  his  respects. 

We  may  here  mention  that  Sir  Archy  had  furthered  the  design,  by 
lending  Mrs.  Brantinghame  his  butler  and  footman,  who  were  out  at 
grass  on  board  wages,  at  his  expense,  while  he  reconnoitered  some  minor 
watering-places,  incog,y  in  the  west,  a  country  that  he  knew  the  wise  men 
did  not  come  from,  so  that,  what  with  the  six  guinea  a-week  house,  the 
butler,  the  footman,  the  powder,  the  plate,  Mrs.  Brantinghame's  three 
hundred  a  year,  looked  like  as  many  thousands*  We  say  plate,  for  Sir 
Archy  lent  a  becoming  quantity  of  that  too,  together  with  some  most 
unimpeachable  looking  linen  and  glass,  for  a  gambler  always  has  the 
best  of  everything,  everythmg  at  least  that  contributes  to  outward  show 
and  adornment.  We  will  now  suppose  our  innocent  captain  approaching 
the  well-set  snare. 

His  resolute  ring  at  the  visitors*  bell,  was  speedily  answered  by  a  smart 
well  powdered,  well  put  on  footman,  in  brown  and  black  plush,  who  was 
quickly  seconded  by  a  portly  £50-a-year-at-least  looking  butler, 
who  politely  bowing  an  admission  that  his  mistress  was  at  home,  pro- 
ceeded to  conduct  our  hero  up  the  gaudily  carpetted  stair-case,  to  the 
presence  chamber. 

**  Capting  Doleful,  I  b'live,"  smiled  the  obsequious  butler,  who  had 
taken  in  and  let  out  many  a  gambling  victim  for  his  master.  "  Capting 
Doleful,  I  b'live,"  repeated  he,  in  the  most  deferential  tone,  as  he  paused 
upon  the  flossy  pink  sheepskin  mat,  on  the  landing  outside  the  door, 
that  as  yet  shut  out  the  view  of  the  terra  incognita,  upon  which  our 
adventurous  traveller  was  about  to  enter.  What  a  region  is  that  same 
matrimonial  wilderness  of  undiscovered  connection,  of  which  no  man's 
imagination  has  ever  depicted  the  reality  ! 

"  Captain  Doleful,"  assented  our  visitor,  as  the  man  opened  the  cream- 
coloured  door  by  its  flowered  handle. 

"  Capting  Doleful,  Miss,"  announced  he,  softly,  over  the  swelling  bust 
of  a  lady,  apparently  engaged  at  her  writing-desk ;  but  in  reality 
arranged  so  as  to  show  the  luxuriant  rolls  of  her  double-banded  brown 
hair,  and  the  delicate  whiteness  of  her  swan-like  neck,  before  her  face  and 
general  features.  All  women  have  some  point  on  which  they  more  par- 
ticularly pride  themselves,  and  Miss  Brantinghame  went  on  her  figure  and 
complexion.  She  had  carried  Eapin's  quarto  edition  of  the  History  of 
England,  with  Marco  Polo's  travels  atop,  on  her  head,  till  she  was  as 
straight  and  erect  as  a  dairymaid,  or  a  Fulham  strawberry-carrying 
woman. 

Having  kept  her  position  sufliciently  long  to  enable  her  to  finish  the 
sentence  she  was  writing,  she  now  arose  and  turned  round,  when,  in  lieu 
of  a  crumbey  old  lady,  in  a  cap  and  false  hair,  Doleful  found  himself 
confronted  with  a  pleasant  looking  woman,  if  not  an  exact  beauty,  or  in  the 
full  freshness  of  youth,  at  all  events  one  good  to  look  at,  who,  with  a  sweet 
smile,  and  a  stick-out-behind  curtsey,  begged  him  to  be  seated,  while 
she  intimated  her  connection  with  the  house,  by  an  aside,  "  TeU  mamma,** 
to  the  butler. 
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Doleful  was  dambfoanderedy  and  wished  he  had  put  on  his  best  Poolson 
and  Co.  suit,  instead  of  the  second-best  one  he  had  come  in.  He  re- 
quired a  second  smile,  and  a  second  stick-out  behind  curtsey,  to  induce 
him  to  venture  on  an  Elizabethan  India  japanned  chair,  that  stood 
appropriately  near  where  the  fair  lady  sat.  Miss  then  put  up  her  papers, 
glanced  at  the  opposite  mirror,  felt  her  side  hair,  elongated  her  nose, 
and  arranged  her  features  generally  to  what  she  considered  captivating 
pitch,  as  she  turned  in  her  Jenny  Lind  chair,  to  do  the  agreeable  to  the 
caller. 

The  captain  noted  a  pretty  foot,  a  taper  hand,  and  saw  a  delicately 
white  well-turned  arm  up  the  accommodating  width  of  her  sky-blue  jacket 
sleeve.  He  didn't  care  if  mamma  didn't  come  for  an  hour.  Miss,  on 
her  part,  though  she  thought  the  captain  older  and  more  wrinkly  than 
she  expected,  and  not  to  be  compared,  in  point  of  looks,  either  to  Peter 
Bullock,  to  whom  she  was  then  engaged,  or  Captain  Capers,  whom  she  had 
jilted  in  Peter's  favour,  felt  that  Doleful  was  infinitely  their  superior  in 
point  of  wealth  and  station,  and  that  a  pair  of  proudly-stepping  greys 
would  amply  compensate  for  the  few  envious  gray  streaks  she  saw  scattered 
through  his  straggling  hair.  She  therefore  pointed  a  toe,  arranged  the 
heavy  manacles  on  her  arms,  and  placing  her  pretty  hands  becomingly 
on  her  smart  blue  spotted  muslin  dress,  opened  volubly  upon  him  about 
the  weather.  The  captain  chimed  in,  and  having  speedily  exhausted 
that  interesting  subject,  they  adjourned  to  the  Crystal  Palace,  at  Syden- 
ham, whose  magic  wonders  soon  afforded  our  fair  friend  an  opportunity 
of  expressing  a  regret  that  she  had  not  a  brother  to  take  her  there, 
adding,  with  a  half  suppressed  sigh,  something  about  "only  children," 
which  fell  very  gratefully  on  the  grinning  captain's  ear.  She  would  like 
to  go  to  Sydenham  every  day — Oh !  she  should  so  like  to  go  to  Sydenham 
every  day — She  would  like  to  go  through  all  the  Courts,  and  all  the 
galleries,  and  all  the  walks,  and  all  the  lobster-salad  places,  and  she  soon 
talked  herself  into  a  perfect  glow  of  animation.  The  captain  sat  in  ecsta- 
sies, thinking  how  much  pleasanter  it  was  to  be  courted  than  to  have  the 
up-hill  game  he  had  had  with  Belinda — Belinda  be  hanged,  thought  he. 
Here  was  a  lady  infinitely  her  superior,  and  not  much  behind  her  in  looks, 
at  least,  not  when  the  looks  were  directed  at  him.  She  was  more  of  a 
woman,  too.  Her  figure  was  fuller  and  more  developed,  her  hair  as 
bright  and  glossy,  her  teeth  as  pearly,  while  her  animated  conversation 
soon  imparted  a  lustre  to  her  greyish  blue  eyes,  and  threw  a  gentle  flush 
o'er  her  otherwise  pallid  cheeks,  that  chased  away  what  ill-natured  people 
would  call  lines.  Altogether  Doleful  soon  began  to  think  he  had  lit  on 
his  legs.  The  sears  of  his  old  heart  began  to  heal.  Miss  Brantinghame 
for  ever  I  chuckled  he.     Now  for  mamma. 

That  experienced  and  judicious  old  lady,  always  easy  at  the  outset,  but 
most  urgent  towards  the  end,  was  busy  with  her  only  maid,  Martha,  in 
the  dining-room,  putting  away  groceries,  when  the  Captain  came,  and 
receiving  for  answer  to  her  enquiry,  as  the  maid  peeped  through  the  green 
treUis  blinds,  whether  the  ring  proceeded  from  "  petticoats  or  legs,"  that 
it  proceeded  from  ''  legs ; "  she  had  little  difficulty  in  appropriating 
them,  and,  like  a  prudent  matron,  deliberately  finished  her  work  'ere  she 
adjourned  to  her  bed-room,  to  make  those  little  adjustments,  or  perhaps 
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additions  to  her  dress,  that  we  will  leave  to  the  imagination  of  the 
reader. 

And  now,  as  our  grinning  friend  sat  lost  in  ecstasies,  listening  to  the 
silvery  notes  of  the  syren,  the  door  gently  opened,  and  in  sidled  Mamma, 
the  smiling  autumn  of  her  voluble  daughter. 

"My  dear  Captain  Doleful,"  said  she,  advancing,  and  extending  her 
hand  as  she  spoke,  "  My  dear  Captain  Doleful,"  repeated  she,  in  a  tone 
of  mournful  resignation,  *'  this  is  indeed  most  kind — ^most  considerate — 
my  dear  brother.  Sir  Archy,  will  be  deeply  grateful,  when  he  hears 
of  your  early  compliance  with  his  wishes.'*  And  thereupon  she  shook 
the  Captain  heartily  by  the  hand,  not  a  fine  fore-finger  shake,  but 
a  genuine  confiding  greeting,  that  spoke  of  confidence  of  the  most  sub- 
stantial and  inexhaustible  order. 

The  Captain,  who  was  up  on  the  instant,  to  make  one  of  his  most 
daborate  bows,  was  now  invited  to  occupy  a  berth  by  mamma,  on  the 
spring-cushioned  sofa,  instead  of  the  ricketty  fabric  on  which  he  had  been 
getting  mesmerised.  Having  subsided  by  her  side,  he  harked  back  upon 
the  weather,  which  he  reviewed  under  various  aspects,  Harvest-ically — 
Tumip-ically  —  Potatoe-ically  —  Promenade-ically  —  Invalid-icaUy,  and 
Handley  Cross-ically. 

They  then  went  to  the  war,  and  just  as  Mrs.  Brantinghame  was  making 
the  unfortunate  enquiry,  if  the  Captain  was  at  Waterloo,  the  noiseless 
butler  announced  luncheon  (in  reality  dinner,  the  servants  dining  after), 
which  saved  our  hero  the  humiliation  of  stating  that  he  was  only  a  militia 
captain,  and  had  never  been  out  of  England.  The  announcement,  how- 
ever, stopped  all  this,  and  even  if  the  Captain  had  been  inclined  to  confess, 
we  dare  say  the  answer  would  have  been  lost  upon  Mrs.  Brantinghame,  so 
intent  was  she  in  hoping  that  Partridge,  the  butler,  and  Frederick,  the 
footman,  and  Martha,  the  maid,  had  arranged  everything,  comme  il  Jaut^ 
in  the  dining-room.  After  the  lapse  of  a  few  seconds,  for  Mrs.  Branting- 
hame was  now  quite  on  the  "  take-it-easy  tack,"  she  hoped  the  dear  Captain 
would  come  down  stairs  and  take  a  little  luncheon  with  them,  whatever 
there  was,  for  she  feared  it  would  only  be  of  the  scrambling  order,  not 
having  either  her  cook  or  her  housekeeper,  and  only  one  footman  with 
her,  but  she  was  sure  he  would  excuse  any  little  deficiency.  So  saying, 
she  arose,  and,  taking  the  grinning  Captain's  arm,  conducted  him 
down  stairs,  leaving  his  eight-and-sixpeuny  hat  and  twopenny  cane  to 
take  care  of  themselves.  The  Captain  went  hugging  himself,  thinking  he 
would  save  a  dinner  at  home,  for  he  had  one  of  those  convenient  appetites 
that  could  be  made  to  bear  upon  a  dinner,  whenever  one  came  in  the  way. 
Thus  they  reached  the  lower  apartment. 

Upon  the  snowy,  well  got  up  cloth,  of  an  elegantly  set  out  table,  stood 
a  couple  of  beautiful  cold  Dorking  fowls,  a  tongue,  mashed  potatoes,  and 
greens,  an  uncut  apricot  tart,  a  shape  of  pastrycook's  blancmange,  a 
bottle  of  pale  Sherry  (brown,  watered),  and  as  much  of  a  bottle  of 
Malmsey  Madeira  as  Partridge  could  spare  in  the  decanting,  while  the 
sideboard  exhibited  Seltzer  water,  a  bottle  of  AUsop,  and  a  quart  of 
"  Dobbs  and  Co.,"  which  Partridge  intended  for  himself.  Mamma  took 
the  top  of  the  table,  Miss  the  bottom,  and  Doleful  the  side  opposite  the 
fire.     Partridge  carved  the  fowls  from  the  sideboard,  Frederick  handed 
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them  round,  and  the  party  were  soon  in  the  enjoyment  of  eating  made 
easy.  As  Doleful  sat  munching  away,  he  made  a  mental  inventory  of 
what  he  saw;  bright  plate,  beautiful  creaseless  linen,  crystal-like  glass,  noise- 
less butler,  powdered  footman,  everything  quite  genteel ;  couldn't  be  done 
imder  two  thousand  a  year — no  not  for  a  halfpenny  under  two  thousand 
a  year — and  he  contrasted  it  with  old  Jorrocks's  rough  and  ready  style,  his 
bustling  Batsay,  bubbly  Binjimin,  and  duplicate  dishes.  Then  Partridge 
was  so  attentive,  so  anxious  to  draw  the  '*  Allsop,"  so  discouraging  in  his 
offer  of  the  "  Dobbs,"  that  Doleful  was  quite  taken  with  him,  and,  after 
the  third  glass  of  wine,  felt  as  if  he  could  give  him  half-a-crown.  Par- 
tridge, we  are  sorry  to  say,  did  not  reciprocate  Doleful's  admiration,  for 
on  getting  down  stairs,  he  declared  to  Martha,  that  Miss  must  be  desper- 
ately in  want  of  a  husband,  to  take  up  such  a  death's-head  looking  man, 
and  thinking  that  Mrs.  Markham,  Sir  Archy's  housekeeper,  to  whom  he  was 
privately  married,  would  not  have  had  him  if  he  had  been  such  a  "  guy." 
The  appetites  of  the  parlour  party  being  at  length  appeased,  they  return 
to  the  drawing-room,  where  Miss  enchanted  Doleful  with  her  execution  of 
"  Vilikins  "  on  her  harp,  an  instrument  she  never  travelled  without,  being 
admirably  adapted  for  showing  off  her  fine  swelling  figure.  And  after  a 
long  protracted  sit,  Doleful  at  length  took  his  departure,  feeling  that  Sir 
Arcby  was  not  half  a  bad  fellow,  and  vowing  that  he  would  return  with- 
out fail  on  the  morrow. 

Mamma  and  Miss  then  talked  him  over.  Mamma  observing  that  she 
thought  he  "  would  do,"  Miss,  who  always  liked  to  run  counter,  reply- 
ing, she  "  didn't  know." 


CHAPTER  LXXVI. 

THE   GRAND   FIELD   DAY. 


The  morrow  came,  and  with  it  came  Doleful — Doleful,  no  longer  an 
indifferent  duty  visitor  on  behalf  of  Sir  Archy  Depecarde,  but  Doleful,  a 
very  cock-a-hoopish  caller  on  his  own  account,  got  up  with  uncommon 
care  and  circumspection.  He  sported  a  sixteeu-shilling  hat,  with  a  flexible 
silk  band  instead  of  a  rusty  draggling  crape,  while  a  black  and  white 
watch-ribbon-like  tie  encircled  his  stiff  round-about  collar,  with  as  much 
end  floating  over  his  machinery-worked  shirt-front  as  could  reasonably  be 
expected  for  two-and-sixpence.  A  Begent  Street  registered  Pardessus 
was  thrown  gaily  back,  to  show  as  well  its  rich  quilting  as  his  new  wide- 
sleeved  coatee  with  a  red  silk  cuff  lining,  his  twelve-and-sixpenny  vest  to 
order,  and  his  black  clerical  riding-trousers  falling  becomingly  upon  his 
bright  Moliere  shoes.  Thus  attired,  he  led  himself  gaily  to  the  charge, 
causing  no  little  sensation  as  he  passed  through  the  streets. 

Behold  him  entering  Acacia  Crescent,  and  now  at  the  door  of  his 
charmer.  The  house  never  looked  so  attractive  before.  He  could  almost 
have  kissed  the  scraper. 

Visitors'  bells  certainly  are  a  great  improvement  upon  the  time  when  a  man 
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]isd  to  mark  Ida  own  claima  to  consideration  by  an  appeal  to  the  knocker. 
It  was  all  Tery  well  for  ladies,  with  twelve  or  thirteen  yards  of  powdered 
impertincDce  to  act  as  their  heralds,  and  pound  at  the  panels,  bat  for  a 
humble  pedestrian  to  have  to  indoctrinate  the  serranta  into  his  claim  to 
attention  by  the  number  and  freedom  of  his  raps,  was  nthei  a  nervous 
nndertaldne  for  gentlemen  ouacciistomed  to  pabuc  knocking.  And  yet, 
if  one  didn  t  make  a  noise,  they  would  often  let  one  stand  till  one  starred. 
So  thought  Dolefnl,  as  he  turned  the  ivory-knobbed  handle  at  the  right  of 


Mrs.  Brantingbame's  door,  and  faced  the  sun  as  if  for  a  wait.  Quick  as 
thought,  the  door  opened — opened,  not  in  a  doubtful,  hesitating  sort  of 
way,  but  flew  wide  open,  as  if  there  wasn't  a  doubt  npon  the  subject  of 
the  ladies  being  at  home.  Lowly  bowed  the  smiling  Frederick,  who  was 
powdered  to  perfection,  and  starched  and  ironed  out  down  to  his  very 
shoe-ties.  Partridge,  too,  was  in  full  feather,  and  never  did  the  horse-shoe 
breast  of  one  of  the  winged  tribe  look  more  bright  than  did  his  ample 
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chest  in  a  rich  blue,  green,  yellow,  red,  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow 
reflecting,  cut  velvet  vest,  set  off  with  steel  buttons.  Indeed,  he  should 
rather  have  been  called  Pheasant.  He  had  also  a  splendid  velvet-collared 
blue  coat,  made  of  far  better  cloth  than  Doleful's,  decorated  with  hiero- 
glyphical  buttons,  B.  P.  A.  entwined  (Butlers'  Perquisite  Association), 
and  superfine  drab  trowsers,  with  broad  brown  stripes  down  the  sides. 
Thus  attired,  he  received  our  suitor  at  the  hands  of  Frederick,  and  as  he 
helped  him  out  of  his  registered  Pardessus,  woman-like,  Martha  the  maid- 
of-all-work  flitted  in  the  background,  arrayed  in  one  of  her  young 
missus's  cast-off  silks,  enacting  the  character  of  upper  servant.  For  the 
wages  of  one  servant  and  a  half,  she  did  the  work  of  three,  eating  only 
the  victuals  of  one. 

The  Captain  being  now  ready  for  presentation.  Partridge  preceded  him 
up-stairs,  making  a  mental  bet  with  himself — for  he  was  a  bit  of  a 
wagerer — on  the  double  events  of  something  winning  the  Derby,  and 
Miss  capturing  the  Captain.  Mrs.  Brantinghame,  who  was  arrangmg 
matters  m  the  parlour,  peeped  up  at  her  son-in-law's  legs  as  they  ascended 
the  stairs,  and  knowing  that  all  was  right  above,  resumed  her  occupation, 
like  a  nice,  discreet  old  mouser  as  she  was. 

And  now  the  drawing-room  door  opens,  and  in  stalks  the  gallant 
Captain,  bowing  and  grinning,  and  capering  as  usual.  Miss  receives  him 
most  cordially,  as  well  with  a  shake  of  the  hand  as  a  stick-out-behind 
curtsey,  and  the  Captain  at  once  subsides  upon  an  ottoman  full  of  the 
usual  odds  and  ends,  and  non-company  things. 

Miss  is  most  carefully  got  up  for  the  important  occasion.  Martha  has 
had  a  good  hour  and  a  halfs  spell  at  her  toilette,  between  making  the 
beds  and  preparing  the  lunch,  and,  by  dint  of  careful  sitting  since,  not  a 
single  hair  is  displaced.  She  has  on  a  light  blue  barege  dress,  the  body 
and  flounces  trimmed  with  plaited  blue  ribbon,  and  on  her  well .  turned 
arms  she  wears  her  first-class  manacles,  the  product  of  many  an  ardent 
courtship,  for  she  always  made  it  a  rule  to  confiscate  the  offerings  of  her 
suiters  when  the  matches  went  off.  She  begins  by  apologising  for  the 
absence  of  Mamma,  who  had  lain  down  to  try  to  sleep  off  a  sick  headache, 
a  statement  that  Manmia  subsequently  contradicted  by  saying  she  had  been 
poring  over  her  steward's  accounts  for  the  last  quarter,  which  was  quite 
as  agreeable  a  hearing  to  our  Captain,  who  thought  he  would  like  to 
relieve  her  of  that  trouble  in  future. 

Mamma  has  got  on  her  best  bib  and  tucker,  and  everything  wears  a 
holiday  aspect.  She  is  all  smiles  and  serenity.  The  luncheon,  too,  was 
of  the  elegant  order,  without  any  make-weight  dishes,  or  apparent  eking- 
out  from  any  other  quarter.  Indeed,  Partridge  took  better  care  of  the 
scraps  than  that,  and  already  his  onslaughts  on  the  cold  tongue,  and  his 
refusal  to  share  the  overplus  of  the  "  Dobbs  "  with  Martha,  had  led  to 
unpleasant  bickerings  between  them.  To-day,  however,  they  seem  to 
have  merged  their  differences  for  the  common  weal,  and  play  into  each 
other's  hands  in  the  most  praiseworthy  manner.  Everything  is  cold, 
except  the  vegetables  and  game,  which  latter  Mrs.  Brantinghame  would 
have  insinuated  came  from  her  own  manor,  were  she  not  afraid  that  the 
ever-watchful  Partridge,  who  brought  it  from  Sir  Archy's,  would  contradict 
her.    Miss,  however,  did  the  fine  by  desiring  Frederick  to  tell  her  maid 
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to  bring  her  a  pocket-handkerchief;  and  Mrs.  mattered  something  about 
the  inconvenience  of  only  having  one  footman,  as  Partridge  foUcwed 
Frederick  out  of  the  room  for  a  bottle  of  Allsop,  in  which  he  hoped  to 
get  Doleful  to  give  him  a  reversionary  interest  by  having  it  opened.  In 
fact,  the  ladies  rather  over-did  the  thing,  as  pretenders  often  do  when 
they  want  to  cut  it  fat.  Doleful,  however,  was  too  much  mixed  up  with 
them  to  see  anything  of  the  sort,  and  munched  and  eat,  and  munched  and 
eat,  with  the  greatest  apparent  satisfaction.  At  length,  after  a  hearty 
repast,  and  a  long  tite-a-tite  with  Miss  after  (the  affairs  of  the  estate 
requiring  Mamma's  attention  elsewhere),  the  old  grinner  took  his  depar- 
ture ;  and  as  Mamma  surveyed  the  wreck  of  luncheon,  above  all,  the  greatly 
diminished  Malmsey,  and  thought  of  the  blabbishness  of  servants,  she 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  sooner  she  got  out  her  landing-net  the 
better. 


CHAPTER  LXXVII. 

A    SLOW  COACH. 


Captain  Doleful  was  so  extremely  well  satisfied  as  well  with  the 
fare  as  the  fair,  that  he  did  not  feel  at  all  inclined  to  press  his  suit  to  a 
termination,  which  he  felt  he  could  do  at  any  moment  he  liked.  He 
therefore  just  dropped  in  every  day  at  luncheon  time,  and  stayed  till  the 
shades  of  evening  began  to  draw  on,  wlien  he  adjourned  the  High  Court 
of  Hymen  until  the  next  day,  instead  of  letting  the  clock  of  courtship  run 
down,  and  having  to  wind  it  up  again.  Thus  he  went  on  for  above  a 
week,  muqh  to  the  edification  of  the  opposite  neighbours,  who,  for 
"  serious  people,"  were  more  curious  than  discreet. 

Mrs.  Brantinghame,  on  the  other  hand,  waxed  very  impatient.  She 
disliked  the  expense,  and  dreaded  the  information  afforded  by  electric 
telegraphs,  penny  postage,  Bernard  Burkes,  and  busybodies  generally. 
Partridge,  too,  was  anything  but  tractable,  and  wanted  to  have  everything 
as  they  had  at  Sir  Archy's,  prigging  included,  which  did  not  at  all  accord 
with  Mrs.  Brantinghame's  ideas  of  housekeeping.  She  was  therefore  all 
for  pressing  her  daughter  on,  just  as  old  J.  pressed  his  hounds  on  after  a 
fox.  A  council  of  war  was  held  every  evening,  after  the  Captain's 
departure,  to  hear  as  well  how  Miss  had  got  on  that  day,  as  to  arrange 
proceedings  for  the  next.  Miss  always  reported  that  she  saw  the  offer 
was  coming,  but  Mamma  very  wisely  observed  that  "  Christmas  was 
coming  too ;  '*  a  season  that  conjured  up  all  sorts  of  disagreeable  associa- 
tions,—«' To  bUl  delivered,"  "Bill  to  deliver,"  "Bill  if  not  paid  ou  or 
before,"  &c.,  &c. — and  then  to  think  how  ill  she  was  providing  for  the 
future,  by  the  expense  she  was  then  incurring.  She  wished  the  thing 
was  settled,  one  way  or  other. 

She  gradually  lowered  the  standard  of  entertainment,  and  instead  of 
Dorking  fowls  and  roast  game,  she  jobbed  a  joint  from  Saveloy's  beef  and 
sausage  shop  in  Grudgington  Street,  which  was  weighed  in  and  weighed 
out,   to   stop   the  unreasonable  incursions  of  Partridge.     The  Sherry, 
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Bad  KalmBcy  Madeira  too,  were  replaced  by  Manala,  and  aome  of 
Walker  and  Walton's  Tent,  one-and-aixpence  a  bottle  (on  e-and- three,  if 
the  bottle  waa  returned),  and  the  Allaop  supply  waa  cut  off  altogether. 
Still  the  old  Captain  plodded  on  at  his  own  pacet  neither  Mamma's 
broad  hints,  nor  Uisb's  variously  decorated  charms  nor  wants  of  a  brother, 
could  get  him  beyond  kissing  her  hand.  This,  as  Mamma  aaid,  might 
mean  anything.  The  serrants  began  to  see  through  the  thing,  and 
Partridge  no  longer  took  the  trouble  of  appearing  at  the  door,  while 
Prederiek  gave  himself  up  to  fancy  trowaers  and  ilaah  tiea,  instead  of  the 
decorous  apparel  in  which  he  had  at  first  appeared.  Mamma  aoou  waxed 
dreadlully  nervous,  tliat  ia  to  say,  desperately  out  of  temper.  Every  time 
she  saw  Partridge's  broad  back  looming  along  the  Crescent,  she  pictured 
to  herself  the  stories  he  would  be  propagatiog  at  the  Dun  Cow,  the  Load 
of  Hay,  the  Foi  and  Hounds,  or  whatever  house  he  frei^uented,  and  she 
fancied  she  sew  them  all  going  to  the  Captain  bound  up  m  a  sheaf.  Still 
she  was  too  wise  to  attempt  to  bribe  the  job  butler  to  secresy,  well  knowing 
that  the  course  of  servitude  is  to  keep  the  bribe  and  teil  the  secret. 

She  thought  the  Captain  desperately  slow.  Mr.  Cowmeadow  hung  off 
B  long  time  nith  Catherine  Christian  Clementina  Constance,  and  Captain 
Cushet  was  anythbg  but  as  quick  as  he  might  have  been  with  Winifred 
Bebecca  Leonora  Lucretia,  but  then  they  had  other  things  to  attend  to, 
whereas  Captain  Doleful  had  really  and  truly  nothing  whatever  to  do  or 
to  think  of,  but  to  court  and  eat,  and  still  he  couldn't  be  brought  to  book. 
It  was  very  provoking.  He  was  the  slowest  suitor  she  had  ever  seen,  and 
she  bad  had  nearly  a  score  through  her  hands,  to  say  nothing  of  her  own 
experience  in  that  line.     Why  didn't  he  propose  P 
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CHAPTER  LXXVin. 

THE   CAPTAIN   CATCHES   IT. 

One  fine  morning,  as  our  hand-kissing  friend  came  hopping,  and 
grinning,  and  bounding  up-stairs,  without  giving  Frederick  the  trouble  of 
announcing  him,  what  should  he  find,  instead  of  dear  smiling  Letitia 
sitting  at  the  receipt  of  custom,  but  stiff  old  Mamma,  with  her  front  well 
down  over  her  care-worn,  wrinkled  brow,  and  her  once  smiling  lips  com- 
pressed into  a  very  firm,  resolute-looking  mouth.  Doleful  started  at  the 
sight.     He  saw  there  was  mischief.     She  didn't  look  like  herself. 

"  Gk)od  morning,  my  dear  Captain,"  said  Mrs.  Brantinghame,  extending 
her  two  forefingers  for  a  salute,  a  sort  of  instalment  of  what  he  might  get 
if  he  was  a  good  boy ;  "  Good  morning,  my  dear  Captain.  Louisa 
Letitia  will  be  down  presently.  But  before  she  comes,"  added  she,  in  a 
lower  tone,  "  I  should  like  to  have  a  few  words  with  you,"  motioning  the 
taken-aback  Captain  to  a  seat  on  the  sofa  by  her  side.  "  You  see,  my 
dear  (hem)  Captain,"  re-commenced  she,  sotto  voce,  as  soon  as  he  got 
settled ;  "  you  see,  my  dear  Captain,"  repeated  she,  with  one  of  those  nasty 
dry  coughs  with  which  old  women  generally  preface  their  unpleasantness, 
"  you  see,  my  dear  (hem)  Captain,"  added  she  for  the  third  time,  "  though 
of  course  I'm  extremely  (liem)  happy  and  (cough)  pleased  to  see  you 
(hem)  here  whenever  you  (cough — hem)  like  to  come,  yet  the  (hem) 
world  is  censorious,  and  when  a  (cough)  young  gentleman  comes  so  often 
to  the  house  where  there  is  a  (hem)  young  lady,  ill-natured  people  will 
(cough)  talk,  and  " — here  she  had  recourse  to  her  kerchief. 

The  Captain  was  non-plussed,  for  he  had  not  calculated  on  overhauling 
time  coming  so  soon ;  but,  with  the  comfortable  consciousness  of  having 
the  wherewithal,  he  soon  recovered  his  composure,  very  different  to  a 
young  gentleman  who  feels  that  overhauling  and  kicking-out  time  will  be 
all  one. 

Mrs.  Brantinghame  marked  his  countenance  with  satisfaction,  and  felt 
encouraged  to  go  on  ;  indeed,  she  had  never  known  Sir  Archy's  informa- 
tion fail,  though  she  had  not  always  been  able  to  realise  it.  "  Of  course 
(hem) "  continued  she,  smoothing  out  the  corner  of  her  kerchief,  **  Of 
course  I  need  not  (hem)  say  that  my  (hem)  daughter  is  very  much  (cough 
— hem)  flattered  and  (cough)  gratified  by  the  (hem)  partiality  you  have 
(cough)  shown  her,  and  I'm  sure  (cough — ^hem— cough)  "  simpered  she, 
"  I  have  every  reason  to  show  you  (cough)  confidence  and  esteem,  as  well 
on  my  brother  Sir  Archy's  account  as  on  that  of  my  poor  dear  child,  but, 
considering  the  difliculty  (hem)  and  the  delicacy  (hem)  of  my  (hem)  situation, 
I  feel  assured  you  will  excuse  a  mother's  (hem)  and  (hem) " — the  old 
lady  checking  herself,  in  the  hope  that  the  CapUin  would  now  take  up 
the  running. 

In  this,  however,  she  was  disappointed ;  for  the  Captain,  having  taken 
a  careful  survey  of  the  ceiling  during  the  earlier  part  of  her  discourse,  and 
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seen  what  he  was  almost  sure  was  a  spider's  web  in  the  cornice  above  the 
door,  now  took  to  studying  the  roses,  lilies,  and  couYolyoluses  of  which 
the  light-groonded  carpet  was  composed. 

In  the  course  of  his  floricultural  pursuit,  the  following  ideas  came  to  his 
assistance : — 

First,  that  he  was  a  very  great  man. 

Secondly,  that  the  old  lady  was  in  too  great  a  huny. 

Thirdly,  that  he  wouldnH  be  bullied. 

As  he  seemed  likely  to  increase  his  stock  of  ideas,  Mrs.  Brantinghame 
resumed  the  appeal,  ad  misericordiam. 

"People,"  whimpered  she,  pretending  to  brush  away  a  rising  tear, 
"  People  may  blame  (hem)  me  for  allowing  my  (hem)  daughter's  (cough) 
affections  to  be  (hem)  engaged  before  the  (cough — ^hem — cough)  prelimin- 
aries are  all  arranged,  but  really,  my  dear  (cough — hem)  Captain,  I  have 
been  placed  in  a  very  trying  and  difficult  situation,  and  my  great  regard 
for  my  brother,  Sir  Archy,  prompting  (hem)  me  to  show  you  every  (cough) 
attention,  without  p'r'aps  thinking  or  (cough — hem — cough)  considering 
the  great  (cough)  risk  and  (hem)  danger  I  was  exposing  my  poor  dear  child 
to."     Whereupon  she  went  off  full  cry,  burying  her  sobs  in  her  kerchief. 

During  this  second  performance,  the  Captain's  thoughts  had  time  to 
take  another  turn,  and  they  served  him  thus  : — 

First,  he  recollected  his  ignominious  expulsion  from  Great  Coram  Street. 

Secondly,  he  thought  he  would  like  to  show  Belinda  how  soon  he  could 
suit  himself,  and  that,  too,  with  a  great  heiress. 

Thirdly,  he  considered  that  the  not  having  a  brother  was  always  as 
good  as  a  thousand  pounds  to  a  girl,  as  sooner  or  later  the  brother  would 
be  sure  to  do  him  out  of  that  sum. 

Fourthly,  that  the  old  lady  could  not  live  for  ever,  and,  in  addition  to 
a  very  lady-like  wife,  he  would  come  in  for  no  end  of  property — ^plate, 
aud  china. 

Accordingly,  by  the  time  Mrs.  Brantinghame  was  done  heaving  and 
sobbing,  the  Captain  was  gifted  with  the  following  powers  of  speech  : — 

"  I'm  sure,  marm,  (hem) — I'm  sure,  marm,  (cough) — I'm  sure,  marm, 
(sneeze) — "  now  looking  up  to  the  cornice  for  the  spider's  web,  "  I  am 
certainly — I  may  say  undoubtedly — deeply — that  is  to  say  sincerely — 
sincerely,  that  is  to  say  deeply — attached — ^to  your  very  elegant  and 
amiable,  that  is  to  say,  amiable  and  elegant  daughter,  and,"  looking  at 
his  rather  ragged  nails,  "  I  flatter  myself — that  is  to  say — I  have  reason 
to  believe — that  your  lovely  aud  beautiful — that  is  to  say  amiable — and 
(cough)  accomplished  daughter  is  equally  attached  to  me,"  now  looking 
down  at  his  Molieres. 

"That  I  have  no  doubt  of,  my  dear  Captain,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Brant- 
inghame, glad  to  have  got  that  admission  from  himself ;  "  that  I  have  no 
doubt  of,  my  dear  Captain,"  repeated  she.  "  If  I  had  not  been  satisfied 
on  that  point,  I  should  not  have  thought  of  troubling  you  to  day ;  but, 
standing  almost  alone  in  the  world,  and  knowing  the  danger  of  blowing 
these  sort  of  (cough)  intimacies  to  ripen  into  (hem)  friendships,  without  a 
little  (hem)  understanding,  I  felt  it  my  duty  as  a  mother  to  satisfy  myself 
that  your  (cough)  feelings  are  reciprocal,  so  that  my  (cough)  child's  (hem) 
affections  might  not  be  (sneeze)  sacrificed." 
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The  Captain  grinned  asseat,  whereupon  a  game  at  cross-piurpotea  eosoed 
between  Mamma  and  himself,  each  wanting  to  find  out  what  the  other  had  ; 
bnt,  Mrs.  Brantinghame  having  determined  to  make  her  daughter  Hrs. 
Doleful  at  all  hazards,  she  did  not  go  so  close  to  the  wind  as  she  would 
otherwise  have  done.  They  were  both  in  a  good  deal  of  debt,  and  Mapima 
was  determined  to  saddle  the  Captain  with  her  daughter's  share. 

This  eiciting  discussion  was  at  length  interrupted  by  Frederick  (who 
had  been  listening  at  the  door  for  some  time)  entering  the  room,  to 
announce  that  luncheon  was  ready,  whereupon,  Mrs.  Brantinghame 
having  gathered  herself  together,  tendered  Doleful  her  hand,  saying 
emphatically,  as  she  eyed  his  slightly  flushed  face,  "  TAat  tee  undentand 
tach  other'  And  the  gallant  officer  having  answered  "Yes  ;"  she  re- 
plied, as  she  took  his  arm  to  go  down  stairs,  "  Then  you  »kall  iave  am 
opporlunily  after  luncheon." 


CHAPTER  LXXIX. 

THE   CAPTAIN  IS   DIST&ESS. 

I  UE  luncheon  that  day  was 
rather  better  than  usual.  In 
addition  to  a  nice  piece  of 
cold  sirloin  of  beef,  Saveloy 
sent  in  a  dish  of  hot  sausage- 
roUs,  and  some  pork-pies,  on 
"  sale  or  return,"  as  the 
booksellers  say,  and  Martha 
liad  tried  her  hand,  nol 
altogether  unsuccessfully,  at 
a  sweet  omelBtte,  Xlie  de- 
canters, too,  were  replenished, 
though  we  are  sorry  to  add 
that  Partridge  was  so  exas- 
perated at  Mrs.  Branting- 
hame's  meanness  in  locking 
away  the  wine,  that  he  had 
infused  a  very  strong  dose 
of  jalap  into  the  Tent.  He 
had  just  had  time  to  shake  it 
well  up,  as  Captain  Doleful 
and  Mrs.  Brantinghame  de- 
scended. 

Ere  they  had  got  settled  in 
their  seats.  Miss  entered  the 
room,  looking  the  very  essence 
of  innocence,  though  most 
carefully  got  up,  and  rustling 
'  drab  and  pink  shot  natered  silk.     Doleful  was  up  on  the 
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instant  to  receive  his  intended,  whose  smilini^  features  had  just  been 
regulated  at  the  looking-glass.  Notwithstanding  the  wigging  our  old 
friend  had  just  had,  he  played  a  pretty  good  knife  and  fork,  and  though 
he  thought  the  first  glass  of  Tent  tasted  rather  queer,  he  did  not  hesitate 
to  take  a  second,  in  which  Mrs.  Brantinghame  joined  him.  So  they 
beefed,  and  sausaged,  and  Tented,  as  if  there  was  nothing  particularly 
astir. 

Mrs.  Brantinghame,  however,  retired  eaiTlier  than  osual^  giving  a  sig- 
nificant hem  and  look  at  her  daughter,  and  no  sooner  did  the  door  close 
than  Doleful,  instead  of  findiivg  himself  in  the  delightful  elysium  young  gen- 
tlemen anticipate  on  such  occasions,  began  to  experience  all  sorts  of  queer 
qualms  and  disagreeable  sensations.  Miss,  who  was  under  orders  to 
bring  the  affair  to  a  termination,  one  way  or  the  other,  seeing  his  pertur* 
bation,  thought  to  assist  his  courage  by  Marsala,  which  proving  more  lik^ 
liquid  fire  than  wine,  he  again  had  recourse  to  the  jalap^  Tent.  He  still 
thought  it  queer,  and  sipped  and  tasted,  and  turned  it  over  on  his  palate, 
wondering  if  it  could  be  the  sweet  omelette  that  made  it  taste  so. 

Miss,  knowing  Mamma's  sanguine  temperament,  and  that  she  would 
not  rest  long,  now  that  she  was  fairly  raised,  tried  to  get  him  into  conver- 
sation as  soon  as  she  could.  She  first  broached  that  convenient  autumnal 
subject,  the  court-martial  on  Lieutenant  Perry,  and  censured  the  naughty 
officers  who  tried  him.  Doleful,  who  was  still  lost  in  meditation  on  the 
wine,  merely  replied  between  sips,  that  soldiers  generally  made  as  great  a 
mess  when  they  played  at  lawyers,  as  lawyers  would  if  they  played  at 
soldiers.  He  then  sip,  sip,  sipped,  till  he  finished  the  glass,  and  set  it 
down,  thoroughly  satisfied  there  was  something  wrong  about  it.  He 
wondered  where  they  had  got  it.  Miss  noted  his  abstraction,  and  also  her 
Mamma's  hurried  footsteps  pacing  over  head.  She  tried  to  get  him  into 
the  warlike  line — the  Crimea — then  into  the  Baltic — ^to  Helsingfors, 
Bomarsund,  Eevel,  saying  she  thought  it  was  almost  better  to  be  as  she 
was,  without  a  brother,  than  have  him  exposed  to  such  terrible  dangers. 
This  observation,  with  the  falling  of  a  worsted-work  weight  above,  drew 
DolefuFs  attention  from  certain  inward  qualms  he  was  feeling,  to  the 
subject  on  which  Mamma  had  been  sounding  him.  It  was  a  great  nuisance 
the  old  woman  being  so  pressing.  What  could  make  her  change  her 
tactics  so  suddenly  ?  She,  who  had  been  all  ease  and  confidence  before« 
Could  another  suitor  have  turned  up  ?  Oh  dear !  what  a  twinge  that 
was — wish  he  mightn't  have  got  the  cholera.  And  he  incontinently  took 
another  pull  at  the  Tent.  It  was  decidedly  nasty ;  and  he  set  his  glass 
down,  determined  to  be  done  with  it.  He  would  give  his  ears  for  a  Httle 
brandy. — There  again  ! — Wished  he  was  at  home. — Believed  he  would 
have  to  take  a  cab. — Would  cost  him  a  shilling. — Could  have  dined  at 
home  for  ninepence. 

Miss,  little  thinking  what  was  going  on  internally,  but  dreading  her 
Mamma's  impetuosity,  who,  not  over  comfortable  herself,  was  fretting  and 
fidgetting  about  in  the  drawing-room,  counting  the  minutes  as  hours, 
venting  her  spleen  on  Doleful  and  all  dilatory  sweethearters,  and  wonder- 
ing how  much  he  had  cost  her  in  the  way  of  victuals  and  drink.  Miss, 
we  say,  little  thinking  of  what  Doleful  was  suffering,  and  anxious  to  give 
him  a  lift,  tried  him  personally,  by  asking  what  he  thought  of  her 
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new  dress,  getting  up  to  show  it,  and  just  as  he  was  paying  the  old  oom« 
pliment  to  her  fair  hand,  after  admiring  the  dress.  Mamma,  who  had 
stolen  noiselessly  into  the  room,  exclaimed,  "  Well,  I'm  glad  you've  got 
it  all  settled.  I'm  glad  you've  got  it  all  settled,"  seizing  Doleful's  hand 
as  it  dropped  from  her  daughter's;  "for  really  I  was  getting  very 
nervous  and  uncomfortable.  And,  oh,  my  dear  child  !"  continued  she, 
giving  her  a  strong  hug,  "  I  hope  you'll  be  happy  1 "  adding,  as  she 
turned  again  to  the  now  teeth-grinding  Captain,  "  I'm  sure  if  she's  not, 
it  will  be  her  own  fault,  for  I  never  saw  a  sweeter  disposition  than  yours. 
And  now,"  inquired  she,  in  the  same  breath,  '*  will  you  take  any  more 
luncheon,"  pointing  to  the  still  well-stored  table,  and  thinking  the 
servants  would  be  wanting  their  dinners. 

Doleful  declined  any  more  luncheon. 

"  Or  wine  ?  "  asked  she. 

Doleful  would  have  no  more  of  that  either. 

"  Then  let  us  go  up  stairs,  and  communicate  the  joyful  intelligence  to 
your  sisters  by  this  post,"  continued  Mrs.  Brantinghame. 

"  Sisters !"  exclaimed  Doleful,  sickening,  "  I  thought  you  were  an  only 
child  1  " 

"  Only  child  I  have  left,"  replied  Mrs.  Brantinghame,  with  the  utmost 
effrontery. 

**  Only  child  you  have  left,"  gasped  Doleful. 
Yes,  only  child  I  have  left,"  continued  Mrs.  Brantinghame,  volubly. 

Only  child  I  have  left ;  but  we  have  a  charming  family  circle  to  intro- 
duce you  to,  and  shall  have  more  as  soon  as  ever  this  weary  war  is 
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over." 


"  War  I  "  ejaculated  Doleful,  turning  livid. 

"  Yes ;  my  sons  are  with  their  regiments  in  Turkey,  but — " 

"  Why,  I  thought  you  wanted  a  brother ! "  interrupted  Doleful,  appeal- 
ing imploringly  to  Miss. 

"  So  I  do,"  replied  Miss,  calmly.  "  So  I  do.  These  are  only  half 
brothers,  as  mamma  will  tell  yon,  and  a  half-brother  is  never  like  a  whole 
one,  you  know." 

"Yes,  their  name  is  Honeyball,"  explained  Mrs.  Brantinghame, 
accepting  her  daughter's  invitation;  "my  first  husband's  name  was 
Honeybdl.  PVaps  you  may  have  heard  of  him.  My  eldest  son,  Archi- 
bald, called  after  my  dear  brother.  Sir  Archy,  is  in  the  Hot  and  Heavy 
Huzzars,  and  my  second  son,  Humphrey,  is  in  the  Royal  West  Highland 
Practical  Jokers." 

Doleful  thought  he  saw  their  nasty  naked  swords  gleaming  before  him» 
and  was  fairly  overcome.  Eushing  out  of  the  room,  he  seized  his  hat 
and  left  the  house,  running  out  of  Acacia  Crescent,  up  the  back  lane, 
through  Short's  Gardens,  and  Milkington  Street,  like  a  man  possessed, 
and  took  to  his  bed  like  a  dormouse. 
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CHAPTER  LXXX, 

WHO-HOOP  ! 

The  sequel  is  soon  told.  Three  days  after,  Sir  Archibald  Depecarde*8 
travelling  chariot,  drawn  by  four  smoking  posters,  was  seen  rolling, 
hurriedly,  into  Handley  Cross,  with  the  pinion-folded  Partridge  lolling 
consequentially  in  the  rumble,  and  to  draw  up  with  a  dash  at  Captain 
Doleful's  door.  What  took  place  between  them,  of  course  we  are  unable 
to  state,  but  an  adjournment  was  presently  moved  to  Acacia  Crescent ; 
and  almost  immediately  after,  bales  of  haberdashery,  and  piles  of  cap  and 
bonnet-boxes  began  to  arrive,  and  Martha  had  a  busy  time  of  it,  taking 
in  and  letting  out  the  counter-skippers,  and  genteel  young  people  bringing 
them.  In  due  time,  white  favours  flourished  through  the  town.  Sir 
Archibald  Depecarde  giving  away  the  lovely  bride. 

Concerned,  however,  we  are  to  add,  that  just  as  Mrs.  Brantinghame 
and  Martha  were  clearing  out  of  the  Crescent  for  Bath,  Mrs.  Doleful 
cast  up  at  her  mother's,  looking  so  wretched  and  haggard,  that  no  census- 
taker  would  have  booked  her  at  fifty.  She  declared  she  could  not  live 
with  that  "  *orrid  man  "  another  day,  though  for  what  cause,  we,  as  Sir 
Thomas  Trout  would  say,  are  not  at  liberty  to  mention.  Mamma  tried 
Jorrocks's  famous  horse  recipe  upon  her,  advised  her  to  be  to  his  faults  a 
little  blind,  and  to  his  virtues  ever  kind ;  but  Mrs.  Doleful  declared,  she 
would  rather  do  anything  than  return  to  liim,  and  thought,  with  bitter 
anguish,  of  Peter  Bullock  and  Captain  Capers,  and  the  other  gentlemen 
she  had  jilted. 

On  that  very  day,  James  Pigg  was  seen  turning  out  of  the  Marquis  of 
Cornwallis's  bottle  department  into  Great  Coram  Street,  with  a  huge 
tobacco-stained  favour  under  his  nose,  holloaing  out,  as  he  got  staggered 
into  the  middle  of  the  street,  ^^Keep  the  tambourine  a  rowUn  !  Whatimr 
ye  de,  keep  the  tambourine  a  rotoUn  !  "  Then  having  got  himself  steadied, 
he  went  lurching  along,  holloaing  out,  ''  B-r-r-a-andy  and  baccy  'ill  gar  a 
man  live  for  iver  1  Sink  ar  say  b-r-r-a-andy  and  baccy  'ill  gar  a  man  live 
for  iver  I'*  So  he  proceeded  down  Great  Coram  Street,  tendering  his  nief 
to  every  body  he  met,  declaring  he'd  been  the  death  of  a  guinea,  and 
would  be  the  death  of  another  when  young  Stobbs  was  born,  until  losing 
his  head  in  the  open,  he  finally  subsided  under  the  pump  in  Brunswick 
square.  Then,  just  as  the  little  boys  were  preparing  to  sluice  him,  the 
tall  lobster  merchant  with  the  big  calves,  who  was  going  his  evening 
rounds  of  •*  Buy  LoB-*^-r-r .'  fine  LoTB-ater-r-r .' "  came  to  the  rescue, 
and  restored  him  unhurt  to  Great  Coram  Street,  where  the  lobster 
merchant  was  speedily  made  as  drunk  as  his  friend. 

On  that  very  day,  too,  our  elegant  Bloomer  having  captured  the  Con- 
queror, and  found  out  what  day  Belinda  was  to  be  married,  entered  into 
the  happy  state  also,  as  appears  by  the  following  paragraph  extracted 
from  the  Paul  Pry :  "  On  the  29th  ult.,  at  St.  Mary's  Church,  by  the 
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Ber.  Simon  Pure,  asiisteU  by  the  He?.  Arthur  Lovq'oy,  WiUiam  Heve- 
land,  Esq.,  A.D.G.,  to  Constantia,  youngest  surnring  daughter  of  the 
late  Michael  Meudlove,  of  Handley  Cross  Spa.  Tha  lovely  bride,  who 
was  dressed  as  a  Bloomer,  was  attended  by  six  beautiful  bridesmaids 
■imilarly  attired." 

Tlie  Conqueror  very  handsomely  settled  himself,  not  quite  so  good  an 
investment  as  Cliarley  Stobbs  made  with  pretty  Belinda,  Mr.  Jorrocks 
having  come  down  with  what  old  Miss  Freezer  described  as  "  something 
e — a — a — ry  handsome,"  and  promised  them  a  thousand  every  time  she 
baa  twins.    They  were  now  down  at  old  Stobbs's  place  in  Yorkshire,  but 
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purpose  being  back  at  Handley  Cross  by  the  hunting  season.  They  are 
accompanied  iSy  that  eminent  sportsman  Ben,  who  has  been  glad  to  retire 
ftom  the  agonies  of  hunting  and  subside  into  a  buttoney-boy  for 
Belinda.  This  metamorphosis  was  somewhat  accelerated  by  the  fallowing 
eontreimpa. 
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Pigg  having  gone  out  in  the  gray  dawn  of  morn  to  meet  his  friend 
"^liiBkey  Tim  and  recruit  his  stock  of  mountain  dew,  saw  Joe  Haddock 
and  Ben  having  a  trial  of  speed  with  two  of  their  horses  along  the  south 
turnpike,  and  not  all  Pigg's  frantic  yells  and  gestures,  though  he  knocked 
his  hat  crown  out  in  the  effort,  could  overpower  the  clatter  they  made  on 
the  road.  Pigg  therefore  made  the  best  of  his  way  home  and  providing 
himself  with  a  cutting  whip,  surprised  Ben  in  the  parlour  in  the  act  of 
refreshing  himself  with  some  of  Mr.  Jorrocks's  marmalade,  which  he  was 
scooping  out  of  the  pot  with  his  thumb.  Taking  him  as  he  would  a 
hound  by  the  ear,  Pigg  pitched  into  him,  exclaiming  at  the  top  of  his 
voice, 

"Aril teach  ye  te  gallop  mar  h'ussus,  it  will  *e  (whack)— it  will  *e 
(crack) — it  will  'e  (smack)." 

Squeak,  squeal,  writhe,  wriggle,  roar,  went  Ben,  throwing  himself  on  to 
the  floor. 

"  Ar'U  teach  ye  te  steal  t'ard  maister's  marmelade,"  continued  Pigg, 
now  taking  Ben  by  the  cuff  of  the  neck ;  "  Ar'll  teach  ye  te  steal  t'ard 
maister's  marmelade,  it  will  'e  (crack),  it  will  'e  (smack),  it  will  'e 
(whack)." 

Writhe,  roar,  wriggle,  murder  !  shrieked  Ben. 

"  Aye,  morder  aye,"  repeated  Pigg,  turning  him  deliberately  over  and 
taking  him  by  the  other  ear.  "  Aye,  morder  aye,  ar'l  morder  ye,  ye  bit 
brazen  bowdekite,  whe  d'ye  think  ill  stand  sic  wark  as  this,"  (whack,  crack 
— whack,  crack — whack,  crack) — and  altogether  Pigg  gave  him  such  an 
elaborate  licking  as  perfectly  disgusted  Ben  with  whips  and  every  thing 
belonging  to  the  chase. 

Mr.  Jorrocks  therefore  being  without  a  whip,  and  in  order  as  he  says  that 
they  may  all  break  their  eggs  at  the  same  end,  has  allowed  Pigg  to  choose 
his  own,  who,  kennin  as  he  says,  "  Jist  sic  another  chap  as  hissel,  what 
used  to  whop  in  to  the  Tynedale,"  he  has  written  to  engage  him,  character 
being  no  object  with  Pigg,  and  Mr.  Jorrocks  and  Pigg  have  entered  into  a 
compact  that  master  and  man  are  not  both  to  get  drunk  on  the  same  day. 

Moreover,  Mr.  Jorrocks  has  offered  to  increase  Pigg's  wages  if  he  will 
make  Batsay,  who  we  are  sorry  to  say  has  had  to  get  her  stays  let  out 
again — an  honest  woman. 

And  now  for  our  jolly  old  master  himself.  He  says  their  people  have 
"  be'aved  so  un'andsome  in  tryin'  to  shop  him,"  that  he's  determined 
to  give  a  loose  to  pleasure  the  rest  of  his  life,  and  is  getting  hounds 
together  for  four  days  a  week — three  and  a  bye  at  least,  which  latter  he 
means  to  have  in  Pinch-me-near  Porest.  This  is  to  be  permanently 
added  to  his  country,  and  the  Bight  Honourable  the  Lords  Commissioners 
of  her  Majesty's  Treasury  having  very  properly  dismissed  the  Honourable 
the  Commissioner  in  charge  of  her  Majesty  s  Woods  and  Forests,  together 
with  his  Scotch  Sylvan  oracle,  Mr.  Prettyfat  is  again  pretty  comfortable 
and  able  to  turn  his  attention  to  his  poultry,  of  which  he  has  appointed 
Mr.  Jorrocks  grand  protector.  Pigg  and  he  are  to  have  their  breakfasts 
and  a  glass  of  brandy  a  piece  every  time  the  hounds  meet  there. 

Mr.  Jorrocks's  country  is  full  of  foxes,  many  of  which  he  hopes  to 
make  cry  *'Capevi,"  and  as  the  ordnance  hedge-hashers  have  made 
hunting  comparatively  easy  where  they  have  carried  on  their  operations, 


550  HAITDLKT  CBOiS;    OBy  JO.  JOUOCXS's  HUXT. 

he  ftoticipates  bong  able  to  tcfamble  about  in  tbkrmble  safetr.  He 
hat  began  greening  hia  breediea  knees  among  the  hazd  buahes,  cob 
honting^  and  arranged  hia  meets  for  the  fiist  wedc  in  November,  of  which 
he  has  Idndlj  sent  ns  the  following  card  :** 


MR.  JORROCKS'S  FOX-HOUNDS 

MEET 

I 

K/ueJct&y,  a/. . 

//tc^tejcuty,  t/YoiA,  ^/n,  ct/  ^iSarc^€e  P^4U[ 
tyA^irdotay,  a/. 

xJ^cred/  (a/  eiaM\. 
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